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A  NOTE  ON  THE  AUTHOR  OF 

The  Wandering  Jew 

EUGENE  SUE 

(1804-1857) 


Time  and  again  physicians  and  seamen  have  made  noteworthy  repu- 
tations as  novelists.  But  it  is  rare  in  the  annals  of  literature  that  a  man 
trained  in  both  professions  should  have  gained  his  greatest  fame  as 
a  writer  of  novels.  Eugene  Sue  began  his  career  as  a  physician  and 
surgeon,  and  then  spent  six  years  in  the  French  Navy.  In  1830,  when 
he  returned  to  France,  he  inherited  his  father's  rich  estate  and  was 
free  to  follow  his  inclination  to  write.  His  first  novel,  Plick  et  Plock, 
met  with  an  unexpected  success,  and  he  at  once  foreswore  the  arts 
of  healing  and  navigation  for  the  precarious  life  of  a  man  of  letters. 
With  varying  success  he  produced  books  from  his  inexhaustible  store 
of  personal  experiences  as  a  doctor  and  sailor.  In  1837,  he  wrote  an 
authoritative  work  on  the  French  Navy,  Histoire  de  la  marine 
Francaise. 

More  and  more  the  novel  appealed  to  his  imagination  and  suited 
his  gifts.  His  themes  ranged  from  the  fabulous  to  the  strictly  his- 
torical, and  he  became  popular  as  a  writer  of  romance  and  Actionized 
fact.  His  plays,  however,  were  persistent  failures.  When  he  published 
The  Mysteries  of  Paris,  his  national  fame  was  assured,  and  with  the 
writing  of  The  IVandering  Jeic  he  achieved  world-wide  renown. 
Then,  at  the  height  of  his  literary  career,  Eugene  Sue  was  driven  into 
exile  after  Louis  Napoleon  overthrew  the  Constitutional  Govern- 
ment in  a  coup  d'etat  and  had  himself  officially  proclaimed  Emperor 
Napoleon  III.  The  author  of  The  Wandering  Jew  died  in  banish- 
ment five  years  later. 
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VOLUME    ONE 


THE  WANDERING  JEW. 


FIRST  PART.— The  Transgression. 


PROLOGUE. 

THE  LAND'S   END  OF  TWO   WORLDS. 

The  Arctic  Ocean  encircles  with  a  belt  of  eternal  ice  the 
desert  confines  of  Siberia  and  North  America — the  utter- 
most limits  of  the  Old  and  New  worlds,  separated  by  the 
narrow   channel,  known  as  Behring's  Straits. 

The  last  days  of  September  have  arrived. 

The  equinox  has  brought  with  it  darkness  and  Northern 
storms,  and  night  will  quickly  close  the  short  and  dismal 
polar  day.  The  sky  of  a  dull  and  leader  blue  is  faintly 
lighted  by  a  sun  without  warmth,  whose  white  disk,  scarcely 
seen  above  the  horizon,  pales  before  the  dazzling  brilliancy 
of  the  snow  that  covers,  as  far  as  the  eyes  can  reach,  the 
boundless  steppes. 

To  the  North,  this  desert  is  bounded  by  a  ragged  coast, 
bristling  with  huge  black  rocks. 

At  the  base  of  this  Titanic  mass  lies  enchained  the 
petrified  ocean,  whose  spell-bound  waves  appear  fixed  as 
vast  ranges  of  ice  mountains,  their  blue  peaks  fading  away 
in  the  far-off  frost  smoke,  or  snow  vapor. 

Between  the  twin-peaks  of  Cape  East,  the  termination  of 
Siberia,  the  sullen  sea  is  seen  to  drive  tall  icebergs  across  a 
streak  of  dead  green.     There  lies  Behring's  Straits. 

Opposite,  and  towering  over  the  channel,  rise  the  granite 
masses  of  Cape  Prince  of  Wales,  the  headland  of  North 
America. 

These  lonely  latitudes  do  not  belong  to  the  habitable 
world ;   for  the  piercing  cold  shivers  the  stones,  splits  the 
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trees,  and  causes  the  earth  to  burst  asunder,  which,  throw- 
ing forth  showers  of  icy  spangles,  seems  capable  of  enduring 
this  solitude  of  frost  and  tempest,  of  famine  and  death. 

And  yet,  strange  to  say,  footprints  may  be  traced  on  the 
snow,  covering  these  headlands  on  either  side  of  Behring's 
Straits. 

On  the  American  shore,  the  footprints  are  small  and 
light,  thus  betraying  the  passage  of  a  woman. 

She  has  been  hastening  up  the  rocky  peak,  whence  the 
drifts  of  Siberia  are  visible. 

On  the  latter  ground,  footprints  larger  and  deeper  be- 
token the  passing  of  a  man.  He  also  was  on  his  way  to  the 
Straits. 

It  would  seem  that  this  man  and  woman  had  arrived  here 
from  opposite  directions,  in  hope  of  catching  a  glimpse  of 
one  another  across  the  arm  of  the  sea  dividing  the  two 
worlds — the  Old  and  the  New. 

More  strange  still !  the  man  and  the  woman  have  crossed 
the  solitudes  during  a  terrific  storm !  Black  pines,  the 
growth  of  centuries,  pointing  their  bent  heads  in  different 
parts  of  the  solitude  like  crosses  in  a  churchyard,  have  been 
uprooted,  rent,  and  hurled  aside  by  the  blasts ! 

Yet  the  two  travellers  face  this  furious  tempest,  which 
has  plucked  up  trees,  and  pounded  the  frozen  masses  into 
splinters,  with  the  roar  of  thunder. 

They  face  it,  without  for  one  single  instant  deviating  from 
the  straight  line  hitherto  followed  by  them. 

Who  then  are  these  two  beings  who  advance  thus  calmly 
amidst  the  storms  and  convulsions  of  nature? 

Is  it  by  chance,  or  design,  or  destiny,  that  the  seven  nails 
in  the  sole  of  the  man's  shoe  form  a  cross — thus: 

*  *  * 
* 
* 

Everywhere  he  leaves  this  impress  behind  him. 

On  the  smooth  and  polished  snow,  these  footmarks  seem 
imprinted  by  a  foot  of  brass  on  a  marble  floor. 

Night  without  twilight  has  soon  succeeded  day — a  night 
of  foreboding  gloom. 

The   brilliant   reflection   of    the   snow   renders   the   white 
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steppes  still  visfble  beneath  the  azure  darkness  of  the  sky; 
and  the  pale  stars  glimmer  on  the  obscure  and  frozen  dome. 

Solemn  silence  reigns. 

But.  towards  the  Straits,  a  faint  light  appears. 

At  first,  a  gentle,  bluish  light,  such  as  precedes  moonrise; 
it  increases  in  brightness,  and  assumes  a  ruddy  hue. 

Darkness  thickens  in  every  other  direction ;  the  white 
wilds  of  the  desert  are  now  scarcely  visible  under  the  black 
vault  of  the  firmament. 

Strange  and  confused  noises  are  heard  amidst  this  ob- 
scurity. 

They  sound  like  the  flight  of  large  night-birds — now 
flapping — now  heavily  skimming  over  the  steppes — now 
descending. 

But  no  cry  is  heard. 

This  silent  terror  heralds  the  approach  of  one  of  those 
imposing  phenomena  that  awe  alike  the  most  ferocious  and 
the  most  harmless  of  animated  beings.  An  Aurora  Borealis 
(magnificent  sight!)  common  in  the  polar  regions,  suddenly 
beams  forth. 

A  half  circle  of  dazzling  whiteness  becomes  visible  in  the 
horizon.  Immense  columns  of  light  stream  forth  from  this 
dazzling  centre,  rising  to  a  great  height,  illuminating  earth, 
sea,  and  sky.  Then  a  brilliant  reflection,  like  the  blaze  of  a 
conflagration,  steals  over  the  snow  of  the  desert,  purples 
the  summits  of  the  mountains  of  ice,  and  imparts  a  dark 
red  hue  to  the  black  rocks  of  both  continents. 

After  attaining  this  magnificent  brilliancy,  the  Northern 
Lights  fade  away  gradually,  and  their  vivid  glow  is  lost 
in  a  luminous  fog. 

Just  then,  by  a  wondrous  mirage,  an  effect  very  common 
in  high  latitudes,  the  American  Coast,  though  separated 
from  Siberia  by  a  broad  arm  of  the  sea,  loomed  so  close, 
that  a  bridge  might  seemingly  be  thrown  from  one  world  to 
the  other. 

Then  human  forms  appeared  in  the  transparent  azure 
haze  overspreading  both  forelands. 

On  the  Siberian  Cape,  a  man,  on  his  knees,  stretched  his 
arms  towards  America,  with  an  expression  of  inconceivable 
despair. 

On  the  American  promontory,  a  young  and  handsome 
woman  replied  to  the  man's  despairing  gesture  by  pointing 
to  heaven. 


$  THE    WANDERING    JEW 

For  some  seconds,  these  two  tall  figures  stood  out,  pale 
and  shadowy,  in  the  farewell  gleams  of  the  Aurora. 

But  the  fog  thickens,  and  all  is  lost  in  the  darkness. 

Whence  came  the  two  beings,  who  met  thus  amidst  polar 
glaciers,  at  the  extremities  of  the  Old  and  New  worlds? 

Who  were  the  two  creatures,  brought  near  for  a  moment 
by  a  deceitful  mirage,  but  who  seemed  eternally  separated? 


CHAPTER  I. 

MOROK. 


The  month  of  October,  1831,  draws  to  its  close. 

Though  it  is  still  day,  a  brass  lamp,  with  four  burners, 
illumines  the  cracked  walls  of  a  large  loft,  whose  solitary 
window  is  closed  against  outer  light.  A  ladder,  with  its  top 
rungs  coming  up  through  an  open  trap,  leads  to  it. 

Here  and  there  at  random  on  the  floor  lie  iron  chains, 
spiked  collars,  saw-toothed  snaffles,  muzzles  bristling  with 
nails,  and  long  iron  rods  set  in  wooden  handles.  In  one 
corner  stands  a  portable  furnace,  such  as  tinkers  use  to  melt 
their  spelter ;  charcoal  and  dry  chips  fill  it,  so  that  a  spark 
would  suffice  to  kindle  this  furnace  in  a  minute. 

Not  far  from  this  collection  of  ugly  instruments,  putting 
one  in  mind  of  a  torturer's  kit  of  tools,  there  are  some  articles 
of  defence  and  offence  of  a  bygone  age.  A  coat  of  mail,  with 
links  so  flexible,  close,  and  light,  that  it  resembles  steel 
tissue,  hangs  from  a  box,  beside  iron  cuishes  and  arm-pieces, 
in  good  condition,  even  to  being  properly  fitted  with  straps. 
A  mace,  and  two  long  three-cornered-headed  pikes,  with  ash 
handles,  strong,  and  light  at  the  same  time,  spotted  with 
lately-shed  blood,  complete  the  armory,  modernized  some- 
what by  the  presence  of  two  Tyrolese  rifles,  loaded  and 
primed. 

Along  with  this  arsenal  of  murderous  weapons  and  out-of- 
date  instruments,  is  strangely  mingled  a  collection  of  very 
different  objects,  being  small  glass-lidded  boxes,  full  of  rosa- 
ries, chaplets,  medals,  agnus  dei,  holy- water  bottles,  framed 
pictures  of  saints,  etc.,  not  to  forget  a  goodly  number  of  those 
chapbooks,  struck  off  in  Friburg  on  coarse  bluish  paper,  in 
which  you  can  hear  about  miracles  of   our  own  time,  or 
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"Jesus  Christ's  Letter  to  a  true  believer,"  containing  awful 
fictions,  as  for  the  years   1831  and  '32,  about  impious 
revolutionary  France. 

One  of  those  canvas  daubs,  with  which  strolling  showmen 
adorn  their  booths,  hangs  from  a  rafter,  no  doubt  to  prevent 
its  '  -poilt  by  too  long  rolling  up.    It  bore  the  follow-' 

ing  legend : 

"The  Downright  True  and  Most  Memorable  Conver- 
sion of  Ignatius  Morok,  known  as  the  Prophet,  hap- 
pening in  Friburg,  1828th  year  of  Grace." 

This  picture,  of  a  size  larger  than  natural,  of  gaudy  color, 
and  in  bad  taste,  is  divided  into  three  parts,  each  presenting 
an  important  phase  in  the  life  of  the  convert,  surnamed 
"The  Prophet."  In  the  first,  behold  a  long-bearded  man, 
the  hair  almost  white,  with  uncouth  face,  and  clad  in  rein- 
deer skin,  like  the  Siberian  savage.  His  black  foreskin  cap 
is  topped  with  a  raven's  head ;  his  features  express  terror. 
Bent  forward  in  his  sledge,  which  half-a-dozen  huge  tawny 
dogs  draw  over  the  snow,  he  is  fleeing  from  the  pursuit  of  a 
pack  of  foxes,  wolves,  and  big  bears,  whose  gaping  jaws,  and 
formidable  teeth,  seem  quite  capable  of  devouring  man, 
sledge,  and  dogs,  a  hundred  times  over.  Beneath  this  sec- 
tion, reads : 

"In  1810,  Morok,  the  Idolater,  fled  from  Wild 
Beasts." 

In  the  second  picture,  Morok,  decently  clad  in  a  catechu- 
men's white  gown  kneels,  with  clasped  hands,  to  a  man  who 
wears  a  white  neckcloth,  and  flowing  black  robe.  In  a  corner, 
a  tall  angel,  of  repulsive  aspect,  holds  a  trumpet  in  one  hand, 
and  flourishes  a  flaming  sword  with  the  other,  while  the 
words  which  follow  flow  out  of  his  mouth,  in  red  letters  on 
a  black  ground : 

"Morok,  the  Idolater,  fled  from  Wild  Beasts;  but 
Wild  Beasts  will  flee  from  Ignatius  Morok,  con- 
verted  AND    BAPTIZED    IX    FRIIU'RG." 

Thus,  in  the  last  compartment,  the  new  convert  proudly, 
boastfully,  and  trimphantly  parades  himself  in  a  flowing 
robe  of  blue;  head  up,  left  arm  akimbo,  right  hand  out- 
stretched, he  seems  to  scare  the  wits  out  of  a  multitude  of 
lions,  tigers,  hyenas,  and  bears,  who,  with  sheathed  claws, 
and  masked  teeth,  crouch  at  his  feet,  awestricken,  and  sub- 
missive. 
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Under  Ihis,  is  the  concluding  moral : 

"Ignatius    Morok    being    converted,    Wild    Beasts 

CROUCH    BEFORE    HlM." 

Not  far  from  this  canvas  are  several  parcels  of  halfpenny 
books,  likewise  from  the  Friburg  press,  which  relate  by  what 
an  astounding  miracle  Morok,  the  Idolater,  acquired  a  super- 
natural power  almost  divine,  the  moment  he  was  converted 
— a  power  which  the  wildest  animal  could  not  resist,  and 
which  was  testified  to  every  day  by  the  lion  tamer's  per- 
formances, "given  less  to  display  his  courage  than  to  show 
his  praise  unto  the  Lord." 

Through  the  trap-door  which  opens  into  the  loft,  reek  up 
puffs  of  a  rank,  sour,  penetrating  odor.  From  time  to  time 
are  heard  sonorous  growls  and  deep  breathings,  followed 
by  a  dull  sound,  as  of  great  bodies  stretching  themselves 
heavily  along  the  floor. 

A  man  is  alone  in  this  loft.  It  is  Morok,  the  tamer  of 
wild  beasts,  surnamed  the  Prophet. 

He  is  forty  years  old,  of  middle  height,  with  lank  limbs, 
and  an  exceedingly  spare  frame ;  he  is  wrapped  in  a  long, 
blood-red  pelisse,  lined  with  black  fur;  his  complexion,  fair 
by  nature,  is  bronzed  by  the  wandering  life  he  has  led  from 
childhood ;  his  hair,  of  that  dead  yellow  peculiar  to  certain 
races  of  the  Polar  countries,  falls  straight  and  stiff  down  his 
shoulders ;  and  his  thin,  sharp,  hooked  nose,  and  prominent 
cheek-bones,  surmount  a  long  beard,  bleached  almost  to 
whiteness.  Peculiarly  marking  the  physiognomy  of  this 
man  is  the  wide-open  eye,  with  its  tawny  pupil  ever  encir- 
cled by  a  rim  of  white.  This  fixed,  extraordinary  look, 
exercises  a  real  fascination  over  animals — which,  however, 
does  not  prevent  the  Prophet  from  also  employing,  to  tame 
them,  the  terrible  arsenal  around  him. 

Seated  at  a  table,  he  has  just  opened  the  false  bottom  of  a 
box,  filled  with  chaplets  and  other  toys,  for  the  use  of  the 
devout.  Beneath  this  false  bottom,  secured  by  a  secret  lock, 
are  several  sealed  envelopes,  with  no  other  address  than  a 
number,  combed  with  a  letter  of  the  alphabet.  The  Proph- 
et takes  one  of  these  packets,  conceals  it  in  the  pocket  of 
his  pelisse,  and,  closing  the  secret  fastening  of  the  false  bot- 
tom, replaces  the  box  upon  a  shelf. 

This  scene  occurs  about  four  o'clock  in  the  afternoon,  in 
the  White  Falcon,  the  only  hostelry  in  the  little  village  of 


THE    WANDERING    JEW  7 

Mockern,  situated  near  Leipsic,  as  you  come  from  the  north 
towards  France. 

After  a  few  moments,  the  loft  is  shaken  by  a  hoarse 
roaring  from  below. 

"Judas!  be  quiet!"  exclaims  the  Prophet,  in  a  menacing 
tone,  as  he  turns  his  head  towards  the  trap-door. 

Another  deep  growl  is  heard,  formidable  as  distant 
thunder. 

"Lie  down,  Cain!"  cries  Morok,  starting  from  his  seat. 

A  third  roar,  of  inexpressible  ferocity,  bursts  suddenly  on 
the  ear. 

"Death!  will  you  have  done!"  cries  the  Prophet,  rushing 
towards  the  trap-door,  and  addressing  a  third  invisible  ani- 
mal, which  bears  this  ghastly  name. 

Notwithstanding  the  habitual  authority  of  his  voice — not- 
withstanding his  reiterated  threats — the  brute-tamer  cannot 
obtain  silence:  on  the  contrary,  the  barking  of  several  dogs 
is  soon  added  to  the  roaring  cf  the  wild  beasts.  Morok 
seizes  a  pike,  and  approaches  the  ladder;  he  is  about  to  de- 
scend, when  he  sees  some  one  issuing  from  the  aperture. 

The  new-comer  has  a  brown,  sun-burnt  face ;  he  wears  a 
gray  hat,  bell-crowned  and  broad-brimmed,  with  a  short 
jacket,  and  wide  trousers  of  green  cloth ;  his  dusty  leathern 
gaiters  show  that  he  has  walked  some  distance;  a  game-bag 
is  fastened  by  straps  to  his  back. 

"The  devil  take  the  brutes!"  cried  he,  as  he  set  foot  on 
the  floor;  "one  would  think  they'd  forgotten  me  in  three 
days.  Judas  thrust  his  paw  through  the  bars  of  his  cage, 
and  Death  danced  like  a  fury.  They  don't  know  me  any 
more,  it  seems ':" 

This  was  said  in  German.  Morok  answered  in  the  same 
language,  but  with  a  slightly  foreign  accent. 

"Good  or  bad  news,  Karl?"  he  inquired,  with  some  un- 
easiness. 

"Good  news." 

•You've  met  them!" 

"Yesterday;  two  leagues  from  Wittenberg." 

"Heaven  be  praised !"  cried  Morok,  clasping  his  hands 
with  intense  satisfaction. 

"Oh,  of  course,  'tis  the  direct  road  from  Russia  to  France, 
'twas  a  thousand  to  one  that  we  should  find  them  somewhere 
between  Wittenberg  and  Leipsic." 

"And  the  description ':" 
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"Very  close :  two  young  girls  in  mourning ;  horse,  white ;. 
the  old  man  has  long  moustache,  blue  forage-cap,  gray  top- 
coat, and  a  Siberian  dog  at  his  heels." 

"And  where  did  you  leave  them?" 

"A  league  hence.   They  will  be  here  within  the  hour." 

"And  in  this  inn — since  it  is  the  only  one  in  the  village," 
said  Morok,  with  a  pensive  air. 

"And  night  drawing  on,"  added  Karl. 

"Did  you  get  the  old  man  to  talk?" 

"Him  ! — you  don't  suppose  it !" 

"Why  not?" 

"Go,  and  try  yourself." 

"And  for  what  reason?" 

"Impossible." 

"Impossible — why  ?" 

"You  shall  know  all  about  it.  Yesterday,  as  if  I  had 
fallen  in  with  them  by  chance,  I  followed  them  to  the  place 
where  they  stopped  for  the  night.  I  spoke  in  German  to  the 
tall  old  man,  accosting  him,  as  is  usual  with  wayfarers, 
'Good-day,  and  a  pleasant  journey,  comrade!'  But,  for 
an  answer,  he  looked  askant  at  me,  and  pointed  with  the 
end  of  his  stick  to  the  other  side  of  the  road." 

"He  is  a  Frenchman,  and,  perhaps,  does  not  understand 
German." 

"He  speaks  it,  at  least  as  well  as  you ;  for  at  the  inn  I 
heard  him  ask  the  host  for  whatever  he  and  the  young  girls 
wanted." 

"And  did  you  not  again  attempt  to  engage  him  in  con- 
versation ?" 

"Once  only;  but  I  met  with  such  a  rough  reception,  that 
for  fear  of  making  mischief,  I  did  not  try  again.  Besides, 
between  ourselves,  I  can  tell  you  this  man  has  a  devilish 
ugly  look ;  believe  me,  in  spite  of  his  gray  moustache,  he 
looks  so  vigorous  and  resolute,  though  with  no  more  flesh 
on  him  than  a  carcass,  that  I  don't  know  whether  he  or  my 
mate  Giant  Goliath,  would  have  the  best  of  it  in  a  struggle. 
I  know  not  your  plans:  only  take  care,  master — take  care!" 

"My  black  panther  of  Java  was  also  very  vigorous  and 
very  vicious,"  said  Morok,  with  a  grim,  disdainful  smile. 

"What,  Death?  Yes,  in  truth;  and  she  is  vigorous  and 
vicious  as  ever.    Only  to  you  she  is  almost  mild." 

"And  thus  I  will  break  in  this  tall  old  man,  notwithstand- 
ing his  strength  and  surliness." 
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'" Humph!  humph!  be  on  your  guard,  master.  You  are 
clever,  you  are  as  brave  as  any  one ;  but,  believe  me,  you  will 
never  make  a  lamb  out  of  the  old  wolf  that  will  be  here 
presently." 

"Does  not  my  lion,  Cain — does  not  my  tiger,  Judas, 
crouch  in  terror  before  me?" 

"Yes,  I  believe  you  there — because  you  have  means " 

"Because  I  haye  faith  :  that  is  all — and  it  is  all,"  said 
Morok,  imperiously  interrupting  Karl,  and  accompanying 
these  words  with  such  a  look,  that  the  other  hung  his  head 
and  was  silent. 

"Why  should  not  he  whom  the  Lord  upholds  in  his 
struggle  with  wild  beasts,  be  also  upheld  in  his  struggle 
with  men,  when  those  men  are  perverse  and  impious?" 
added  the  Prophet,  with  a  triumphant,  inspired  air. 

Whether  front  belief  in  his  master's  conviction,  or  from 
inability  to  engage  in  a  controversy  with  him  on  so  delicate 
a  subject,  Karl  answered  the  Prophet,  humbly:  "You  are 
wiser  than  I  am,  master ;  what  you  do  must  be  well  done." 

"Did  you  follow  this  old  man  and  these  two  young  girls 
all  day  long?"  resumed  the  Prophet,  after  a  moment's  silence. 

"Yes ;  but  at  a  distance.  As  I  know  the  country  well,  I 
sometimes  cut  across  a  valley,  sometimes  over  a  hill,  keeping 
my  eye  upon  the  road,  where  they  were  always  to  be  seen. 
The  last  time  I  saw  them,  I  was  hid  behind  the  water-mill 
by  the  potteries.  As  they  were  on  the  highway  for  this 
place,  and  night  was  drawing  on,  I  quickened  my  pace  to  get 
here  before  them,  and  be  the  bearer  of  what  you  call  good 
news." 

"Very  good — yes — very  good :  and  you  shall  be  rewarded ; 
for  if  these  people  had  escaped  me " 

The  Prophet  started,  and  did  not  conclude  the  sentence. 
The  expression  of  his  face,  and  the  tones  of  his  voice,  indi- 
cated the  importance  of  the  intelligence  which  had  just  been 
brought  him. 

"In  truth."  rejoined  Karl,  "it  may  be  worth  attending  to; 
for  that  Russian  courier,  all  plastered  with  k.ce,  who  came, 
without  slacking  bridle,  from  St.  Petersburg  to  Leipsic,  only 
to  see  you,  rode  so  fast,  perhaps,  for  the  purpose " 

Morok  abruptly  interrupted  Karl,  and  said: 

"Who  told  you  that  the  arrival  of  the  courier  had  any- 
thing to  do  with  these  travellers?  You  are  mistaken;  you 
should  only  know  what  I  choose  to  tell  you." 
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"Well,  master,  forgive  me,  and  let's  say  no  more  about  it. 
So!  I  will  get  rid  of  my  game-bag,  and  go  help  Goliath  to 
feed  the  brutes,  for  their  supper  time  draws  near,  if  it  is  not 
already  past.    Does  our  big  giant  grow  lazy,  master?" 

"Goliath  is  gone  out ;  he  must  not  know  that  you  are 
returned ;  above  all,  the  tall  old  man  and  the  maidens 
must  not  see  you  here — it  would  make  them  suspect  some- 
thing." 

"Where  do  you  wish  me  to  go,  then?" 

"Into  the  loft,  at  the  end  of  the  stable,  and  wait  my 
orders ;  you  may  this  night  have  to  set  out  for  Leipsic." 

"As  you  please ;  I  have  some  provisions  left  in  my  pouch, 
and  can  sup  in  the  loft  whilst  I  rest  myself." 

"Go." 

"Master,  remember  what  I  told  you.  Beware  of  that  old 
fellow  with  the  gray  moustache ;  I  think  he's  devilish  tough ; 
I'm  up  to  these  things — he's  an  ugly  customer — be  on  your 
guard !" 

"Be  quite  easy !    I  am  always  on  my  guard,"  said  Morok. 

"Then  good  luck  to  you,  master !" — and  Karl,  having 
reached  the  ladder,  suddenly  disappeared. 

After  making  a  friendly  farewell  gesture  to  his  servant, 
the  Prophet  walked  up  and  down  for  some  time,  with  an  air 
of  deep  meditation ;  then,  approaching  the  box  which  con- 
tained the  papers,  he  took  out  a  pretty  long  letter,  and  read  it 
over  and  over  with  profound  attention.  From  time  to  time 
he  rose  and  went  to  the  closed  window,  which  looked  upon 
the  inner  court  of  the  inn,  and  appeared  to  listen  anxiously ; 
for  he  waited  with  impatience  the  arrival  of  the  three 
persons  whose  approach  had  just  been  announced  to  him. 


CHAPTER  II. 

THE  TRAVELLERS. 


While  the  above  scene  was  passing  in  the  White  Falcon 
at  Mockern,  the  three  persons  whose  arrival  Morok  was  so 
anxiously  expecting,  travelled  on  leisurely  in  the  midst  of 
smiling  meadows,  bounded  on  one  side  by  a  river,  the 
current  of  which  turned  a  mill ;  and  on  the  other  by  the 
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highway  leading  to  the  village,   which  was  situated  on  an 
eminence,  at  about  a  league's  distance. 

The  sky  was  beautifully  serene ;  the  bubbling  of  the  river, 
beaten  by  the  mill-wheel  and  sparkling  with  foam,  alone 
broke  upon  the  silence  of  an  evening  profoundly  calm. 
Thick  willows,  bending  over  the  river,  covered  it  with  their 
green  transparent  shadow ;  whilst,  further  on,  the  stream 
reflected  so  splendidly  the  blue  heavens  and  the  glowing  tints 
of  the  west,  that,  but  for  the  hills  which  rose  between  it  and 
the  sky,  the  gold  and  azure  of  the  water  would  have  mingled 
in  one  dazzling  sheet  with  the  gold  and  azure  of  the  firma- 
ment. The  tall  reeds  on  the  bank  bent  their  black  velvet 
heads  beneath  the  light  breath  of  the  breeze  that  rises  at  the 
close  of  day — for  the  sun  was  gradually  sinking  behind  a 
broad  streak  of  purple  clouds,  fringed  with  fire.  The  tin- 
kling bells  of  a  flock  of  sheep  sounded  from  afar  in  the  clear 
and  sonorous  air. 

Along  a  path  trodden  in  the  grass  of  the  meadow,  two 
girls,  almost  children — for  they  had  but  just  completed  their 
fifteenth  year — were  riding  on  a  white  horse  of  medium  size, 
seated  upon  a  large  saddle  with  a  back  to  it,  which  easily 
took  them  both  in,  for  their  figures  were  slight  and  delicate. 

A  man  of  tall  stature,  with  a  sun-burnt  face,  and  long  gray 
moustache,  was  leading  the  horse  by  the  bridle,  and  ever 
and  anon  turned  towards  the  girls,  with  an  air  of  solicitude 
at  once  respectful  and  paternal.  He  leaned  upon  a  long 
staff ;  his  still  robust  shoulders  carried  a  soldier's  knapsack ; 
his  dusty  shoes,  and  step  that  began  to  drag  a  little,  showed 
that  he  had  walked  a  long  way. 

One  of  those  dogs  which  the  tribes  of  Northern  Siberia 
harness  to  their  sledges — a  sturdy  animal,  nearly  of  the  size, 
form,  and  hairy  coat  of  the  wolf — followed  closely  in  the 
steps  of  the  leader  of  this  little  caravan,  never  quitting,  as 
it  is  commonly  said,  the  heels  of  his  master. 

Nothing  could  be  more  charming  than  the  group  formed 
by  the  girls.  One  held  with  her  left  hand  the  flowing  reins, 
and  with  her  right  encircled  the  waist  of  her  sleeping  sister, 
whose  head  reposed  on  her  shoulder.  Each  step  of  the  horse 
gave  a  graceful  swaying  to  these  pliant  forms,  and  swung 
their  little  feet,  which  rested  on  a  wooden  ledge  in  lieu  of  a 
stirrup. 

These  twin  sisters,  by  a  sweet  maternal  caprice,  had  been 
called  Rose  and  Blanche;  they  were  now  orphans,  as  might 
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be  seen  by  their  sad  mourning  vestments,  already  much 
worn.  Extremely  like  in  feature,  and  of  the  same  size,  it 
was  necessary  to  be  in  the  constant  habit  of  seeing  them,  to 
distinguish  one  from  the  other.  The  portrait  of  her  who 
slept  not,  might  serve  them  for  both  of  them ;  the  only 
difference  at  the  moment  being,  that  Rose  was  awake  and 
discharging  for  that  day  the  duties  of  elder  sister — duties 
thus  divided  between  them,  according  to  the  fancy  of  their 
guide,  who,  being  an  old  soldier  of  the  empire,  and  a  mar- 
tinet, had  judged  fit  thus  to  alternate  obedience  and  com- 
mand between  the  orphans. 

Greuze  would  have  been  inspired  by  the  sight  of  those 
sweet  faces,  coifed  in  close  caps  of  black  velvet,  from  be- 
neath which  strayed  a  profusion  of  thick  ringlets  of  a  light 
chestnut  color,  floating  down  their  necks  and  shoulders,  and 
setting,  as  in  a  frame,  their  round,  firm,  rosy,  satin-like 
cheeks.  A  carnation,  bathed  in  dew,  is  of  no  richer  softness 
than  their  blooming  lips;  the  wood  violet's  tender  blue 
would  appear  dark  beside  the  limpid  azure  of  their  large 
eyes,  in  which  are  depicted  the  sweetness  of  their  charac- 
ters, and  the  innocence  of  their  age;  a  pure  and  white  fore- 
head, small  nose,  dimpled  chin,  complete  these  graceful 
countenances,  which  present  a  delightful  blending  of  can- 
dor and  gentleness. 

You  should  have  seen  them  too,  when,  on  the  threatening 
of  rain  or  storm,  the  old  soldier  carefully  wrapped  them 
both  in  a  large  pelisse  of  reindeer  fur,  and  pulled  over  their 
heads  the  ample  hood  of  this  impervious  garment ;  then 
nothing  could  be  more  lovely  than  those  fresh  and  smiling 
little  faces,  sheltered  beneath  the  dark-colored  cowl. 

But  now  the  evening  was  fine  and  calm;  the  heavy  cloak 
hung  in  folds  about  the  knees  of  the  sisters,  and  the  hood 
rested  on  the  back  of  their  saddle. 

Rose,  still  encircling  with  her  right  arm  the  waist  of  her 
sleeping  sister,  contemplated  her  with  an  expression  of  in- 
effable tenderness,  akin  to  maternal ;  for  Rose  was  the  eldest 
for  the  day,  and  an  elder  sister  is  almost  a  mother. 

Not  only  did  the  orphans  idolize  each  other;  but,  by  a 
psychological  phenomenon,  frequent  with  twins,  they  were 
almost  always  simultaneously  affected ;  the  emotion  of  one 
was  reflected  instantly  in  the  countenance  of  the  other;  the 
same  cause  would  make  both  of  them  start  or  blush,  so 
closely  did  their  young  hearts  beat  in  unison ;  all  ingenuous 


THE    WANDERING    JEW  13 

joys,  all  bitter  griefs  were  mutually  felt,  and  shared  in  a 
moment  between  them. 

In  their  infancy,  simultaneously  attacked  by  a  severe  ill- 
ness, like  two  flowers  on  the  same  stem,  they  had  drooped, 
grown  pale,  and  languished  together ;  but  together  also  had 
they  again  found  the  pure,  fresh  hues  of  health. 

Need  it  be  said,  that  those  mysterious,  indissoluble  links 
which  united  the  twins,  could  not  have  been  broken  without 
striking  a  mortal  blow  at  the  existence  of  the  poor  children  ? 

Thus  the  sweet  birds  called  love-birds,  only  living  in  pairs, 
as  if  endowed  with  a  common  life,  pine,  despond,  and  die, 
when  parted  by  a  barbarous  hand. 

The  guide  of  the  orphans,  a  man  of  about  fifty-five,  dis- 
tinguished by  his  miliary  air  and  gait,  preserved  the  im- 
mortal type  of  the  warriors  of  the  republic  and  the  empire 
— some  heroic  of  the  people,  who  became,  in  one  campaign, 
the  first  soldiers  in  the  world — to  prove  what  the  people  can 
do,  have  done,  and  will  renew,  when  the  rulers  of  their 
choice  place  in  them  confidence,  strength,  and  their  hope. 

This  soldier,  guide  of  the  sisters,  and  formerly  a  horse- 
grenadier  of  the  Imperial  Guard,  had  been  nicknamed  Dago- 
bert.  His  grave,  stern  countenance  was  strongly  marked ; 
his  long,  gray,  and  thick  moustache  completely  concealed 
his  upper  lip,  and  united  with  a  large  imperial,  which  al- 
most covered  his  chin ;  his  meagre  cheeks,  brick-colored,  and 
tanned  as  parchment,  were  carefully  shaven ;  thick  eye- 
brows, still  black,  overhung  and  shaded  his  light  blue  eyes ; 
gold  ear-rings  reached  down  to  his  white-edged  military 
stock  :  his  top-coat,  of  coarse  gray  cloth,  was  confined  at  the 
waist  by  a  leathern  belt ;  and  a  blue  foraging  cap,  with  a 
red  tuft  falling  on  his  left  shoulder,  covered  his  bald  head. 

Once  endowed  with  the  strength  of  Hercules,  and  having 
still  the  heart  of  a  lion — kind  and  patient,  because  he  was 
courageous  and  strong — Dagobert,  notwithstanding  his  rougfr 
exterior,  evinced  for  his  orphan  charges  an  exquisite  solici- 
tude, a  watchful  kindness,  and  a  tenderness  almost  maternal. 
Yes,  motherly :  for  the  heroism  of  affection  dwells  alike  in 
the  mother's  heart  and  the  soldier's. 

Stoically  calm,  and  repressing  all  emotion,  the  unchange- 
able coolness  of  Dagobert  never  failed  him:  and,  though 
few  were  less  given  to  drollery,  he  was  now  and  then  highly 
comic,  by  reason  of  the  imperturbable  gravity  with  which  he 
did  everything. 
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From  time  to  time,  as  they  journeyed  on,  Dagobert  would 
turn  to  bestow  a  caress  or  friendly  word  on  the  good  white 
horse  upon  which  the  orphans  were  mounted.  Its  furrowed 
sides  and  long  teeth  betrayed  a  venerable  age.  Two  deep 
scars,  one  on  the  flank  and  the  other  on  the  chest,  proved 
that  his  horse  had  been  present  in  hot  battles ;  nor  was  it 
without  an  act  of  pride  that  he  sometimes  shook  his  old 
military  bridle,  the  brass  stud  of  which  was  still  adorned 
with  an  embossed  eagle.  His  pace  was  regular,  careful,  and 
steady;  his  coat  sleek,  and  his  bulk  moderate;  the  abundant 
foam,  which  covered  his  bit^  bore  witness  to  that  health 
which  horses  acquire  by  the  constant,  but  not  excessive, 
labor  of  a  long  journey,  performed  by  short  stages.  Al- 
though he  had  been  more  than  six  months  on  the  road,  this 
excellent  animal  carried  the  orphans,  with  a  tolerably  heavy 
portmanteau  fastened  to  the  saddle,  as  freely  as  on  the  day 
they  started. 

If  we  have  spoken  of  the  excessive  length  of  the  horse's 
teeth — the  unquestionable  evidence  of  great  age — it  is  chiefly 
because  he  often  displayed  them,  for  the  sole  purpose  of 
acting  up  to  his  name  (he  was  called  Jovial),  by  playing  a 
mischievous  trick,  of  which  the  dog  was  the  victim. 

This  latter,  who,  doubtless  for  the  sake  of  contrast,  was 
called  Spoil-sport  (Rabat- joie),  being  always  at  his  master's 
heels,  found  himself  within  the  reach  of  Jovial,  who  from 
time  to  time  nipped  him  delicately  by  the  nape  of  the  neck, 
lifted  him  from  the  ground,  and  carried  him  thus  for  a 
moment.  The  dog,  protected  by  his  thick  coat,  and  no  doubt 
long  accustomed  to  the  practical  jokes  of  his  companion, 
submitted  to  all  this  with  stoical  complacency  ;  save  that,  when 
he  thought  the  jest  had  lasted  long  enough,  he  would  turn  his 
head  and  growl.  Jovial  understood  him  at  the  first  hint,  and 
hastened  to  set  him  down  again.  At  other  times,  just  to  avoid 
monotony,  Jovial  would  gently  bite  the  knapsack  of  the  sol- 
dier, who  seemed,  as  well  as  the  dog,  to  be  perfectly  accus- 
tomed to  his  pleasantries. 

These  details  will  give  a  notion  of  the  excellent  under- 
standing that  existed  between  the  twin  sisters,  the  old  sol- 
dier, the  horse,  and  the  dog. 

The  little  caravan  proceeded  on  its  way,  anxious  to  reach, 
before  night,  the  village  of  Mockern,  which  was  now  visible 
on  the  summit  of  a  hill.  Ever  and  anon,  Dagobert  looked 
around  him,  and  seemed  to  be  gathering  up  old  recollec- 
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tions ;  by  degrees,  his  countenance  became  clouded,  and 
when  he' was  at  a  little  distance  from  the  mill,  the  noise  of 
which  had  arrested  his  attention,  he  stopped,  and  drew  his 
long  moustache  several  times  between  his  finger  and  thumb, 
the  only  sign  which  revealed  in  him  any  strong  and  concen- 
trated feeling. 

Jovial,  having  stopped  short  behind  his  master,  Blanche, 
awakened  suddenly  by  the  shock,  raised  her  head ;  her  first 
look  sought  her  sister,  on  whom  she  smiled  sweetly;  then 
both  exchanged  glances  of  surprise,  on  seeing  Dagobert 
motionless,  with  his  hands  clasped  and  resting  on  his  long 
staff,  apparently  affected  by  some  painful  and  deep  emotion. 

The  orphans  just  chanced  to  be  at  the  foot  of  a  little 
mound,  the  summit  of  which  was  buried  in  the  thick  foliage 
of  a  huge  oak,  planted  half  way  down  the  slope.  Perceiving 
that  Dagobert  continued  motionless  and  absorbed  in  thought, 
Rose  leaned  over  her  saddle,  and,  placing  her  little  white 
hand  on  the  shoulder  of  their  guide,  whose  back  was  turned 
towards  her,  said  to  him,  in  a  soft  voice,  "Whatever  is  the 
matter  with  you,  Dagobert?" 

The  veteran  turned ;  to  the  great  astonishment  of  the 
sisters,  they  perceived  a  large  tear,  which  traced  its  humid 
furrow  down  his  tanned  cheek,  and  lost  itself  in  his  thick 
moustache. 

"You  weeping — you!"  cried  Rose  and  Blanche  together, 
deeply  moved.     "Tell  us,  we  beseech,  what  is  the  matter?" 

After  a  moment's  hesitation,  the  soldier  brushed  his  horny 
hand  across  his  eyes,  and  said  to  the  orphans  in  a  faltering 
voice,  whilst  he  pointed  to  the  old  oak  beside  them :  "I  shall 
make  you  sad,  my  poor  children ;  and  yet  what  I'm  going 
to  tell  you  has  something  sacred  in  it.  Well,  eighteen  years 
ago,  on  the  eve  of  the  great  battle  of  Leipsic,  I  carried  your 
father  to  this  very  tree.  He  had  two  sabre-cuts  on  the  head, 
a  musket-ball  in  his  shoulder ;  and  it  was  here  that  he  and  I 
— who  had  got  two  thrust  of  a  lance  for  my  share — were 
taken  prisoners ;  and  by  whom,  worse  luck  ? — why,  a  rene- 
gado!  By  a  Frenchman — an  emigrant  marquis,  then  colonel 
in  the  service  of  Russia — and  who  afterwards — but  one  day 
you  shall  know  all." 

The  veteran  paused ;  then,  pointing  with  his  staff  to  the 
village  of  Mockern,  he  added :  "Yes,  yes,  I  can  recognize 
the  spot.  Yonder  are  the  heights  where  your  brave  father 
— who  commanded  us  and  the  Poles  of  the  Guard — over- 
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threw  the  Russian  Cuirassiers,  after  having  carried  the  bat- 
iery.  Ah,  my  children !"  continued  the  soldier,  with  the 
utmost  simplicity,  "I  wish  you  had  seen  your  brave  father, 
at  the  head  of  our  brigade  of  horse,  rushing  on  in  a  desper- 
ate charge  in  the  thick  of  a  shower  of  shells ! — there  was 
nothing  like  it — not  a  soul  so  grand  as  he!" 

Whilst  Dagobert  thus  expressed,  in  his  own  way,  his 
regrets  and  recollections,  the  two  orphans — by  a  spontaneous 
movement,  glided  gently  from  the  horse,  and  holding  each 
other  by  the  hand,  went  together  to  kneel  at  the  foot  of  the 
old  oak.  And  there,  closely  pressed  in  each  other's  arms, 
they  began  to  weep ;  whilst  the  soldier,  standing  behind  them, 
with  his  hands  crossed  on  his  long  staff,  rested  his  bald 
front  upon  it. 

"Come,  come  you  must  not  fret,"  said  he  softly,  when, 
after  a  pause  of  a  few  minutes,  he  saw  tears  run  down  the 
blooming  cheeks  of  Rose  and  Blanche,  still  on  their  knees. 
"Perhaps  we  may  find  General  Simon  in  Paris,"  added  he; 
"I  will  explain  all  that  to  you  this  evening  at  the  inn.  I 
purposely  waited  for  this  day,  to  tell  you  many  things  about 
your  father ;  it  was  an  idea  of  mine,  because  this  day  is  a 
sort  of  anniversary." 

"We  weep  because  we  think  also  of  our  mother,"  said 
Rose. 

"Of  our  mother,  whom  we  shall  only  see  again  in  heaven," 
added  Blanche. 

The  soldier  raised  the  orphans,  took  each  by  the  hand,  and 
gazing  from  one  to  the  other  with  ineffable  affection,  ren- 
dered still  the  more  touching  by  the  contrast  of  his  rude 
features,  "You  must  not  give  way  thus,  my  children,"  said 
he;  "it  is  true  your  mother  was  the  best  of  women.  When 
she  lived  in  Poland,  they  called  her  the  Pearl  of  Warsaw-*- 
it  ought  to  have  been  the  Pearl  of  the  Whole  World — for  in 
the  whole  world  you  could  not  have  found  her  match.  No 
—no!" 

The  voice  of  Dagobert  faltered ;  he  paused,  and  drew  his 
long  gray  moustache  between  finger  and  thumb,  as  was  his 
habit.  "Listen,  my  girls,"  he  resumed,  when  he  had  mas- 
tered his  emotion ;  "your  mother  could  give  you  none  but 
the  best  advice,  eh?" 

"Yes,  Dagobert." 

"Well,  what  instructions  did  she  give  you  before  she 
died?   To  think  often  of  her,  but  without  grieving?" 
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"It  is  true;  she  told  us  that  our  Father  in  heaven,  always 
good  to  poor  mothers  whose  children  are  left  on  earth,  would 
permit  her  to  hear  us  from  ahove,"  said  Blanche. 

"And  that  her  eyes  would  be  ever  fixed  upon  us,"  added 

Rose. 

And  the  two.  by  a  spontaneous  impulse,  replete  with  the 
most  touching  grace,  joined  hands,  raised  their  innocent 
looks  to  heaven,  and  exclaimed,  with  that  beautiful  faith 
natural  to  their  age:  "Is  it  not  so,  mother? — thou  seest  us? 
— thou  hearest  us?" 

"Since  your  mother  sees  and  hears  you,"  said  Dagobert, 
much  moved,  "do  not  grieve  her  by  fretting.  She  forbade 
you  to  do  so." 

"You  are  right,  Dagobert.  We  will  not  cry  any  more." 
— And  the  orphans  dried  their  eyes. 

Dagobert,  in  the  opinion  of  the  devout,  would  have  passed 
for  a  very  heathen.  In  Spain,  he  had  found  pleasure  in  cut- 
ting down  those  monks  of  all  orders  and  colors,  who,  bearing 
crucifix  in  one  hand,  and  poniard  in  the  other,  fought  not  for 
libert\ — the  Inquisition  had  strangled  her  centuries  ago — but 
for  their  monstrous  privileges.  Yet,  in  forty  years,  Dagobert 
had  witnessed  so  many  sublime  and  awful  scenes — he  had 
been  so  many  times  face  to  face  with  death — that  the  instinct 
of  natural  religion,  common  to  every  simple,  honest  heart, 
had  always  remained  uppermost  in  his  soul.  Therefore, 
though  he  did  not  share  in  the  consoling  faith  of  the  two 
sisters,  he  would  have  held  as  criminal  any  attempt  to 
weaken  its  influence. 

Seeing  them  less  downcast,  he  thus  resumed:  "That's 
right,  my  pretty  ones :  I  prefer  to  hear  you  chat  as  you  did 
this  morning  and  yesterday — laughing  at  times,  and  answer- 
ing me  when  I  speak,  instead  of  being  so  much  engrossed 
with  your  own  talk.  Yes,  yes,  my  little  ladies!  you  seem 
to  have  had  famous  secrets  together  these  last  two  days — so 
much  the  better,  if  it  amuses  you." 

The  sisters  colored,  and  exchanged  a  subdued  smile,  which 
contrasted  with  the  tears  that  yet  filled  their  eyes,  and  Rose 
said  to  the  soldier,  with  a  little  embarrassment.  "No,  I 
assure  you,  Dagobert,  we  talk  of  nothing  in  particular." 

"Well,  well,  I  don't  wish  to  know  it.  Come,  rest  your- 
selves, a  few  moments  more,  and  then  we  must  start  again  ; 
for  it  grows  late,  and  we  have  to  reach  Mockern  before  night, 
so  that  we  may  be  early  on  the  road  to-morrow." 
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"Have  we  still  a  long,  long  way  to  go?"  asked  Rose. 

"What,  to  reach  Paris?  Yes,  my  children;  some  hundred 
days'  march.  We  don't  travel  quick,  but  we  get  on ;  and 
we  travel  cheap,  because  we  have  a  light  purse.  A  closet  for 
you,  a  straw  mattress  and  a  blanket  at  your  door  for  me,  with 
Spoil-sport  on  my  feet,  and  a  clean  litter  for  old  Jovial,  these 
are  our  whole  traveling  expenses.  I  say  nothing  about  food, 
because  you  two  together  don't  eat  more  than  a  mouse,  and 
I  have  learnt  in  Egypt  and  Spain  to  be  hungry  only  when  it 
suits." 

"Not  forgetting  that,  to  save  still  more,  you  do  all  the 
cooking  for  us,  and  will  not  even  let  us  assist." 

"And  to  think,  good  Dagobert,  that  you  wash  almost 
every  evening  at  our  resting-place.  As  if  it  were  not  for  us 
to " 

"You !"  said  the  soldier,  interrupting  Blanche,  "I  allow 
you  to  chap  your  pretty  little  hands  in  soap-suds !  Pooh ! 
don't  a  soldier  on  a  campaign  always  wash  his  own  linen  ? 
Clumsy  as  you  see  me,  I  was  the  best  washerwoman  in  my 
squadron — and  what  a  hand  at  ironing !  Not  to  make  a  brag 
of  it." 

"Yes,  yes — you  can  iron  well — very  well." 

"Only  sometimes,  there  will  be  a  little  singe,"  said  Rose, 
smiling. 

"Hah!  when  the  iron  is  too  hot.  Zounds!  I  may  bring 
it  as  near  my  cheek  as  I  please ;  my  skin  is  so  tough  that  I 
don't  feel  the  heat,"  said  Dagobert,  with  imperturbable 
gravity. 

"We  are  only  jesting,  good  Dagobert !" 

"Then,  children,  if  you  think  that  I  know  my  trade  as  a 
washerwoman,  let  me  continue  to  have  your  custom :  it  is 
cheaper,  and,  on  a  journey,  poor  people  like  us  should  save 
where  we  can,  for  we  must,  at  all  events,  keep  enough  to 
reach  Paris.  Once  there,  our  papers  and  the  medal  you  wear 
will  do  the  rest — I  hope  so,  at  least." 

"This  medal  is  sacred  to  us ;  mother  gave  it  to  us  on  her 
death-bed." 

"Therefore,  take  great  care  that  you  do  not  lose  it :  see, 
from  time  to  time,  that  you  have  it  safe." 

"Here  it  is,"  said  Blanche,  as  she  drew  from  her  bosom  a 
small  bronze  medal,  which  she  wore  suspended  from  her 
neck  by  a  chain  of  the  same  material.  The  medal  bore  on 
its  faces  the  following  inscriptions : 
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Victim 

of 

L.  C.  D.  J. 

Pray   for  me ! 


At  Paris 

Rue  Saint  Francois.  No.  3. 

In  a  century  and  a  half 

vou  will  be. 
February  the  13th,  1X32. 


Paris 
February  the   13th,   1682.  Pray   for   me! 

"What  does  it  mean,  Dagobert  ?"  resumed  Blanche,  as  she 
examined  the  mournful  inscriptions.  "Mother  was  not  able 
to  tell  us." 

"We  will  discuss  all  that  this  evening,  at  the  place  where 
we  sleep,"  answered  Dagobert.  "It  grows  late:  let  us  be 
moving.  Put  up  the  medal  carefully,  and  away ! — We  have 
yet  nearly  an  hour's  march  to  arrive  at  quarters.  Come, 
my  poor  pets,  once  more  look  at  the  mound  where  your  brave 
i\-.ther  fell — and  then — to  horse!  to  horse!" 

The  orphans  gave  a  last  pious  glance  at  the  spot  which 
had  recalled  to  their  guide  such  painful  recollections,  and, 
with  his  aid,  remounted  Jovial. 

This  venerable  animal  had  not  for  one  moment  dreamed 
of  moving;  but,  with  the  consummate  forethought  of  a 
veteran,  he  had  made  the  best  use  of  his  time,  by  taking 
from  that  foreign  soil  a  large  contribution  of  green  and 
tender  grass,  before  the  somewhat  envious  eyes  of  Spoil- 
sport, who  had  comfortably  established  himself  in  the  mea- 
dow', with  his  snout  protruding  between  his  fore-paws.  On 
the  signal  of  departure,  the  dog  resumed  his  post  behind  his 
master,  and  Dagobert,  trying  the  ground  with  the  end  of  his 
long  staff,  led  the  horse  carefully  along  by  the  bridle,  for  the 
meadow  was  growing  more  and  more  marshy ;  indeed,  after 
advancing  a  few  steps,  he  was  obliged  to  turn  off  to  the  left, 
in  order  to  regain  the  high-road. 

On  reaching  Mockern,  Dagobert  asked  for  the  least  expen- 
sive inn,  and  was  told  there  was  only  one  in  the  village — 
the  White  Falcon. 

"Let  us  go  then  to  the  White  Falcon,"  observed  the  soldier. 


CHAPTER  III. 

THE   ARRIVAL 


Already  had  Morok  several  times  opened  with  impatience 
the  window-shutters  of  the  loft,  to  look  out  upon  the  inn-yard, 
watching  for  the  arrival  of  the  orphans  and  the  soldier.  Not 
seeing  them,  he   began  once  more  to   walk  slowly   up  and 
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down,  with  his  head  bent  forward,  and  his  arms  folded  on 
his  bosom,  meditating  on  the  best  means  to  carry  out  the 
plan  he  had  conceived.  The  ideas  which  possessed  his  mind, 
were,  doubtless,  of  a  painful  character,  for  his  countenance 
grew  even  more  gloomy  than  usual. 

Notwithstanding  his  ferocious  appearance,  he  was  by  no 
means  deficient  in  intelligence.  The  courage  displayed  in 
^iis  taming  exercises  (which  he  gravely  attributed  to  his 
recent  conversion),  a  solemn  and  mystical  style  of  speech, 
and  a  hypocritical  affectation  of  austerity,  had  given  him  a 
species  of  influence  over  the  people  he  visited  in  his  travels. 
Long  before  his  conversion,  as  may  well  be  supposed,  Morok 
had  been  familiar  with  the  habits  of  wild  beasts.  In  fact, 
born  in  the  north  of  Siberia,  he  had  been,  from  his  boyhood, 
one  of  the  boldest  hunters  of  bears  and  reindeer;  later,  in 
1810,  he  had  abandoned  this  profession,  to  serve  as  guide  to 
a  Russian  engineer,  who  was  charged  with  an  exploring  ex- 
pedition to  the  Polar  regions.  He  afterwards  followed  him 
to  St.  Petersburg,  and  there  after  some  vicissitudes  of  fort- 
une, Morok  became  one  of  the  imperial  couriers — those  iron 
automata,  that  the  least  caprice  of  the  despot  hurls  in  a  frail 
sledge  through  the  immensity  of  the  empire,  from  Persia  to 
the  Frozen  Sea.  For  these  men,  who  travel  night  and  day, 
with  the  rapidity  of  lightning  there  are  neither  seasons  nor 
obstacles,  fatigues  nor  dangers ;  living  projectiles,  they  must 
either  be  broken  to  pieces,  or  reach  the  intended  mark.  One 
may  conceive  the  boldness,  the  vigor,  and  the  resignation,  of 
men  accustomed  to  such  a  life. 

It  is  useless  to  relate  here,  by  what  series  of  singular 
circumstances  Morok  was  induced  to  exchange  this  rough 
pursuit  for  another  profession,  and  at  last  to  enter,  as  cate- 
chumen, a  religious  house  at  Friburg;  after  which,  being 
duly  and  properly  converted,  he  began  his  nomadic  excur- 
sions, with  his  menagerie  of  unknown  origin. 

5jc  $  $  Sjt  $  $  $ 

Morok  continued  to  walk  up  and  down  the  loft.  Night 
had  come.  The  three  persons  whose  arrival  he  so  im- 
patiently expected  had  not  yet  made  their  appearance.  His 
walk  became  more  and  more  nervous  and  irregular. 

On  a  sudden  he  stopped  abruptly,  leaned  his  head  towards 
the  window,  and  listened.     His  ear  was  quick  as  a  savage's. 

"They  are  here !"  he  exclaimed,  and  his  fox-like  eye  shone 
with  diabolic  joy.  He  had  caught  the  sound  of  footsteps — a 
man's  and  a  horse's.     Hastening  to  the  window-shutter  of 
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the  loft,  he  opened  it  cautiously,  and  saw  the  two  young 
girls  on  horseback,  and  the  old  soldier  who  served  them  as 
a  guide,  enter  the  inn-yard  together. 

The  night  had  set  in,  dark  and  cloudy;  a  high  wind 
made  the  lights  flicker  in  the  lanterns  which  were  used  to 
receive  the  new  guests.  But  the  description  given  to  Morok 
had  been  so  exact,  that  it  was  impossible  to  mistake  them. 
Sure  of  his  prey,  he  closed  the  window. 

Having  remained  in  meditation  for  another  quarter  of  an 
hour — for  the  purpose,  no  doubt,  of  thoroughly  digesting  his 
projects — he  leaned  over  the  aperture  from  which  projected 
the  ladder,  and  called,  "Goliath !" 

"Master  !"  replied  a  hoarse  voice. 

"Come  up  to  me." 

"Here  I  am — just  come  from  the  slaughter-house  with 
the  meat." 

The  steps  of  the  ladder  creaked  as  an  enormous  head  ap- 
peared on  a  level  with  the  floor.  The  new-comer,  who  was 
more  than  six  feet  high,  and  gifted  with  herculean  propor- 
tions, had  been  well-named  Goliath.  He  was  hideous.  His 
squinting  eyes  were  deep  set  beneath  a  low  and  projecting 
forehead ;  his  reddish  hair  and  beard,  thick  and  coarse  as 
horse-hair,  gave  his  features  a  stamp  of  bestial  ferocity ; 
between  his  broad  jaws,  armed  with  teeth  which  resembled 
fangs,  he  held  by  one  corner  a  piece  of  raw  beef  weighing 
ten  or  twelve  pounds,  finding  it,  no  doubt,  easier  to  carry  in 
that  fashion,  whilst  he  used  his  hands  to  ascend  the  ladder, 
which  bent  beneath  his  weight. 

At  length  the  whole  of  this  tall  and  huge  body  issued 
from  the  aperture.  Judging  by  his  bull-neck,  the  astonish- 
ing breadth  of  his  chest  and  shoulders,  and  the  vast  bulk  of 
his  arms  and  legs,  this  giant  need  not  have  feared  to  wrestle 
single-handed  with  a  bear.  He  wore  an  old  pair  of  blue 
trousers  with  red  stripes,  faced  with  tanned  sheep's-skin, 
and  a  vest,  or  rather  cuirass,  of  thick  leather,  which  was 
here  and  there  slashed  by  the  sharp  claws  of  the  animals. 

When  he  was  fairly  on  the  floor,  Goliath  unclasped  his 
fan:  tied  his  mouth,  and  let  fall  the  great  piece  of  beef, 

licking  his  blood-stained  lips  with  greediness.  Like  many 
other  mountebanks,  this  species  of  monster  had  begun  by 
eating  raw  meat  at  the  fairs  for  the  amusement  of  the 
public.  Thence  having  gradually  acquired  a  taste  for  this 
barbarous  food,  and  uniting  pleasure  with  profit,  he  en- 
gaged himself  to  perform  the  prelude  to  the  exercises  of 
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Morok,  by  devouring,  in  the  presence  of  the  crowd,  several 
pounds  of  raw  flesh. 

"My  share  and  Death's  are  below  stairs,  and  here  are 
those  of  Cain  and  Judas,"  said  Goliath,  pointing  to  the 
chunk  of  beef.  "Where  is  the  cleaver,  that  I  may  cut  it  in 
two? — No  preference  here — beast  or  man — every  gullet 
must  have  its  own." 

Then,  rolling  up  one  of  the  sleeves  of  his  vest,  he  exhibited 
a  fore-arm  hairy  as  skin  of  a  wolf,  and  knotted  with  veins 
as  large  as  one's  thumb. 

"I  say,  master,  where's  the  cleaver?"  he  again  began, 
as  he  cast  round  his  eyes  in  search  of  that  instrument. 
But  instead  of  replying  to  this  inquiry,  the  Prophet  put 
many  questions  to  his  disciple. 

"Were  you  below  when  just  now  some  new  travellers 
arrived  at  the  inn?" 

"Yes,  master;   I  was  coming  from  the  slaughter-house." 

"Who  are  these  travellers?" 

"Two  young  lasses  mounted  on  a  white  horse,  and  an  old 
fellow  with  a  big  moustache.  But  the  cleaver? — my  beasts 
are  hungry  and  so  am  I — the  cleaver !" 

"Do  you  know  where  they  have  lodged  these  travellers?' 

"The  host  took  them  to  the  far  end  of  the  court-yard." 

"The  building  which  overlooks  the  fields?" 

"Yes,  master — but  the  cleaver ■"     A  burst  of  frightful 

roaring  shook  the  loft,  and  interrupted  Goliath. 

"Hark  to  them!"  he  exclaimed;  "hunger  has  driven  the 
beasts  wild.  If  I  could  roar,  I  should  do  as  they  do.  I  have 
never  seen  Judas  and  Cain  as  they  are  to-night ;  they  leap 
in  their  cages  as  if  they'd  knock  all  to  pieces.  As  for  Death, 
her  eyes  shine  more  than  usual  like  candles — poor  Death!" 

"So  these  girls  are  lodged  in  the  building  at  the  end  of 
the  court-yard,"  resumed  Morok,  without  attending  to  the 
observations  of  Goliath. 

"Yes,  yes — but  in  the  devil's  name,  where  is  the  cleaver? 
Since  Karl  went  away  I  have  to  do  all  the  work,  and  that 
makes  our  meals  very  late." 

"Did  the  old  man  remain  with  the  young  girls?"  asked 
Morok. 

Goliath,  amazed  that,  notwithstanding  his  importunities, 
his  master  should  still  appear  to  neglect  the  animals'  supper, 
regarded  the  Prophet  with  an  increase  of  stupid  astonishment. 

"Answer,  you  brute !" 

"If  I  am  a  brute,  I  have  a  brute's  strength,"  said  Goliath, 
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in  a  surly  tone,  "and  brute  against  brute,  I  have  not  always 
come  the  worst  off." 

"I  ask  it  the  old  man  remained  with  the  girls,"  repeated 
Morok. 

"Well,  then — no !"  returned  the  giant.  "The  old  man, 
after  leading  his  horse  to  the  stable,  asked  for  a  tub  and 
some  water,  took  his  stand  under  the  porch — and  there — by 
the  light  of  a  lantern — he  is  washing  out  clothes.  A  man 
with  a  gray  moustache ! — paddling  in  soap-suds  like  a  washer- 
woman— it's  as  if  I  were  to  feed  canaries!"  added  Goliath, 
shrugging  his  shoulders  with  disdain.  "But  now  I've  an- 
swered you,  master,  let  me  attend  to  the  beasts'  supper" — 
and,  looking  round  for  something,  he  added,  "where  is  the 
cleaver?" 

After  a  moment  of  thoughtful  silence,  the  Prophet  said  to 
Goliath,  "You  will  give  no  food  to  the  beasts  this  evening." 

At  first  the  giant  could  not  understand  these  words,  tha 
idea  was  so  incomprehensible  to  him. 

"What  is  your  pleasure,  master?"  said  he. 

"I  forbid  you  to  give  any  food  to  the  beasts  this  evening." 

Goliath  did  not  answer,  but  he  opened  wide  his  squinting 
eyes,  folded  his  hands,  and  drew  back  a  couple  of  steps. 

"Well,  dost  hear  me?"  said  Morok,  with  impatience.  "Is 
it  plain  enough?" 

"Not  feed?  when  our  meat  is  there,  and  supper  is  already 
three  hours  after  time!"  cried  Goliath,  with  ever-increasing 
amazement. 

"Obey,  and  hold  your  tongue." 

"You  must  wish  something  bad  to  happen  this  evening. 
Hunger  makes  the  beasts  furious — and  me  also." 

"So  much  the  better!" 

"It'll  drive  'em  mad." 

"So  much  the  better  !" 

"How,  so  much  the  better  ? — But " 

"It  is  enough!" 

"But,  devil  take  me.  I  am  as  hungry  as  the  beasts !" 

"Eat  then — who  prevents  it?  Your  supper  is  ready,  as 
you  devour  it  raw." 

"I  never  eat  without  my  beasts,  nor  they  without  me." 

"I  tell  you  again,  that,  if  you  dare  give  any  food  to  the 
beasts — I  will  turn  you  away." 

Goliath  uttered  a  low  growl  as  hoarse  as  a  bear's  and 
looked  at  the  Prophet  with  a  mixture  of  anger  and  stupe- 
faction. 
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Morok,  having  given  his  orders,  walked  up  and  down  the 
loft  appearing  to  reflect.  Then,  addressing  himself  to  Go- 
liath who  was  still  plunged  in  deep  perplexity,  he  said  to  him : 

"Do  vou  remember  the  burgomaster's,  where  I  went  to 
get  my  passport  signed  ?— to-day  his  wife  bought  some  books 
and  a  ehaplet." 

"Yes,"  answered  the  giant  shortly. 

"Go  and  ask  his  servant  if  I  may  be  sure  to  find  the  bur- 
gomaster early  to-morrow  morning." 

'  "What  for?" 

"I  may  perhaps,  have  something  important  to  communi- 
cate; at  all  events,  say  that  I  beg  him  not  to  leave  home 
without  seeing  me." 

"Good '  but  may  I  not  feed  the  beasts  before  I  go  to  the 
burgomaster's?— only  the  panther,  who  is  most  hungry? 
Come,  master;  only  poor  Death?  just  a  little  morsel  to 
satisfy  her ;  Cain  and  I  and  Judas  can  wait." 

"It  is  the  panther,  above  all,  that  I  forbid  you  to  feed. 
Yes,  her,  above  all  the  rest."  . 

"By  the  horns  of  the  devil !"  cried  Goliath,  what  is  the 
matter  with  you  to-day?  I  can  make  nothing  of  it.  It  is  a 
pity  that  Karl's  not  here;  he,  being  cunning,  would  help  me 
to  understand  why  you  prevent  the  beasts  from  eating  when 
they  are  hungry."  _   n 

"You  have  no  need  to  understand  it. 
"Will  not  Karl  soon  come  back?" 
"He  has  already  come  back." 
"Where  is  he,  then  ?" 

"Off  again."  .  .       . 

"What  can  be  going  on  here?    There  is  something  in  the 

wind.    Karl  goes,  and  returns,  and  goes  again,  and " 

"We  are  not  talking  of  Karl,  but  of  you ;  though  hungry 
as  a  wolf  you  are  cunning  as  a  fox,  and,  when  it  suits  you, 
as  cunning  as  Karl."  And,  changing  on  the  sudden  his  tone 
and  manner,  Morok  slapped  the  giant  cordially  on  the 
shoulder. 

"What!  am  I  cunning?" 

"The  proof  is,  that  there  are  ten  florins  to  earn  to-night 

and  you  will  be  keen  enough  to  earn  them,  I  am  sure." 

"Why,  on  those  terms,  yes — I  am  awake,"  said  the  giant, 
smiling  with  a  stupid,  self-satisfied  air.     "What  must  I  do 
for  ten  florins?" 
"You  shall  see." 
"Is  it  hard  work?" 
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"You  shall  see.  Begin  by  going  to  the  burgomaster's — - 
but  first  light  the  fire  in  that  stove."  He  pointed  to  it  with 
his  finger. 

"Yes,  master,"  said  Goliath,  somewhat  consoled  for  the 
delav  of  his  supper  by  the  hope  of  gaining  ten  florins. 

"Put  that  iron  bar  in  the  stove,"  added  the  Prophet,  "to 
make  it  red-hot." 

"Yes,  master." 

"You  will  leave  it  there ;  go  to  the  burgomaster's,  and 
return  here  to  wait  for  me." 

"Yes,  master." 

"You  will  keep  the  fire  up  in  the  stove." 

"Yes,  master." 

Morok  took  a  step  away,  but,  recollecting  himself,  he 
resumed:  "You  say  the  old  man  is  busy  washing  under  the 
porch?'" 

"Yes,  master." 

"Forget  nothing:  the  iron  bar  in  the  fire — the  burgomas- 
ter— and  return  here  to  wait  my  orders."  So  saying,  Morok 
descended  by  the  trap-door  and  disappeared. 


CHAPTER  IV. 

MOROK   AND   DAGOBERT 

Goliath  had  not  been  mistaken,  for  Dagobert  was  wash- 
ing with  that  imperturbable  gravity  with  which  he  did  every- 
thing else. 

When  we  remember  the  habits  of  a  soldier  a-field,  we  need 
not  be  astonished  at  this  apparent  eccentricity.  Dagobert 
enly  thought  of  sparing  the  scanty  purse  of  the  orphans,  and 
of  saving  them  all  care  and  trouble;  so  every  evening  when 
they  came  to  a  halt  he  devoted  himself  to  all  sorts  of 
feminine  occupations.  But  he  was  not  now  serving  his 
apprenticeship  in  these  matters ;  many  times,  during  his 
campaigns,  he  had  industriously  repaired  the  damage 
and  disorder  which  a  day  of  battle  always  brings  to  the 
garments  of  the  soldier ;  for  it  is  not  enough  to  receive  a 
sabre-cut — the  soldier  has  also  to  mend  his  uniform;  for  the 
stroke  which  grazes  the  skin  makes  likewise  a  corresponding 
fissure  in  the  cloth. 

Therefore,  in  the  evening  or  on  the  morrow  of  a  hard- 
fought  engagement,  you  will  see  the  best  soldiers  (always 
distinguished  by  their  fine  military  appearance)    take  from 
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their  cartridge-box  or  knapsack  a  housewife,  furnished  with 
needles,  thread,  scissors,  buttons,  and  other  such  gear,  and 
apply  themselves  to  all  kinds  of  mending  and  darning,  with 
a  zeal  that  the  most  industrious  workwoman  might  envy. 

We  could  not  find  a  better  opportunity  to  explain  the 
name  of  Dagobert,  given  to  Francis  Baudoin  (the  guide  of 
the  orphans)  at  a  time  when  he  was  considered  one  of  the 
handsomest  and  bravest  horse-grenadiers  of  the  Imperial 
Guard. 

They  had  been  fighting  hard  all  day,  without  any  decisive 
advantage.  In  the  evening,  the  company  to  which  our  hero 
belonged  was  sent  as  outliers  to  occupy  the  ruins  of  a  de- 
serted village.  Videttes  being  posted,  half  the  troopers 
remained  in  saddle,  whilst  the  others,  having  picketed  their 
horses,  were  able  to  take  a  little  rest.  Our  hero  had  charged 
valiantly  that  day  without  receiving  any  wound — for  he 
counted  as  a  mere  memento  the  deep  scratch  on  his  thigh, 
which  a  kaiserlitz  had  inflicted  in  awkwardly  attempting  an 
upward  thrust  with  the  bayonet. 

"You  donkey !  my  new  breeches !"  the  grenadier  had  ex- 
claimed, when  he  saw  the  wide  yawning  rent,  which  he 
instantly  avenged  by  running  the  Austrian  through  with  a 
thrust  scientifically  administered.  For  if  he  showed  a  stoical 
indifference  on  the  subject  of  injury  to  his  skin,  it  was 
riot  so  with  regard  to  the  ripping  up  of  his  best  parade 
uniform. 

He  undertook,  therefore,  the  same  evening,  at  the  bivouac, 
to  repair  this  accident.  Selecting  his  best  needle  and  thread 
from  the  stores  of  his  housewife,  and  arming  his  finger  with 
a  thimble,  he  began  to  play  the  tailor  by  the  light  of  the 
watchfire,  having  first  drawn  off  his  cavalry-boots,  and  also 
(if  it  must  be  confessed)  the  injured  garment  itself,  which 
he  turned  the  wrong  side  out  the  better  to  conceal  the 
stitches. 

This  partial  undress  was  certainly  a  breach  of  discipline: 
but  the  captain,  as  he  went  his  round,  could  not  forbear 
laughing  at  the  sight  of  the  veteran  soldier,  who,  gravely 
seated,  in  a  squatting  position,  with  his  grenadier  cap  on, 
his  regimental  coat  on  his  back,  his  boots  by  his  side,  and 
his  galligaskins  in  his  lap,  was  sewing  with  all  the  coolness 
of  a  tailor  upon  his  own  shop-board. 

Suddenly,  a  musket-shot  is  heard,  and  the  videttes  fall 
back  upon  the  detachment,  calling  to  arms.  "To  horse!" 
cries  the  captain,  in  a  voice  of  thunder. 
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In  a  moment,  the  troopers  are  in  their  saddles,  the  unfor- 
tunate clothes-mender  having  to  lead  the  first  rank ;  there 
is  no  time  to  turn  the  unlucky  garment,  so  he  slips  it  on,  as 
well  as  he  can,  wrong  side  out,  and  leaps  upon  his  horse, 
without  even  stopping  to  put  on  his  boots. 

A  party  of  Cossacks,  profiting  by  the  cover  of  a  neigh- 
boring wood,  had  attempted  to  surprise  the  detachment : 
the  fight  was  bloody,  and  our  hero  foamed  with  rage,  for  he 
set  much  value  on  his  equipments,  and  the  day  had  been 
fatal  to  him.  Thinking  of  his  torn  clothes  and  lost  boots, 
he  hacked  away  with  more  fury  than  ever ;  a  bright  moon 
illumined  the  scene  of  action,  and  his  comrades  were  able  to 
appreciate  the  brilliant  valor  of  our  grenadier,  who  killed 
two  Cossacks,  and  took  an  officer  prisoner,  with  his  own 
hand. 

After  this  skirmish,  in  which  the  detachment  had  main- 
tained its  position,  the  captain  drew  up  his  men  to  compli- 
ment them  on  their  success,  and  ordered  the  clothes-mender 
to  advance  from  the  ranks,  that  he  might  thank  him  publicly 
for  his  gallant  behavior.  Our  hero  could  have  dispensed 
with  this  ovation,  but  he  was  not  the  less  obliged  to  obey. 
Judge  of  the  surprise  of  both  captain  and  troopers,  when 
they  saw  this  tall  and  stern-looking  figure  ride  forward  at  a 
slow  pace,  with  his  naked  feet  in  the  stirrups,  and  naked 
legs  pressing  the  sides  of  his  charger. 

The  captain  drew  near  in  astonishment ;  but  recalling  the 
occupation  of  the  soldier  at  the  moment  when  the  alarm  was 
given,  he  understood  the  whole  mystery.  "Ha,  my  old 
comrade!"  he  exclaimed,  "thou  art  like  King  Dagobert — 
wearing  thy  breeches  inside  out." 

In  spite  of  discipline,  this  joke  of  the  captain's  was 
received  with  peals  of  ill-repressed  laughter.  But  our  friend, 
sitting  upright  in  his  saddle,  with  his  left  thumb  pressing 
the  well-adjusted  reins,  and  his  sword-hilt  carried  close  to 
his  right  thigh,  made  a  half-wheel,  and  returned  to  his  place 
in  the  ranks  without  changing  countenance,  after  he  had 
duly  received  the  congratulations  of  his  captain.  From 
that  day.  Francis  Baudoin  received  and  kept  the  nickname 
of  Dagobert. 

Xow  Dagobert  was  under  the  porch  of  the  inn,  occupied 
in  washing,  to  the  great  amazement  of  sundry  beer-drinkers, 
who  observed  him  with  curious  eyes  from  the  large  common 
room  in  which  they  were  assembled. 

In  truth,   it  was  a  curious  spectacle.   Dagobert  had  laid 
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aside  his  gray  top-coat,  and  rolled  up  the  sleeves  of  his 
shirt;  with  a  vigorous  hand,  and  good  supply  of  soap,  he 
was  rubbing  away  at  a  wet  handkerchief,  spread  out  on  the 
board,  the  end  of  which  rested  in  a  tubf ul  of  water.  Upon 
his  right  arm,  tattooed  with  warlike  emblems  in  red  and 
blue  colors,  two  scars,  deep  enough  to  admit  the  finger, 
were  distinctly  visible.  No  wonder  then,  that,  while  smoking 
their  pipes,  and  emptying  their  pots  of  beer,  the  Germans 
should  display  some  surprise  at  the  singular  occupation  of 
this  tall,  moustached,  bald-headed  old  man,  with  the  for- 
bidding countenance— for  the  features  of  Dagobert  assumed 
a  harsh  and  grim  expression,  when  he  was  no  longer  in 
presence  of  the  two  girls. 

The  sustained  attention,  of  which  he  saw  himself  the 
object,  began  to  put  him  out  of  patience,  for  his  employ- 
ment appeared  to  him  quite  natural.  At  this  moment,  the 
Prophet  entered  the  porch,  and,  perceiving  the  soldier,  eyed 
him  attentively  for  several  seconds ;  then  approaching,  he 
said  to  him  in  French,  in  a  rather  sly  tone:  "It  would 
seem,  comrade,  that  you  have  not  much  confidence  in  the 
washerwomen  of  Mockern?" 

Dagobert,  without  discontinuing  his  work,  half  turned 
his  head  with  a  frown,  looked  askant  at  the  Prophet,  and 
made  him  no  answer. 

Astonished  at  this  silence,  Morok  resumed:  "If  I  do  not 
deceive  myself,  you  are  French,  my  fine  fellow.  The  words 
on  your  arm  prove  it,  and  your  military  air  stamps  you  as 
an  old  soldier  of  the  Empire.  Therefore  I  find,  that,  for  a 
hero,  you  have  taken  rather  late  to  wear  petticoats." 

Dagobert  remained  mute,  but  he  gnawed  his  moustache, 
and  plied  the  soap,  with  which  he  was  rubbing  the  linen,  in 
a  most  hurried,  not  to  say  angry  style ;  for  the  face  and 
words  of  the  beast-tamer  displeased  him  more  than  he  cared 
to  show.  Far  from  being  discouraged,  the  Prophet  con- 
tinued :  "I  am  sure,  my  fine  fellow,  that  you  are  neither 
deaf  nor  dumb ;  why,  then,  will  you  not  answer  me  ?" 

Losing  all  patience,  Dagobert  turned  abruptly  round, 
looked  Morok  full  in  the  face,  and  said  to  him  in  a  rough 
voice :  "I  don't  know  you :  I  don't  wish  to  know  you ! 
Chain  up  your  curb!"  And  he  betook  himself  again  to  his 
washing. 

"But  we  may  make  acquaintance.  We  can  drink  a  glass 
of  Rhine-wine  together,  and  talk  of  our  campaigns.  I  also 
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have  seen  some  service,  I  assure  you ;  and  that,  perhaps, 
will  induce  you  to  be  more  civil." 

The  veins  on  the  bald  forehead  of  Dagobert  swelled  per- 
ceptibly;  he  saw  in  the  look  and  accent  of  the  man,  who 
thus  obstinately  addressed  him,  something  designedly  pro- 
voking; still  he  contained  himself. 

"I  ask  you,  why  should  you  not  drink  a  glass  of  wine 
with  me — we  could  talk  about  France.  I  lived  there  a  long 
time ;  it  is  a  fine  .country ;  and  when  1  meet  Frenchmen 
abroad,  I  feel  sociable — particularly  when  they  know  how 
to  use  the  soap  as  well  as  you  do.  If  I  had  a  housewife 
I'd  send  her  to  your  school." 

The  sarcastic  meaning  was  no  longer  disguised ;  impu- 
dence and  bravado  were  legible  in  the  Prophet's  looks. 
Thinking  that  with  such  an  -adversary,  the  dispute  might 
become  serious,  Dagobert,  who  wished  to  avoid  a  quarrel  at 
any  price,  carried  off  his  tub  to  the  other  end  of  the  porch, 
hoping  thus  to  put  an  end  to  the  scene  which  was  a  sore 
trial  of  his  temper.  A  flash  of  joy  lighted  up  the  tawny 
eyes  of  the  brute-tamer.  The  white  circle  which  sur- 
rounded the  pupil  seemed  to  dilate.  He  ran  his  crooked 
fingers  two  or  three  times  through  his  yellow  beard,  in 
token  of  satisfaction ;  then  he  advanced  slowly  towards  the 
soldier,  accompanied  by  several  idlers  from  the  common- 
room. 

Notwithstanding  his  coolness,  Dagobert,  amazed  and  in- 
censed at  the  impudent  pertinacity  of  the  Prophet,  was  at 
first  disposed  to  break  the  washing-board  on  his  head  but, 
remembering  the  orphans,  he  thought  better  o-f  it. 

Folding  his  arms  upon  his  breast,  Morok  said  to  him,  in  a 
dry  and  insolent  tone:  "It  is  very  certain  you  are  not  civil, 
my  man  of  suds !"  Then,  turning  to  the  spectators,  he- 
continued  in  German :  "Tell  this  Frenchman,  with  his  long 
moustache,  that  he  is  not  civil.  We  shall  see  what  answer 
he'll  make.  Perhaps  it  will  be  necessary  to  give  him  a 
lesson.  Heaven  preserve  me  from  quarrels !"  he  added,  with 
mock  compunction  ;  "but  the  Lord  has  enlightened  me — I 
am  his  creature,  and  I  ought  to  make  his  work  respected." 

The  mvstical  effrontery  of  this  peroration  was  quite  to 
the  taste  of  the  idlers ;  the  fame  of  the  Prophet  had  reached 
Mockern,  and,  as  a  performance  was  expected  on  the  mor- 
row, this  prelude  much  amused  the  company.  On  hearing 
the  insults  of  his  adversary,  Dagobert  could  not  help  say- 
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ing  in  the  German  language:  "I  know  German.  Speak  in 
German — the  rest  will  understand  you." 

New  spectators  now  arrived,  and  joined  the  first  comers; 
the  adventure  had  become  exciting,  and  a  ring  was  formed 
around  the  two  persons  most  concerned. 

The  Prophet  resumed  in  German:  "I  said  that  you  were 
not  civil,  and  I  now  say  you  are  grossly  rude.  What  do 
you  answer  to  that?" 

"Nothing !"  said  Dagobert,  coldly,  as  he  proceeded  to 
rinse  out  another  piece  of  linen. 

"Nothing!"  returned  Morok;  "that  is  very  little.  I  will 
be  less  brief,  and  tell  you,  that,  when  an  honest  man  offers 
a  glass  of  wine  civilly  to  a  stranger,  that  stranger  has  no 
right  to  answer  with  insolence,  and  deserves  to  be  taught 
manners  if  he  does  so." 

Great  drops  of  sweat  ran  down  Dagobert's  forehead 
and  cheeks ;  his  large  imperial  was  incessantly  agitated  by 
nervous  trembling — but  he  restrained  himself.  Taking,  by 
two  of  the  corners,  the  handkerchief  which  he  had  just 
dipped  in  the  water,  he  shook  it,  wrung  it,  and  began  to 
hum  to  himself  the  burden  of  the  old  camp  ditty: 

"Out   of    Tirlemont's    flea-haunted   den, 
We  ride  forth  next  day  of  the  sen, 

With  sabre  in  hand,  ah! 

Good-bye  to  Amanda,"  etc. 

The  silence  to  which  Dagobert  had  condemned  himself, 
almost  choked  him ;  this  song  afforded  him  some  relief. 

Morok,  turning  towards  the  spectators,  said  to  them,  with 
an  air  of  hypocritical  restraint :  "We  knew  that  the  sol- 
diers of  Napoleon  were  pagans,  who  stabled  their  horses  in 
churches,  and  offended  the  Lord  a  hundred  times  a  day,  and 
who,  for  their  sins,  were  justly  drowned  in  the  Beresino, 
like  so  many  Pharaohs ;  but  we  did  not  know  that  the  Lord, 
to  punish  these  miscreants,  had  deprived  them  of  courage — 
their  single  gift.  Here  is  a  man,  who  has  insulted,  in  me,  a 
creature,  favored  by  divine  grace,  and  who  affects  not  to 
understand  that  I  require  an  apology ;  or  else " 

"What?"  said  Dagobert,  without  looking  at  the  Prophet. 

"Or  you  must  give  me  satisfaction! — I  have  already  told 
you  that  I  have  seen  service.  We  shall  easily  find  some- 
where a  couple  of  swords,  and  to-morrow  morning,  at  peep 
of  day,  we  can  meet  behind  a  wall,  and  show  the  color 
of  our  blood — that  is,  if  you  have  any  in  your  veins !" 
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This  challenge  began  to  frighten  the  spectators,  who  were 
not  prepared  for  so  tragical  a  conclusion. 

"What,  fight? — a  very  fine  idea!"  said  one.  "To  get 
yourself  both  locked  up  in  prison:  the  laws  against  duel- 
ling are  strict." 

"Particularly  with  relation  to  strangers  or  nondescripts," 
added  another.  "If  they  were  to  find  you  with  arms  in 
your  hands,  the  burgomaster  would  shut  you  up  in  jail,  and 
keep  you  there  two  or  three  months  before  trial." 

"Would  you  be  so  mean  as  to  denounce  us?"  asked 
Morok. 

"Xo,  certainly  not,"  cried  several;  "do  as  you  like.  We 
are  only  giving  you  a  friendly  piece  of  advice,  by  which  you 
may  profit,  if  you  think  fit." 

"What  care  I  for  prison?"  exclaimed  the  Prophet.  "Only 
give  me  a  couple  of  swords,  and  you  shall  see  to-morrow 
morning  if  I  heed  what  the  burgomaster  can  do  or  say." 

"What  would  you  do  with  two  swords?"  asked  Dagobert, 
quietly. 

"When  you  have  one  in  your  grasp,  and  I  one  in  mine, 
you'd  see.  The  Lord  commands  us  to  have  a  care  of  his 
honor !" 

Dagobert  shrugged  his  shoulders,  made  a  bundle  of  his 
linen  in  his  handkerchief,  dried  his  soap,  and  put  it  carefully 
into  a  little  oil-silk  bag — then,  whistling  his  favorite  air 
of  Tirlemont,  moved  to  depart. 

The  Prophet  frowned ;  he  began  to  fear  that  his  challenge 
would  not  be  accepted.  He  advanced  a  step  or  so  to  en- 
counter Dagobert,  placed  himself  before  him,  as  if  to  inter- 
cept his  passage,  and,  folding  his  arms,  and  scanning  him 
from  head  to  foot  with  bitter  insolence,  said  to  him:  "So! 
an  old  soldier  of  that  arch-robber,  Napoleon,  is  only  fit  for  a 
washerwoman,  and  refuses  to  fight !" 

"Yes,  he  refuses  to  fight,"  answered  Dagobert,  in  a  firm 
voice,  but  becoming  fearfully  pale.  Never,  perhaps,  had  the 
soldier  given  to  his  orphan  charge  such  a  proof  of  tender- 
ness and  devotion.  For  a  man  of  his  character  to  lei  r.im- 
self  be  insulted  with  impunity,  and  refuse  to  fight — the  sac- 
rifice was  immense ! 

"So  you  are  a  coward — you  are  afraid  of  me — and  you 
confess  it  ?" 

At  these  words  Dagobert  made,  as  it  were,  a  pull  upon 
himself — as  if  a  sudden  thought  had  restrained  him  the  mo- 
ment he  was  about  to  rush  on  the  Prophet.     Indeed,  he  had 
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remembered  the  two  maidens,  and  the  fatal  hindrance  which 
a  duel,  whatever  might  be  the  result,  would  occasion  to  their 
journey.  But  the  impulse  of  anger,  though  rapid,  had  been 
so  significant — the  expresion  of  the  stern,  pale  face,  bathed 
in  sweat,  was  so  daunting,  that  the  Prophet  and  the  specta- 
tors drew  back  a  step. 

Profound  silence  reigned  for  some  seconds,  and  then,  by 
a  sudden  reaction,  Dagobert  seemed  to  have  gained  the  gen- 
eral interest.  One  of  the  company  said  to  those  near  him: 
"This  man  is  clearly  not  a  coward." 

"Oh,  no!  certainly  not." 

"It  sometimes  requires  more  courage  to  refuse  a  challenge 
than  to  accept  one." 

"After  all  the  Prophet  was  wrong  to  pick  a  quarrel  about 
nothing — and  with  a  stranger,  too." 

"Yes,  for  a  stranger,  if  he  fought  and  was  taken  up,  would 
have  a  good  long  imprisonment." 

"And  then,  you  see,"  added  another,  "he  travels  with  two 
young  girls.  In  such  a  position,  ought  a  man  to  fight  about 
trifles?  If  he  should  be  killed  or  put  in  prison,  what  would 
become  of  them,  poor  children  ?" 

Dagobert  turned  towards  the  person  who  had  pronounced 
these  last  words.  He  saw  a  stout  fellow,  with  a  frank  and 
simple  countenance;  the  soldier  offered  him  his  hand,  and 
said  with  emotion: 

"Thank  you,  sir." 

The  German  shook  cordially  the  hand  which  Dagobert 
had  proffered,  and,  holding  it  still  in  his  own,  he  added : 
"Do  one  thing,  sir — share  a  bowl  of  punch  with  us.  We 
will  make  that  mischief-making  Prophet  acknowledge  that 
he  has  been  too  touchy,  and  he  shall  drink  to  your  health." 

Up  to  this  moment  the  brute-tamer,  enraged  at  the  issue 
of  this  scene,  for  he  had  hoped  that  the  soldier  would  accept 
his  challenge,  looked  on  with  savage  contempt  at  those  who 
had  thus  sided  against  him.  But  now  his  features  gradu- 
ally relaxed ;  and,  believing  it  useful  to  his  projects  to  hide 
his  disappointment,  he  walked  up  to  the  soldier,  and  said 
to  him,  with  a  tolerably  good  grace :  "Well,  I  give  way 
to  these  gentlemen.  I  own  I  was  wrong.  Your  frigid  air 
had  wounded  me,  and  I  was  not  master  of  myself.  I  repeat, 
that  I  was  wrong,"  he  added,  with  suppressed  vexation ; 
"the  Lord  commands  hunv'Iity — and — I  beg  your  pardon." 

This  proof  of  moderation  and  regret  was  highly  appre- 


THE    WANDERING    JDW  33 

ciated  and  loudly  applauded  by  the  spectators.  "He  asks 
your  pardon  ;  you  cannot  expect  more,  my  brave  fellow  ?" 
said  one  of  them,  addressing  Dagobert.  "Come,  let  us  all 
drink  together ;  we  make  you  this  offer  frankly — accept  it 
in  the  same  spirit." 

"Yes,  yes;  accept  it,  we  beg  you,  in  the  name  of  your 
pretty  little  girls,"  said  the  stout  man,  hoping  to  decide 
Dagobert  by  this  argument. 

"Many  thanks,  gentlemen,"  replied  he,  touched  by  the 
hearty  advances  of  the  Germans;  "you  are  very  worthy 
people.  But,  when  one  is  treated,  he  must  offer  drink  in 
return." 

"Well,  we  will  accept  it — that's  understood.  Each  his 
turn,  and  all  fair.  We  will  pay  for  the  first  bowl,  you  for 
the  second." 

"Poverty  is  no  crime,"  answered  Dagobert;  "and  I  must 
tell  you  honestly  that  I  cannot  afford  to  pay  for  drink.  We 
have  still  a  long  journey  to  go,  and  I  must  not  incur  any 
useless  expenses." 

The  soldier  spoke  these  words  with  such  firm,  but  simple 
dignity,  that  the  Germans  did  not  venture  to  renew  their 
offer,  feeling  that  a  man  of  Dagobert's  character  could  not 
accept  it  without  humiliation. 

"Well,  so  much  the  worse,"  said  the  stout  man.  "I 
should  have  liked  to  clink  glasses  with  you.  Good-night, 
my  brave  trooper ! — good-night — for  it  grows  late,  and  mine 
host  of  the  Falcon  will  soon  turn  us  out  of  doors." 

"Good-night,  gentlemen,"  replied  Dagobert,  as  he  directed 
his  steps  towards  the  stable,  to  give  his  horse  a  second 
allowance  of  provender. 

Morok  approached  him,  and  said  in  a  voice  even  more 
humble  than  before:  "I  have  acknowledged  my  error,  and 
asked  your  pardon.  You  have  not  answered  me ;  do  you 
still  bear  malice ':" 

"If  ever  I  meet  you,"  said  the  veteran,  in  a  suppressed 
and  hollow  tone,  "when  my  children  have  no  longer  need  of 
me,  I  will  just  say  two  words  to  you,  and  they  will  not  be 
long  ones." 

Then  he  turned  his  back  abruptly  on  the  Prophet,  who 
walked  slowly  out  of  the  yard. 

The  inn  of  the  White  Falcon  formed  a  parallelogram. 
At  one  end  rose  the  principal  dwelling ;  at  the  other  was  a 
range  of  buildings  which  contained  sundry  chambers,  let  at 
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a  low  price  to  the  poorer  sort  of  travellers ;  a  vaulted  pas- 
sage opened  a  way  through  this  latter  into  the  country; 
finally,  on  either  side  of  the  court-yard  were  sheds  and 
stables,  with  lofts  and  garrets  erected  over  them. 

Dagobert,  entering  one  of  these  stables,  took  from  off  a 
chest  the  portion  of  oats  destined  for  his  horse,  and,  pouring 
it  into  a  winnowing-basket,  shook  it  as  he  approached  Jovial. 

To  his  great  astonishment,  his  old  travelling  companion 
did  not  respond  with  a  joyous  neigh  to  the  rustle  of  the  oats 
rattling  on  the  wicker-work.  Alarmed,  he  called  Jovial  with 
a  friendly  voice;  but  the  animal,  instead  of  turning  towards 
his  master  a  look  of  intelligence,  and  impatiently  striking 
the  ground  with  his  fore-feet,  remained  perfectly  motionless. 

More  and  more  surprised,  the  soldier  went  up  to  him. 
By  the  dubious  light  of  a  stable-lantern,  he  saw  the  poor 
animal  in  an  attitude  which  implied  terror — his  legs  half 
bent,  his  head  stretched  forward,  his  ears  down,  his  nostrils 
quivering;  he  had  drawn  tight  his  halter,  as  if  he  wished  to 
break  it,  in  order  to  get  away  from  the  partition  that  sup- 
ported his  rack  and  manger;  abundant  cold-sweat  had 
speckled  his  hide  with  bluish  stains,  and  his  coat  altogether 
looked  dull  and  bristling,  instead  of  standing  out  sleek  and 
glossy  from  the  dark  background  of  the  stable;  lastly,  from 
time  to  time,  his  body  shook  with  convulsive  starts. 

"Why,  old  Jovial !"  said  the  soldier,  as  he  put  down  the 
basket,  in  order  to  soothe  his  horse  with  more  freedom, 
"you  are  like  thy  master — afraid ! — Yes,"  he  added  with 
bitterness,  as  he  thought  of  the  offence  he  had  himself  en- 
dured, "you  are  afraid — though  no  coward  in  general." 

Notwithstanding  the  caresses  and  the  voice  of  his  master, 
the  horse  continued  to  give  signs  of  terror;  he  pulled  some- 
what less  violently  at  his  halter,  and  approaching  his  nostrils 
to  the  hand  of  Dagobert,  sniffed  audibly,  as  if  he  doubted  it 
were  he. 

"You  don't  know  me !"  cried  Dagobert.  "Something 
extraordinary  must  be  passing  here." 

The  soldier  looked  around  him  with  uneasiness.  It  was 
a  large  stable,  faintly  lighted  by  the  lantern  suspended  from 
the  roof,  which  was  covered  with  innumerable  cobwebs ;  at 
the  further  end,  separated  from  Jovial  by  some  stalls  with 
bars  between,  were  the  three  strong,  black,  horses  of  the 
brute-tamer — as  tranquil  as  Jovial  was  frightened. 

Dagobert,  struck  with  this  singular  contrast,  of  which  he 
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was  soon  to  have  the  explanation,  again  caressed  his  horse; 
and  the  animal,  gradually  reassured  by  his  master's  presence, 
licked  his  hands,  rubbed  his  head  against  him,  uttered  a  low 
neigh,  and  gave  him  his  usual  tokens  of  affection. 

"Come,  come,  this  is  how  I  like  to  see  my  old  Jovial !" 
said  Dagobert,  as  he  took  up  the  winnowing-basket,  and 
poured  its  contents  into  the  manger.  "Now  eat  with  a  good 
appetite,  for  we  have  a  long  day's  march  to-morrow ;  and, 
above  all,  no  more  of  these  foolish  fears  about  nothing!  If 
thy  comrade,  Spoil-sport,  was  here,  he  would  keep  you  in 
heart ;  but  he  is  along  with  the  children,  and  takes  care  of 
them  in  my  absence.  Come,  eat !  instead  of  staring  at  me  in 
that  way." 

But  the  horse,  having  just  touched  the  oats  with  his 
mouth,  as  if  in  obedience  to  his  master,  returned  to  them  no 
more,  and  began  to  nibble  at  the  sleeve  of  Dagobert's  coat. 

"Come,  come,  my  poor  Jovial !  there  is  something  the 
matter  with  you.  You  have  generally  such  a  good  appetite, 
and  now  you  leave  your  corn.  Tis  the  first  time  this  has 
happened  since  our  departure,"  said  the  soldier,  who  wa:; 
now  growing  seriously  uneasy,  for  the  issue  of  his  journey 
greatly  depended  on  the  health  and  vigor  of  his  horse. 

Just  then  a  frightful  roaring,  so  near  that  it  seemed  to 
come  from  the  stable  in  which  they  were,  gave  so  violent  a 
shock  to  Jovial,  that  with  one  effort  he  broke  his  halter, 
leaped  over  the  bar  that  marked  his  place,  and  rushing  at 
the  open  door,  escaped  into  the  court-yard. 

Dagobert  had  himself  started  at  the  suddenness  of  this 
wild  and  fearful  sound,  which  at  once  explained  to  him  the 
cause  of  his  horse's  terror.  The  adjoining  stable  was  oc- 
cupied by  the  itinerant  menagerie  of  the  brute-tamer,  and 
was  only  separated  by  the  partition  which  supported  the 
mangers.  The  three  horses  of  the  prophet,  accustomed  to 
these  howlings,  had  remained  perfectly  quiet. 

"Good!"  said  the  soldier,  recovering  himself;  "I  under- 
stand it  now.  Jovial  has  heard  another  such  roar  before, 
and  he  can  scent  the  animals  of  that  insolent  scoundrel.  It 
is  enough  to  frighten  him,"  added  he,  as  he  carefully  col- 
lected the  oats  from  the  manger ;  "once  in  another  stable, 
and  there  must  be  others  in  this  place,  he  will  no  longer 
leave  his  peck,  and  we  shall  be  able  to  start  early  to-morrow 
mornin. 

The  terrified  horse,  after  running  and  galloping  about  the 
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yard,  returned  at  the  voice  of  the  soldier,  who  easily  caught 
him  by  the  broken  halter;  and  a  hostler,  whom  Dagobert 
asked  if  there  was  another  vacant  stable,  having  pointed  out 
one  that  was  only  intended  for  a  single  animal,  Jovial  was 
comfortably  installed  there. 

When  delivered  from  his  ferocious  neighbors,  the  horse 
became  tranquil  as  before,  and  even  amused  himself  much 
at  the  expense  of  Dagobert's  top-coat,  which,  thanks  to  his 
tricks,  might  have  afforded  immediate  occupation  for  his 
master's  needle,  if  the  latter  had  not  been  fully  engaged  in 
admiring  the  eagerness  with  which  Jovial  despatched  his 
provender.  Completely  reassurred  on  his  account,  the  soldier 
shut  the  door  of  the  stable,  and  proceeded  to  get  his  supper 
as  quickly  as  possible,  in  order  to  rejoin  the  orphans,  whom 
he  reproached  himself  with  having  left  so  long. 


CHAPTER  V. 

ROSE   AND    BLANCHE. 

The  orphans  occupied  a  dilapidated  chamber  in  one  of  the 
most  remote  wings  of  the  inn,  with  a  single  window  open- 
ing upon  the  country.  A  bed  without  curtains,  a  table,  and 
two  chairs,  composed  the  more  than  modest  furniture  of  this 
retreat,  which  was  now  lighted  by  a  lamp.  On  the  table, 
which  stood  near  the  window,  was  deposited  the  knapsack 
of  the  soldier. 

The  great  Siberian  dog,  who  was  lying  close  to  the  door, 
had  already  twice  uttered  a  deep  growl  and  turned  his  head 
towards  the  window — but  without  giving  any  further  effect 
to  this  hostile  manifestation. 

The  two  sisters,  half  recumbent  in  their  bed,  were  clad  in 
long  white  wrappers,  buttoned  at  the  neck  and  wrists. 
They  wore  no  caps,  but  their  beautiful  chestnut  hair  was 
confined  at  the  temples  by  a  broad  piece  of  tape,  so  that  it 
might  not  get  tangled  during  the  night.  These  white  gar- 
ments, and  the  white  fillet  that  like  a  halo  encircled  their 
brows,  gave  to  their  fresh  and  blooming  faces  a  still  more 
candid   expression. 

The  orphans  laughed  and  chatted,  for,  in  spite  of  some 
early  sorrows,  they  still  retained  the  ingenuous  gayety  of 
their  age.     The  remembrance  of  their  mother  would  some- 
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times   make  them  sad,   but   this   sorrow   had   in   it   nothing 
bitter ;  it  was  rather  a  sweet  melancholy,  to  be  sought  in- 
hunned.     For  them,  this  adored  mother  was  not 
dead — she  was  only  absent. 

Almost  as  ignorant  as  Dagobert,  with  regard  to  devo- 
tional exercises,  for  in  the  desert  where  they  had  lived  there 
was  neither  church  nor  priest,  their  faith,  as  was  already 
said,  consisted  in  this — that  God,  just  and  good,  had  so 
much  pity  for  the  poor  mothers  whose  children  were  left  on 
earth,  that  he  allowed  them  to  look  down  upon  them  from 
highest  heaven — to  see  them  always,  to  hear  them  always, 
and  sometimes  to  send  fair  guardian  angels  to  protect  them. 
Thanks  to  .this  guileless  illusion,  the  orphans,  persuaded 
that  their  mother,  incessantly  watched  over  them,  felt,  that 
to  do  wrong  would  be  to  afflict  her,  and  to  forfeit  the  pro- 
tection of  the  good  angels. This  was  the  entire  theology 

of  Rose  and  Blanche — a  creed  sufficient  for  such  pure  and 
loving  souls. 

Now,  on  the  evening  in  question,  the  two  sisters  chatted 
together  whilst  waiting  for  Dagobert.  Their  theme  inter- 
ested them  much,  for,  since  some  days,  they  had  a  secret,  a 
great  secret,  which  often  quickened  the  beatings  of  their  in- 
nocent hearts,  often  agitated  their  budding  bosoms,  changed 
to  bright  scarlet  the  roses  on  their  cheeks,  and  infused  a 
restless  and  dreamy  langour  into  the  soft  blue  of  their  large 
eyes. 

Rose,  this  evening,  occupied  the  edge  of  the  couch,  with 
her  rounded  arms  crossed  behind  her  head,  which  was  half 
turned  towards  her  sister ;  Blanche,  with  her  elbow  resting 
on  the  bolster,  looked  at  her  smilingly,  and  said :  "Do  you 
think  he  will  come  again  to-night?" 

"Oh,  yes !  certainly.     He  promised  us  yesterday." 
"He  is  so  good,  he  would  not  break  his  promise." 
"And  so  handsome,  with  his  long  fair  curls." 
"And   his   name — what  a  charming  name ! — how   well   it 
suits  his  face." 

"And  what  a  sweet  smile  and  soft  voice,  when  he  says  to 
us,  taking  us  by  the  hand :  'My  children,  bless  God  that  He 
has  given  you  one  soul.  What  others  seek  elsewhere,  you 
will  find  in  yourselves.'  " 

"  'Since  your  two  hearts,'  he  added,  'only  make  one.'  " 

"What  pleasure  to  remember  his  words,  sister!" 

"We  are  so  attentive !    When  I  see  you  listening  to  him,  it 
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is  as  if  I  saw  myself,  my  dear  little  mirror !"  said  Rose, 
laughing,  and  kissing  her  sister's  forehead.  "Well — when 
he  speaks,  your — or  rather  our  eyes — are  wide,  wide  open, 
Dur  lips  moving  as  if  we  repeated  every  word  after  him.  It 
is  no  wonder  we  forget  nothing  that  he  says." 

"And  what  he  says  is  so  grand,  so  noble,  and  generous." 

"Then,  my  sister,  as  he  goes  on  talking,  what  good 
thoughts  rise  within  us !  If  we  could  but  always  keep  them 
in  mind." 

"Do  not  be  afraid !  they  will  remain  in  our  hearts,  like 
little  birds  in  their  mother's  nests." 

"And  how  lucky  it  is,  Rose,  that  he  loves  us  both  at  the 
same  time!" 

"He  could  not  do  otherwise,  since  we  have  but  one  heart 
between  us." 

"How  could  he  love  Rose,  without  loving  Blanche?" 

"What  would  have  become  of  the  poor,  neglected  one?" 

"And  then  again  he  would  have  found  it  so  difficult  to 
choose." 

"We  are  so  much  like  one  another." 

"So,  to  save  himself  that  trouble,"  said  Rose,  laughing, 
"he  has  chosen  us  both." 

"And  is  it  not  the  best  way?  He  is  alone  to  love  us;  we 
are  two  together  to  think  of  him." 

"Only  he  must  not  leave  us  till  we  reach  Paris." 

"And  in  Paris,  too — we  must  see  him  there  also." 

"Oh,  above  all  at  Paris ;  it  will  be  good  to  have  him  with 
us — and  Dagobert,  too — in  that  great  city.  Only  think, 
Blanche,  how  beautiful  it  must  be." 

"Paris ! — it  must  be  like  a  city  all  of  gold." 

"A  city  where  every  one  must  be  happy,  since  it  is  so 
beautiful." 

"But  ought  we,  poor  orphans,  dare  so  much  as  to  enter 
it?    How  people  will  look  at  us!" 

"Yes — but  every  one  there  is  happy,  every  one  must  be 
good  also." 

"They  will  love  us." 

"And,  besides,  we  shall  be  with  our  friend  with  the  fair 
hair  and  blue  eyes." 

"He  has  yet  told  us  nothing  of  Paris." 

"He  has  not  thought  of  it ;  we  must  speak  to  him  about  it 
this  very  night." 

"If  he  is  in  the  mood  for  talking.     Often,  you  know,  he 
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likes  best  to  gaze  on  us  in  silence — his  eyes  on  our  eyes." 

"Yes.  In  those  moments,  his  look  recalls  to  me  the  gaze 
of  our  dear  mother." 

"And,  as  she  sees  it  all,  how  pleased  she  must  be  at  what 
has  happened  to  us !' 

"Because,  when  we  are  so  much  beloved,  we  must,  I  hope, 
deserve  it." 

"See  what  a  vain  thing  it  is!"  said  Blanche,  smoothing 
with  her  slender  fingers  the  parting  of  the  hair  on  her 
sister's  forehead. 

After  a  moment's  reflection,  Rose  said  to  her:  "Don't 
you  think  we  should  relate  all  this  to  Dagobert?" 

"If  you  think  so,  let  us  do  it." 

"We  tell  him  everything,  as  we  told  everything  to  mother. 
Why  should  we  conceal  this  from  him?" 

"Especially  as  it  is  something  which  gives  us  so  much 
pleasure." 

"Do  you  not  find  that,  since  we  have  known  our  friend, 
our  hearts  beat  quicker  and  stronger?" 

"Yes,  they  seem  to  be  more  full." 

"The  reason  why  is  plain  enough ;  our  friend  fills  up  a 
good  space  in  them." 

"Well,  we  will  do  best  to  tell  Dagobert  what  a  lucky  star 
ours  is." 

"You  are  right "  At  this  moment  the  dog  gave  an- 
other deep  growl. 

"Sister,"  said  Rose,  as  she  pressed  closer  to  Blanche, 
"there  is  the  dog  growling  again.  What  can  be  the  matter 
with  him?" 

"Spoil-sport,  do  not  growl !  Come  hither,"  said  Blanche, 
striking  with  her  little  hand  on  the  side  of  the  bed. 

The  dog  rose,  again  growled  deeply,  and  came  to  lay  his 
great,  intelligent  looking  head  on  the  counterpane,  still  obsti- 
nately casting  a  sidelong  glance  at  the  window ;  the  sisters 
bent  over  him  to  pat  his  broad  forehead,  in  the  centre  of 
which  was  a  remarkable  bump,  the  certain  sign  of  extreme 
purity  of  race. 

"What  makes  you  growl  so,  Spoil-sport?"  said  Blanche, 
pulling  him  gently  by  the  ears — "eh,  my  good  dog?" 

"Poor  beast!  he  is  always  so  uneasy  when  Dagobert  is 
away." 

"It  is  true:  one  would  think  he  knows  that  he  then  has  a 
double  charge  over  us." 
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"Sister,  it  seems  to  me,  Dagobert  is  late  in  coming  to  say 
goocl-night." 

"No  doubt  he  is  attending  to  Jovial." 

"That  makes  me  think  that  we  did  not  bid  good-night  to 
dear  old  Jovial." 

"I  am  sorry  for  it." 

"Poor  beast!  he  seems  so  glad  when  he  licks  our  hands. 
One  would  think  that  he  thanked  us  for  our  visit." 

"Luckily,  Dagobert  will  have  wished  him  good-night  for 
us." 

"Good  Dagobert!  he  is  always  thinking  of  us.  How  he 
spoils  us !    We  remain  idle,  and  he  has  all  the  trouble." 

"How  can  we  prevent  it?" 

"What  a  pity  that  we  are  not  rich,  to  give  him  a  little 
rest." 

"We  rich !  Alas,  my  sister !  we  shall  never  be  anything 
but  poor  orphans." 

"Oh,  there's  the  medal!" 

"Doubtless,  there  is  some  hope  attached  to  it,  else  we 
should  not  have  made  this  long  journey." 

"Dagobert  has  promised  to  tell  us  all,  this  evening." 

She  was  prevented  from  continuing,  for  two  of  the  win- 
dow-panes flew  to  pieces  with  a  loud  crash. 

The  orphans,  with  a  cry  of  terror,  threw  themselves  into 
each  other's  arms,  whilst  the  dog  rushed  towards  the  win- 
dow, barking  furiously. 

Pale,  trembling,  motionless  with  affright,  clasping  each 
other  in  a  close  embrace,  the  two  sisters  held  their  breath; 
in  their  extreme  fear,  they  durst  not  even  cast  their  eyes  in 
the  direction  of  the  window.  The  dog,  with  his  forepaws 
resting  on  the  sill,  continued  to  bark  with  violence. 

"Alas!  what  can  it  be?"  murmured  the  orphans.  "And 
Dagobert  not  here !" 

"Hark!"  cried  Rose,  suddenly  seizing  Blanche  by  the  arm; 
"hark! — some  one  coming  up  the  stairs!" 

"Good  heaven !  it  does  not  sound  like  the  tread  of  Dago- 
bert.    Do  you  not  hear  what  heavy  footsteps?" 

"Quick !  come,  Spoil-sport,  and  defend  us !"  cried  the  two 
sisters  at  once,  in  an  agony  of  alarm. 

The  boards  of  the  wooden  staircase  really  creaked  beneath 
the  weight  of  unusually  heavy  footsteps,  and  a  singular  kind 
of  rustling  was  heard  along  the  thin  partition  that  divided 
the   chamber    from   the   landing-place.      Then   a   ponderous 
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mass,  falling  against  the  door  of  the  room,  shook  it  violently; 
and  the  girls,  at  the  very  height  of  terror,  looked  at  each 
other  without  the  power  to  speak. 
The  door  opened.     It  was  Dagohert. 

At  the  sight  of  him  Rose  and  Blanche  joyfully  exchanged 
a  kiss,  as  if  they  had  just  escaped  from  a  great  danger. 

"What  is  the  matter?  why  are  you  afraid?"  asked  the 
soldier  in  surprise. 

"Oh,  if  you  only  knew !"  said  Rose,  panting  as  she  spoke, 
for  both  her  own  heart  and  her  sister's  beat  with  violence. 

"If  yon  knew  what  has  just  happened!  We  did  not 
recognize  your  footsteps — they  seemed  so  heavy — and  then- 
that  noise  behind  the  partition!" 

"Little  frightened  doves  that  you  are!  I  could  not  run 
up  the  stairs  like  a  boy  of  fifteen,  seeing  that  I  carried  my 
bed  upon  my  back — a  straw  mattress  that  I  have  just  flung 
down  before  your  door,  to  sleep  there  as  usual." 

"Bless  me !  how  foolish  we  must  be,  sister,  not  to  have 
thought  of  that !"  said  Rose,  looking  at  Blanche.  And  their 
pretty  faces,  which  had  together  grown  pale,  together  re- 
sumed their  natural  color. 

During  this  scene  the  dog,  still  resting  against  the  window 
did  not  cease  barking  a  moment. 

"What  makes  Spoil-sport  bark  in  that  direction,  my  chili 
dren?"  said  the  soldier. 

"We  do  not  know.  Two  of  our  window  panes  have  just 
been  broken.    That  is  what  first  frightened  us  so  much." 

Without  answering  a  word  Dagobert  flew  to  the  window, 
opened  it  quickly,  pushed  back  the  shutter,  and  leaned  out. 

He  saw  nothing;  it  was  a  dark  night.  He  listened;  but 
heard  only  the  moaning  of  the  wind. 

"Spoil-sport,"  said  he  to  his  dog,  pointing  to  the  open 
window,  "leap  out,  old  fellow,  and  search !"  The  faithful 
animal  took  one  mighty  spring  and  disappeared  by  the  win- 
dow, raised  only  about  eight  feet  above  the  ground. 

Dagobert,  still  leaning  over,  encouraged  his  dog  with  voice 
and  gesture:  "Search,  old  fellow,  search!  If  there  is  any 
one  there,  pin  him — your  fangs  are  strong — and  hold  him 
fast  till  I  come." 

But  Spoil-sport  found  no  one.  They  heard  him  go  back- 
wards and  forwards,  snuffing  on  every  side,  and  now  and 
then  uttering  a  low  cry  like  a  hound  at  fault. 

"There  is  no  one,  my  good  dog,  that's  clear,  or  you  would 
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have  had  him  by  the  throat  ere  this."  Then,  turning  to  the 
maidens,  who  listened  to  his  words  and  watched  his  move- 
ments with  uneasiness :  "My  girls,"  said  he,  "how  were  these 
panes  broken?    Did  you  not  remark?" 

"No,  Dagobert ;  we  were  talking  together  when  we  heard 
a  great  crash,  and  then  the  glass  fell  into  the  room." 

"It  seemed  to  me,"  added  Rose,  "as  if  a  shutter  had  struck 
suddenly  against  the  window." 

Dagobert  examined  the  shutter,  and  observed  a  long  mov- 
able hook,  designed  to  fasten  it  on  the  inside. 

"It  blows  hard,"  said  he;  "the  wind  must  have  swung 
round  the  shutter,  and  this  hook  broke  the  window.  Yes, 
yes ;  that  is  it.  What  interest  could  anybody  have  to  play 
such  a  sorry  trick?"  Then,  speaking  to  Spoil-sport,  he 
asked,  "Well,  my  good  fellow,  is  there  no  one?" 

The  dog  answered  by  a  bark,  which  the  soldier  no  doubt 
understood  as  a  negative,  for  he  continued:  "Well,  then, 
come  back ! — Make  the  round — you  will  find  some  door  open 
— you  are  never  at  a  loss." 

The  animal  followed  this  advice.  After  growling  for  a 
few  seconds  beneath  the  window,  he  set  off  at  a  gallop  to 
make  the  circuit  of  the  buildings,  and  come  back  by  the 
court-yard. 

"Be  quite  easy,  my  children !"  said  the  soldier,  as  he 
again  drew  near  the  orphans ;  "it  was  only  the  wind." 

"We  were  a  good  deal  frightened,"  said  Rose. 

"I  believe  you.  But  now  I  think  of  it,  this  draught  is 
likely  to  give  you  cold."  And  seeking  to  remedy  this  incon- 
venience, he  took  from  a  chair  the  reindeer  pelisse,  and  sus- 
pended it  from  the  spring-catch  of  the  curtainless  window, 
using  the  skirts  to  stop  up  as  closely  as  possible  the  two 
openings  made  by  the  breaking  of  the  panes. 

"Thanks,  Dagobert,  how  good  you  are!  We  were  very 
uneasy  at  not  seeing  you." 

"Yes,  you  were  absent  longer  than  usual.  But  what  is 
the  matter  with  you?"  added  Rose,  only  just  then  perceiv- 
ing that  his  countenance  was  disturbed  and  pallid,  for  he 
was  still  under  the  painful  influence  of  the  brawl  with 
Morok ;  "how  pale  you  are !" 

"Me,  my  pets? — Oh,  nothing." 

"Yes,  I  assure  you,  your  countenance  is  quite  changed. 
Rose  is  right." 

"I  tell  you  there  is  nothing  the  matter,"  answered  the 
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soldier,  not  without  some  embarrassment,  for  he  was  little 
used  to  deceive;  till,  finding  an  excellent  excuse  for  his 
emotion,  he  added:  "If  I  do  look  at  all  uncomfortable,  it  is 
your  fright  that  has  made  me  so,  for  indeed  it  was  my  fault.*' 

•Your  fault!" 

"Yes;  for  if  I  had  not  lost  so  much  time  at  supper,  I 
should  have  been  here  when  the  window  was  broken,  and 
have  spared  you  the  fright." 

"Anyhow,  you  are  here  now,  and  we  think  no  more  of  it." 

"Why  don't  you  sit  down?" 

"I  will,  my  children,  for  we  have  to  talk  together,"  said 
Dagobert,  as  he  drew  a  chair  close  to  the  head  of  the  bed. 
"Now  tell  me,  are  you  quite  awake?"  he  added,  trying  to 
smile  in  order  to  reassure  them.  "Are  those  large  eyes 
properly  open?" 

"Look,  Dagobert!"  cried  the  two  girls,  smiling  in  their 
turn,  and  opening  their  blue  eyes  to  the  utmost  extent. 

"Well,  well,"  said  the  soldier,  "they  are  yet  far  enough, 
from  shutting ;  besides,  it  is  only  nine  o'clock." 

"We  also  have  something  to  tell,  Dagobert,"  resumed 
Rose,  after  exchanging  glances  with  her  sister, 

"Indeed!" 

"A  secret  to  tell  you." 

"A  secret?" 

"Yes,  to  be  sure." 

"Ah,  and  a  very  great  secret !"  added  Rose,  quite  seriously. 

"A  secret  which  concerns  us  both,"  resumed  Blanche. 

"Faith!  I  should  think  so.  What  concerns  the  one 
always  concerns  the  other.  Are  you  not  always,  as  the 
saying  goes,  'two  faces  under  one  hood  ?'  " 

"Truly,  how  can  it  be  otherwise,  when  you  put  our  heads 
under  the  great  hood  of  your  pelisse?"  said  Rose,  laughing. 

"There  they  are  again,  mocking-birds !  One  never  has 
the  last  word  with  them.  Come,  ladies,  your  secret,  since 
a  secret  there  is." 

"Speak,  sister,"  said  Rose. 

"No,  miss,  it  is  for  you  to  speak.  You  are  to-day  on 
duty,  as  eldest,  and  such  an  important  thing  as  telling  a 
secret  like  that  you  talk  of  belongs  of  right  to  the  elder 
sister.  Come,  I  am  listening  to  you,"  added  the  soldier,  as 
he  forced  a  smile,  the  better  to  conceal  from  the  maidens 
how  much  he  still  felt  the  unpunished  affronts  of  the  brute- 
tamer. 
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It  was  Rose  (who,  as  Dagobert  said,  was  doing  duty  as 
eldest)  that  spoke  for  herself  and  for  her  sister. 


CHAPTER  VI. 

THE  SECRET. 


"First  of  all,  good  Dagobert,"  said  Rose,  in  a  gracefully 
caressing  manner,  "as  we  are  going  to  tell  our  secret — you 
must  promise  not  to  scold  us." 

"You  will  not  scold  your  darlings,  will  you?"  added 
Blanche,  in  a  no  less  coaxing  voice. 

"Granted !"  replied  Dagobert  gravely ;  "particularly  as 
I  should  not  well  know  how  to  set  about  it — but  why  should 
I  scold  you?" 

"Because  we  ought  perhaps  to  have  told  you  sooner 
what  we  are  going  to  tell  you." 

"Listen,  my  children,"  said  Dagobert  sententiously,  after 
reflecting  a  moment  on  this  case  of  conscience ;  "one  of  two 
things  must  be.  Either  you  were  right,  or  else  you  were 
wrong,  to  hide  this  from  me.  If  you  were  right,  very  well; 
if  you  were  wrong,  it  is  done :  so  let's  say  no  more  about  it. 
Go  on — I  am  all  attention." 

Completely  reassured  by  this  luminous  decision,  Rose 
resumed,  while  she  exchanged  a  smile  with  her  sister: 
"Only  think,  Dagobert;  for  two  successive  nights  we  have 
had  a  visitor." 

"A  visitor!"  cried  the  soldier,  drawing  himself  up  sud- 
denly in  his  chair. 

"Yes,  a  charming  visitor — he  is  so  very  fair." 

"Fair — the  devil !"  cried  Dagobert,  with  a  start. 

"Yes,  fair — and  with  blue  eyes,"  added  Blanche. 

"Blue  eyes — blue  devils !"  and  Dagobert  again  bounded 
on  his  seat. 

"Yes,  blue  eyes — as  long  as  that,"  resumed  Rose,  placing 
the  tip  of  one  forefinger  about  the  middle  of  the  other. 

"Zounds !  they  might  be  as  long  as  that,"  said  the  veteran, 
indicating  the  whole  length  of  his  arm  from  the  elbow — ■ 
"they  might  be  as  long  as  that,  and  it  would  have  nothing 
to  do  with  it.  Fair,  and  with  blue  eyes.  Pray  what  may 
this  mean,  young  ladies?"  and  Dagobert  rose  from  his  seat 
Vvith  a  severe  and  painfully  unquiet  look. 
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"There    now,    Dagobert,    you    have    begun    to    scold    us 
already !" 

"Just  at  the  very  commencement,"  added  Blanche. 

"ommencement ! — what,    is    there    to    be    a    sequel?    a 
finish?" 

"A  finish?  we  hope  not,"  said  Rose,  laughing  like  mad. 
"All  we  ask  is,  that  it  should  last  forever,"  added  Blanche, 
sharing  in  the  hilarity  of  her  sister. 

Dagobert  looked  gravely  from  one  to  the  other  of  the  two 
maidens,  as  if  trying  to  guess  this  enigma;  but  when  he  saw 
their  sweet,  innocent  faces  gracefully  animated  by  a  frank, 
ingenuous  laugh,  he  reflected  that  they  would  not  be  so  gay 
if  they  had  any  serious  matter  for  self-reproach,  and  he  felt 
pleased  at  seeing  them  so  merry  in  the  midst  of  their  pre- 
carious position. 

"Laugh  on,  my  children!"  he  said.  "I  like  so  much  to 
see  you  laugh." 

Then,  thinking  that  was  not  precisely  the  way  in  which 
he  ought  to  treat  the  singular  confession  of  the  young  girls, 
he  added  in  a  gruff  voice:  "Yes,  I  like  to  see  you  laugh — 
but  not  when  you  receive  fair  visitors  with  blue  eyes,  young 
ladies! — Come,  acknowledge  that  I'm  an  old  fool  to  listen 
to  such  nonsense — you  are  only  making  game  of  me." 

"Nay,  what  we  tell  you  is  quite  true." 

"You  know  we  never  tell  stories,"  added  Rose. 

"They  are  right — they  never  fib,"  said  the  soldier,  in 
renewed  perplexity.  "But  how  the  devil  is  such  a  visit 
possible  ?  I  sleep  before  your  door — Spoil-sport  sleeps  under 
vour  window — and  all  the  blue  eyes  and  fair  locks  in  the 
world  must  come  in  by  one  of  those  two  ways — and,  if  they 
had  tried  it,  the  dog  and  I,  who  have  both  of  us  quick  ears, 
would  have  received  their  visits  after  our  fashion.  But 
come,  children!  pray,  speak  to  the  purpose.  Explain  your- 
selves !" 

The  two  sisters,  who  saw,  by  the  expression  of  Dagobert's 
countenance,  that  he  felt  really  uneasy,  determined  no 
longer  to  trifle  with  his  kindness.  They  exchanged  a  glance, 
and  Rose,  taking  in  her  little  hand  the  coarse,  broad  palm 
of  the  veteran,  said  to  him:  "Come,  do  not  plague  your- 
self !  We  will  tell  you  all  about  the  visits  of  our  friend, 
Gabriel." 

"There  you  are  again ! — He  has  a  name,  then?" 

"Certainly,  he  has  a  name.     It  is  Gabriel." 
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"Is  it  not  a  pretty  name,  Dagobert?  Oh,  you  will  see 
and  love,  as  we  do,  our  beautiful  Gabriel !" 

"I'll  love  your  beautiful  Gabriel,  will  I  ?"  said  the  veteran, 
shaking  his  head — "Love  your  beautiful  Gabriel? — that's  as 

it  may   be.      I   must   first   know "      Then,   interrupting 

himself,  he  added :  "It  is  queer.  That  reminds  me  of 
something." 

"Of  what,  Dagobert?" 

"Fifteen  years  ago,  in  the  last  letter  that  your  father,  on 
his  return  from  France,  brought  me  from  my  wife,  she  told 
me  that,  poor  as  she  was,  and  with  our  little  growing  Agri- 
cola  on  her  hands,  she  had  taken  in  a  poor  deserted  child, 
with  the  face  of  a  cherub,  and  the  name  of  Gabriel — and  only 
a  short  time  since  I  heard  of  him  again." 

"And  from  whom,  then?" 

"You  shall  know  that  by  and  by." 

"Well,  then — since  you  have  a  Gabriel  of  your  own — there 
is  the  more  reason  that  you  should  love  ours." 

"Yours !  but  who  is  yours  ?  I  am  on  thorns  till  you  tell 
tne." 

"You  know,  Dagobert,"  resumed  Rose,  "that  Blanche 
and  I  are  accustomed  to  fall  asleep,  holding  each  other  by 
the  hand." 

"Yes,  yes,  I  have  often  seen  you  in  your  cradle.  I  was 
never  tired  of  looking  at  you ;  it  was  so  pretty." 

"Well,  then — two  nights  ago,  we  had  just  fallen  asleep, 
when  we  beheld " 

"Oh,  it  was  in  a  dream !"  cried  Dagobert.  "Since  you 
were  asleep,  it  was  in  a  dream !" 

"Certainly,  in  a  dream — how  else  would  you  have  it?" 

"Pray  let  my  sister  go  on  with  her  tale!" 

"Ah,  well  and  good !"  said  the  soldier  with  a  sigh  of 
satisfaction ;  "well  and  good !  To  be  sure,  I  was  tranquil 
enough  in  any  case — because — but  still — I  like  it  better  to  be 
a  dream.     Continue,  my  little  Rose." 

"Once  asleep,  we  both  dreamt  the  same  thing." 

"What!  both  the  same?" 

"Yes,  Dagobert ;  for  the  next  morning  when  we  awoke 
we  related  our  two  dreams  to  each  other." 

"And  they  were  exactly  alike." 

"That's  odd  enough,  my  children;  and  what  was  this 
dream  all  about  ?" 

"In  our  dream,  Blanche  and  I  were  seated  together,  when 
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we  saw  enter  a  beautiful  angel,  with  a  long  white  robe,  fair 
locks,  blue  eyes,  and  so  handsome  and  benign  a  countenance, 
that  we  elapsed  our  hands  as  if  to  pray  to  him.  Then  he 
told  us,  in  a  soft  voice,  that  he  was  called  Gabriel ;  that  our 
mother  had  sent  him  to  be  our  guardian  angel,  and  that  he 
would  never  abandon  us." 

"And,  then,"  added  Blanche,  "he  took  us  each  by  the 
hand,  and,  bending  his  fair  face  over  us,  looked  at  us  for  a 
long  time  in  silence,  with  so  much  goodness — with  so  much 
goodness,  that  we  could  not  withdraw  our  eyes  from  his." 

"Yes,"  resumed  Rose,  "and  his  look  seemed,  by  turns,  to 
attract  us,  or  to  go  to  our  hearts.  At  length,  to  our  great 
sorrow,  Gabriel  quitted  us,  having  told  us  that  we  should 
see  him  again  the  following  night." 

"And  did  he  make  his  appearance?" 

"Certainly.  Judge  with  what  impatience  we  waited  the 
moment  of  sleep,  to  see  if  our  friend  would  return,  and  visit 
us  in  our  slumbers." 

"Humph !"  said  Dagobert,  scratching  his  forehead ;  "this 
reminds  me,  young  ladies,  that  you  kept  on  rubbing  your 
eyes  last  evening,  and  pretending  to  be  half  asleep.  I  wager, 
it  was  all  to  send  me  away  the  sooner,  and  to  get  to  your 
dream  as  fast  as  possible." 

"Yes,  Dagobert." 

"The  reason  being,  you  could  not  say  to  me,  as  you  would 
to  Spoil-sport:  'Lie  down,  Dagobert!'  Well  —  so  your 
friend  Gabriel  came  back?" 

"Yes,  and  this  time  he  talked  to  us  a  great  deal,  and  gave 
us,  in  the  name  of  our  mother,  such  touching,  such  noble 
counsels,  that  the  next  day,  Rose  and  I  spent  our  whole  time 
in  recalling  every  word  of  our  guardian  angel — and  his  face, 
and  his  look " 

"This  reminds  me  again,  young  ladies,  that  you  were 
whispering  all  along  the  road  this  morning;  and  that  when 
I  spoke  of  white,  you  answered  black." 

"Yes,  Dagobert,  we  were  thinking  of  Gabriel." 

"And,  ever  since,  we  love  him  as  well  as  he  loves  us." 

"But  he  is  only  one  between  both  of  you!" 

"Was  not  our  mother  one  between  us?" 

"And  you,  Dagobert — are  you  not  also  one  for  us  both?" 

"True,  true !  And  yet,  do  you  know,  I  shall  finish  by 
being  jealous  of  that  Gabriel?" 

"You  are  our  friend  by  day — he  is  our  friend  by  night  " 
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"Let's  understand  it  clearly.  If  you  talk  of  him  all  day, 
and  dream  of  him  all  night,  what  will  there  remain  for  me?" 

"There  will  remain  for  you  your  two  orphans,  whom  you 
love  so  much,"  said  Rose. 

"And  who  have  only  you  left  upon  earth,"  added  Blanche, 
in  a  caressing  tongue. 

"Humph!  humph!  that's  right,  coax  the  old  man  over! 
Nay,  believe  me,  my  children,"  added  the  soldier,  tenderly, 
"I  am  quite  satisfied  with  my  lot.  I  can  afford  to  let  you 
have  your  Gabriel.  I  felt  sure  that  Spoil-sport  and  myself 
could  take  our  rest  in  quiet.  After  all,  there  is  nothing  so 
astonishing  in  what  ycu  tell  me;  your  first  dream  struck 
your  fancy,  and  you  talked  so  much  about  it  that  you  had  a 
second ;  nor  should  I  be  surprised  if  you  were  to  see  this 
fine  fellow  a  third  time." 

"Oh,  Dagobert !  do  not  make  a  jest  of  it !  They  are  only 
dreams,  but  we  think  our  mother  sends  them  to  us.  Did 
she  not  tell  us  that  orphan  children  were  watched  over  by 
guardian  angels?  Well,  Gabriel  is  our  guardian  angel;  he 
will  protect  us,  and  he  will  protect  you  also." 

"Very  kind  of  him  to  think  of  me ;  but  you  see,  my  dear 
children,  for  the  matter  of  defence,  I  prefer  the  dog ;  he  is 
less  fair  than  your  angel,  but  he  has  better  teeth,  and  that 
is  more  to  be  depended  on." 

"How  provoking  you  are,  Dagobert — always  jesting!" 

"It  is  true;  you  can  laugh  at  everything." 

"Yes,  I  am  astonishingly  gay ;  I  laugh  with  my  teeth 
shut,  in  the  style  of  old  Jovial.  Come,  children,  don't  scold 
me:  I  know  I  am  wrong.  The  remembrance  of  your  dear 
mother  is  mixed  with  this  dream,  and  you  do  well  to  speak 
of  it  seriously.  Besides,"  added  he,  with  a  grave  air,  "dreams 
will  sometimes  come  true.  In  Spain,  two  of  the  Empress's 
dragoons,  comrades  of  mine,  dreamt,  the  night  before  their 
death,  that  they  would  be  poisoned  by  the  monks — and  so  it 
happened.  If  you  continue  to  dream  of  this  fair  angel 
Gabriel,  it  is — it  is — why,  it  is,  because  you  are  amused  by 
it ;  and,  as  you  have  none  too  many  pleasures  in  the  daytime, 
you  may  as  well  get  an  agreeable  sleep  at  night.  But,  now, 
my  children,  I  have  also  much  to  tell  you;  it  will  concern 
your  mother ;  promise  me  not  to  be  sad." 

"Be  satisfied !  when  we  think  of  her  we  are  not  sad, 
though  serious." 

"That  is  well.     For  fear  of  grieving  3^011,  I  have  always 


Till-:   WANDERING  jew  49 

delayed  the  moment  of  telling  what  your  poor  mother  would 
have  confided  to  you  as  soon  as  you  were  no  longer  children. 
But  she  died  before  she  had  time  to  do  so,  and  that  which 
I  have  to  tell  broke  her  heart — as  it  nearly  did  mine.  J  put 
off  this  communication  as  long  as  I  could,  taking  for  pretext 
that  I  would  say  nothing  till  we  came  to  the  field  of  battle 
where  your  father  was  made  prisoner.  That  gave  me 
time ;  but  the  moment  is  now  come ;  I  can  shuffle  it  off  no 
longer." 

"We  listen,  Dagobert,"  responded  the  two  maidens,  with 
an  attentive  and  melancholy  air. 

After  a  moment's  silence,  during  which  he  appeared  to 
reflect,  the  veteran  thus  addressed  the  young  girls : 

"\our  father,  General  Simon,  was  the  son  of  a  workman, 
who  remained  a  workman ;  for,  notwithstanding  all  that  the 
general  could  say  or  do,  the  old  man  was  obstinate  in  not 
quitting  his  trade.  He  had  a  heart  of  gold  and  a  head  of 
iron,  just  like  his  son.  You  may  suppose,  my  children,  that 
when  your  father,  who  had  enlisted  as  a  private  soldier,  be- 
came a  general  and  a  count  of  the  empire,  it  was  not  with- 
out toil  or  without  glory." 

"A  count  of  the  Empire!  what  is  that,  Dagobert?" 

"Flummery — a  title,  which  the  Emperor  gave  over  and 
above  the  promotion,  just  for  the  sake  of  saying  to  the 
people,  whom  he  loved  because  he  was  one  of  them :  'Here, 
children !  you  wish  to  play  at  nobility !  you  shall  be  nobles. 
You  wish  to  play  at  royalty !  you  shall  be  kings.  Take  what 
you  like — nothing  is  too  good  for  you — enjoy  yourselves !'  " 

"Kings !"  said  the  two  girls,  joining  their  hands  in  ad- 
miration. 

"Kings  of  the  first  water.  Oh,  he  was  no  niggard  of  his 
crowns,  our  Emperor !  I  had  a  bed-fellow  of  mine,  a  brave 
soldier,  who  was  afterwards  promoted  to  be  king.  This  flat- 
tered us;  for,  if  it  was  not  one,  it  was  the  other.  And  so,  at 
this  game,  your  father  became  count ;  but,  count  or  not,  he 
was  one  of  the  best  and  bravest  generals  of  the  army." 

"He  was  handsome,  was  he  not,  Dagobert? — mother 
always  said  so." 

"Oh,  yes !  indeed  he  was — but  quite  another  thing  from 
your  fair  guardian  angel.  Picture  to  yourself  a  fine,  dark 
man,  who  looked  splendid  in  his  full  uniform,  and  could  put 
fire  into  the  soldiers'  hearts.  With  him  to  lead,  we  would 
have  charged  up  into  Heaven  itself — ch?_*  is,  if  Heaven  had 
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permitted  it,"  added  Dagobert,  not  wishing  to  wound  in  any 
way  the  religious  beliefs  of  the  orphans. 

"And  father  was  as  good  as  he  was  brave,  Dagobert." 

"Good,  my  children  ?  Yes,  I  should  say  so ! — He  could 
bend  a  horse-shoe  in  his  hand  as  you  would  bend  a  card,  and 
the  day  he  was  taken  prisoner  he  had  cut  down  the  Prussian 
artillerymen  on  their  very  cannon.  With  strength  and  cour- 
age like  that,  how  could  he  be  otherwise  than  good?  It  is 
then  about  nineteen  years  ago,  not  far  from  this  place — on 
the  spot  I  showed  you  before  we  arrived  at  the  village — that 
the  general,  dangerously  wounded,  fell  from  his  horse.  I 
was  following  him  at  the  time,  and  ran  to  his  assistance. 
Five  minutes  after  we  were  made  prisoners — and  by  whom 
think  you? — by  a  Frenchman." 

"A  Frenchman?" 

"Yes,  an  emigrant  marquis,  a  colonel  in  the  service  of 
Russia,"  answered  Dagobert,  with  bitterness.  "And  so, 
when  this  marquis  advanced  towards  us,  and  said  to  the 
general:  'Surrender,  sir,  to  a  countryman!' — 'A  French- 
man, who  fights  against  France,'  replied  the  general,  'is  no 
longer  my  countryman;  he  is  a  traitor,  and  I'd  never  sur- 
render to  a  traitor !'  And,  wounded  though  he  was,  he 
dragged  himself  up  to  a  Russian  grenadier,  and  delivered 
him  his  sabre,  saying :  'I  surrender  to  you  my  brave  fellow !' 
The  marquis  became  pale  with  rage  at  it." 

The  orphans  looked  at  each  other  with  pride,  and  a  rich 
crimson  mantled  their  cheeks,  as  they  exclaimed:  "Oh,  our 
brave  father!" 

"Ah,  those  children,"  said  Dagobert,  as  he  proudly  twirled 
his  moustache.  "One  sees  they  have  soldier's  blood  in  their 
veins !  Well,"  he  continued,  "we  were  now  prisoners. 
The  general's  last  horse  had  been  killed  under  him ;  and,  to 
perform  the  journey,  he  mounted  Jovial,  who  had  not  been 
wounded  that  day.  We  arrived  at  Warsaw,  and  there  it  was 
that  the  general  first  saw  your  mother.  She  was  called  the 
Pearl  of  Warsaw;  that  is  saying  everything.  Now  he,  who 
admired  all  that  is  good  and  beautiful,  fell  in  love  with  her 
almost  immediately ;  and  she  loved  him  in  return ;  but  her 
parents  had  promised  her  to  another — and  that  other  was 
the  same " 

Dagobert  was  unable  to  proceed.  Rose  uttered  a  piercing 
cry,  and  pointed  in  terror  to  the  window. 
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CHAPTER  VII. 

THE      TRAVELLER. 

Upon  the  cry  of  the  young  girl,  Dagobert  rose  abruptly. 

"What  is  the  matter,  Rose?" 

'"There — there!"  she  said,  pointing  to  the  window.  "I 
thought  I  saw  a  hand  move  the  pelisse." 

She  had  not  concluded  these  words  before  Dagobert 
rushed  to  the  window  and  opened  it,  tearing  down  the 
mantle  which  had  been  suspended  from  the  fastening. 

It  was  still  dark  night,  and  the  wind  was  blowing  hard. 
The  soldier  listened,  but  could  hear  nothing. 

Returning  to  fetch  the  lamp  from  the  table,  he  shaded 
the  flame  with  his  hand,  and  strove  to  throw  the  light  out- 
side. Still  he  saw  nothing.  Persuaded  that  a  gust  of  wind 
had  disturbed  and  shaken  the  pelisse,  and  that  Rose  had 
been  deceived  by  her  own  fears,  he  again  shut  the  window. 

"Be  satisfied,  children !  The  wind  is  very  high ;  it  is  that 
which  lifted  the  corner  of  the  pelisse." 

"Yet  methought  I  saw  plainly  the  fingers  which  had  hold 
of  it,"  said  Rose,  still  trembling. 

"I  was  looking  at  Dagobert,"  said  Blanche,  "and  I  saw 
nothing." 

"There  was  nothing  to  see,  my  children;  the  thing  is 
clear  enough.  The  window  is  at  least  eight  feet  above  the 
ground ;  none  but  a  giant  could  reach  it  without  a  ladder. 
Now,  had  any  one  used  a  ladder,  there  would  not  have  been 
time  to  remove  it ;  for,  as  soon  as  Rose  cried  out,  I  ran  to 
the  window,  and,  when  I  held  out  the  light,  I  could  see 
nothing." 

"I  must  have  been  deceived,"  said  Rose. 

"You  may  be  sure,  sister,  it  was  only  the  wind,"  added 
Blanche. 

"Then  I  beg  pardon  for  having  disturbed  you,  my  good 
Dagobert." 

"Never  mind!"  replied  the  soldier  musingly;  "I  am  only 
sorry  that  Spoil-sport  is  not  come  back.  He  would  have 
watched  the  window,  and  that  would  have  quite  tranquillized 
you.  But  he  no  doubt  scented  the  stable  of  his  comrade, 
Jovial,  and  will  have  called  in  to  bid  him  good-night  on  the 
road.     I  have  half  a  mind  to  go  and  fetch  him." 

"Oh,  no,  Dagobert !  do  not  leave  us  alone,"  cried  the 
maidens ;  "we  are  too  much  afraid." 
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"Well,  the  dog  is  not  likely  to  remain  away  much  longer, 
and  I  am  sure  we  shall  soon  hear  him  scratching  at  the  door, 
so  we  will  continue  our  story,"  said  Dagobert,  as  he  again 
seated  himself  near  the  head  of  the  bed,  but  this  time  with 
his  face  towards  the  window. 

"Now  the  general  was  prisoner  at  Warsaw,"  continued 
he,  "and  in  love  with  your  mother,  whom  they  wished  to 
marry  to  another.  In  1814,  we  learned  the  finish  of  the  war, 
the  banishment  of  the  Emperor  to  the  Isle  of  Elba,  and  the 
return  of  the  Bourbons.  In  concert  with  the  Prussians  and 
Russians,  who  had  brought  them  back,  they  had  exiled  the 
Emperor.  Learning  all  this,  your  mother  said  to  the  gen- 
eral :  'The  war  is  finished ;  you  are  free,  but  your  Emperor 
is  in  trouble.  You  owe  everything  to  him;  go  and  join  him 
in  his  misfortunes.  I  know  not  when  we  shall  meet  again, 
but  I  shall  never  marry  any  one  but  you,  I  am  yours  till 
death !' — Before  he  set  out  the  general  called  me  to  him,  and 
said :  'Dagobert,  remain  here ;  Mademoiselle  Eva  may  have 
need  of  you  to  fly  from  her  family,  if  they  should  'press  too 
hard  upon  her ;  our  correspondence  will  have  to  pass  through 
your  hands;  at  Paris,  I  shall  see  your  wife  and  son;  I  will 
comfort  them,  and  tell  them  you  are  my  friend.' 

"Always  the  same,"  said  Rose,  with  emotion,  as  she  looked 
affectionately  at  Dagobert. 

"As  faithful  to  the  father  and  mother  as  to  their  chil- 
dren," added  Blanche. 

"To  love  one  was  to  love  them  all,"  replied  the  soldier. 
"Well,  the  general  joined  the  Emperor  at  Elba;  I  remained 
at  Warsaw,  concealed  in  the  neighborhood  of  your  mother's 
house ;  I  received  the  letters,  and  conveyed  them  to  her 
clandestinely.  In  one  of  those  letters — I  feel  proud  to  tell 
you  of  it  my  children — the  general  informed  me  that  the 
Emperor  himself  had  remembered  me." 

"What,  did  he  know  you?" 

"A  little,  I  flatter  myself — 'Oh!  Dagobert!'  said  he  to 
your  father,  who  was  talking  to  him  about  me;  'a  horse- 
grenadier  of  my  old  guard — a  soldier  of  Egypt  and  Italy, 
battered  with  wounds — an  old  dare-devil,  whom  I  decorated 
with  my  own  hand  at  Wagram — I  have  not  forgotten  him !' 
— I  vow,  children,  when  your  mother  read  that  to  me,  I 
tried  like  a  fool." 

"The  Emperor — what  a  fine  golden  face  he  has  on  the 
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silver  cross  with  the  red  rihbon  that  you  would  sometimes 
show  us  when  we  behaved  well!" 

"That  cross — given  by  him — is  my  relic.  It  is  there  in 
my  knapsack,  with  whatever  we  have  of  value — our  little 
purse  and  papers.  But,  to  return  to  your  mother ;  it  was 
a  great  consolation  to  her,  when  I  took  her  letters  from  the 
general,  or  talked  with  her  about  him — for  she  suffered 
much — oh,  so  much!  In  vain  her  parents  tormented  and 
persecuted  her ;  she  always  answered :  T  will  never  marry 
any  one  but  General  Simon.'  A  spirited  woman,  I  can  tell 
you — resigned,  but  wonderfully  courageous.  One  day  she 
received  a  letter  from  the  general;  he  had  left  the  Isle  of 
Elba  with  the  Emperor ;  the  war  had  again  broken  out,  a 
short  campaign,  but  as  fierce  as  ever,  and  heightened  by 
soldiers'  devotion.  In  that  campaign  of  France,  my  chil- 
dren, especially  at  Montmirail,  your  father  fought  like  a 
lion,  and  his  division  followed  his  example.  It  was  no 
longer  valor — it  was  frenzy.  He  told  me  that,  in  Cham- 
pagne, the  peasants  killed  so  many  of  those  Prussians,  that 
their  fields  were  manured  with  them  for  years.  Men, 
women,  children,  all  rushed  upon  them.  Pitchforks,  stones, 
mattocks,  all  served  for  the  slaughter.  It  was  a  true  wolf- 
hunt!" 

T,he  veins  swelled  on  the  soldier's  forehead,  and  his  cheeks 
flushed  as  he  spoke,  for  this  popular  heroism  recalled  to 
his  memory  the  sublime  enthusiasm  of  the  wars  of  the 
republic — those  armed  risings  of  a  whole  people,  from  which 
dated  the  first  steps  of  his  military  career,  as  the  triumphs 
of  the  Empire  were  the  last  days  of  his  service. 

The  orphans,  too,  daughters  of  a  soldier  and  a  brave 
woman,  did  not  shrink  from  the  rough  energy  of  these 
words,  but  felt  their  cheeks  glow,  and  their  hearts  beat 
tumultuously. 

"How  happy  we  are  to  be  the  children  of  so  brave  a 
father !"  cried  Blanche. 

"It  is  a  happiness  and  an  honor  too,  my  children — for 
the  evening  of  the  battle  of  Montmirail,  the  Emperor,  to 
the  joy  of  the  whole  army,  made  your  father  Duke  of  Ligny 
and  Marshal  of  France." 

"Marshal  of  France!"  said  Rose  in  astonishment,  with- 
out understanding  the  exact  meaning  of  the  words. 

"Duke  of  Ligny !"  added  Blanche  with  equal  surprise. 
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"Yes;  Peter  Simon,  the  son  of  a  workman,  became  duke 
and  marshal — there  is  nothing  higher  except  a  king!" 
resumed  Dagobert,  proudly.  "That's  how  the  Emperor 
treated  the  sons  of  the  people,  and,  therefore,  the  people 
were  devoted  to  him.  It  was  all  very  fine  to  tell  them : 
'Your  Emperor  makes  you  food  for  cannon.'  'Stuff  l' 
replied  the  people,  who  are  no  fools,  'another  would  make 
us  food  for  misery.  We  prefer  the  cannon,  with  the  chance 
of  becoming  captain  or  colonel,  marshal,  king — or  invalid ; 
that's  better  than  to  perish  with  hunger,  cold,  and  age,  on 
straw  in  a  garret,  after  toiling  forty  years  for  others.'  " 

"Even  in  France — even  in  Paris,  that  beautiful  city — do 
you  mean  to  say  there  are  poor  people  who  die  of  hunger 
and  misery,  Dagobert?" 

"Even  in  Paris?  Yes,  my  children;  therefore,  I  come 
back  to  the  point — the  cannon  is  better.  With  it,  one  has 
the  chance  of  becoming,  like  your  father,  duke  and  marshal : 
when  I  say  duke  and  marshal,  I  am  partly  right  and  partly 
wrong,  for  the  title  and  the  rank  were  not  recognized  in  the 
end ;  because,  after  Montmirail,  came  a  day  of  gloom,  a  day 
of  great  mourning,  when,  as  the  general  has  told  me,  old 
soldiers  like  myself  wept — yes,  wept ! — on  the  evening  of  a 
battle.     That  day,  my  children,  was  Waterloo !" 

There  was  in  these  simple  words  of  Dagobert  an  expres- 
sion of  such  deep  sorrow,  that  it  thrilled  the  hearts  of  the 
orphans. 

"Alas!"  resumed  the  soldier,  with  a  sigh,  "there  are  days 
which  seem  to  have  a  curse  on  them.  That  same  day,  at 
Waterloo,  the  general  fell,  covered  with  wounds,  at  the  head 
of  a  division  of  the  Guards.  When  he  was  nearly  cured, 
which  was  not  for  a  long  time,  he  solicited  permission  to  go 
to  St.  Helena — another  island  at  the  far  end  of  the  world, 
to  which  the  English  had  carried  the  Emperor,  to  torture 
him  at  their  leisure ;  for  if  he  was  very  fortunate  in  the  first 
instance,  he  had  to  go  through  a  deal  of  hard  rubs  at  last, 
my  poor  children." 

"If  you  talk  in  that  way,  you  will  make  us  cry,  Dagobert." 

"There  is  cause  enough  for  it — the  Emperor  suffered  so 
much !  He  bled  cruelly  at  the  heart,  believe  me.  Unfort- 
unately, the  general  was  not  with  him  at  St.  Helena;  he 
would  have  been  one  more  to  console  him ;  but  they  would 
not  allow  him  to  go.  Then,  exasperated,  like  so  many 
others,  against  the  Bourbons,  the  general  engaged  in  a  con- 
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spiracy  to  recall  the  son  of  the  Emperor.  He  relied 
especially  on  one  regiment,  nearly  all  composed  of  his  old 
soldiers,  and  he  went  down  to  a  place  in  Picardy,  where 
they  were  then  in  garrison ;  but  the  conspiracy  had  already 
been  divulged.  Arrested  the  moment  of  his  arrival,  the 
general  was  taken  before  the  colonel  of  the  regiment.  And 
this  colonel,"  said  the  soldier,  after  a  brief  pause,  "who  do 
you  think  it  was  again  ?  Bah !  it  would  be  too  long  to  tell 
you  all,  and  would  only  make  you  more  sad ;  but  it  was  a 
man  whom  your  father  had  many  reasons  to  hate.  When 
he  found  himself  face  to  face  with  him,  he  said:  'if  you  are 
not  a  coward,  you  will  give  me  one  hour's  liberty,  and  we 
will  fight  to  the  death;  I  hate  you  for  this,  I  despise  you 
for  that' — and  so  on.  The  colonel  accepted  the  challenge, 
ind  gave  your  father  his  liberty  till  the  morrow.  The  duel 
was  a  desperate  one;  the  colonel  was  left  for  dead  on  the 
spot." 

"Merciful  heaven!" 

"The  general  was  yet  wiping  his  sword,  when  a  faithful 
friend  came  to  him,  and  told  him  he  had  only  just  time  to 
save  himself.  In  fact,  he  happily  succeeded  in  leaving 
France — yes,  happily — for  a  fortnight  after,  he  was  con- 
demned to  death  as  a  conspirator." 

"What  misfortunes,  good  heaven!" 

"There  was  some  luck,  however,  in  the  midst  of  his 
troubles.  Your  mother  had  kept  her  promise  bravely,  and 
was  still  waiting  for  him.  She  had  written  to  him :  'The 
Emperor  first,  and  me  next !'  Not  able  to  do  anything 
more  for  the  Emperor,  nor  even  for  his  son,  the  general, 
banished  from  France,  set  out  for  Warsaw.  Your  mother 
had  lost  her  parents,  and  was  now  free;  they  were  married 
— and  I  am  one  of  the  witnesses  to  the  marriage." 

"You  are  right,  Dagobert ;  that  was  great  happiness  in 
the  midst  of  great  misfortunes !" 

"Yes,  they  were  very  happy;  but,  as  it  happened  with 
all  good  hearts,  the  happier  they  were  themselves,  the  more 
they  felt  for  the  sorrows  of  others — and  there  was  quite 
enough  to  grieve  them  at  Warsaw.  The  Russians  had 
again  begun  to  treat  the  Poles  as  their  slaves ;  your  brave 
mother,  though  of  French  origin,  was  a  Pole  in  heart  and 
soul ;  she  spoke  out  boldly  what  others  did  not  dare  speak 
in  a  whisper,  and  all  the  unfortunate  called  her  their  pro- 
tecting angel.     That  was  enough  to  excite  the  suspicions  of 
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the  Russian  governor.  One  day,  a  friend  of  the  general's, 
formerly  a  colonel  in  the  lancers,  a  brave  and  worthy  man, 
was  condemned  to  be  exiled  to  Siberia  for  a  military  plot 
against  the  Russians.  He  took  refuge  in  your  father's 
house,  and  lay  hid  there;  but  his  retreat  was  discovered. 
During  the  next  night,  a  party  of  Cossacks,  commanded  by 
an  officer,  and  followed  by  a  travelling-carriage,  arrive  at 
our  door;  they  rouse  the  general  from  his  sleep  and  take 
him  away  with  them." 

"Oh,  heaven !  what  did  they  mean  to  do  with  him  ?" 

"Conduct  him  out  of  the  Russian  dominions,  with  a 
charge  never  to  return,  on  pain  of  perpetual  imprisonment. 
His  last  words  were:  'Dagobert,  I  entrust  to  thee  my  wife 
and  child !' — for  it  wanted  yet  some  months  of  the  time 
when  you  were  to  be  born.  Well,  notwithstanding  that, 
they  exiled  your  mother  to  Siberia;  it  was  an  opportunity 
to  get  rid  of  her;  she  did  too  much  good  at  Warsaw,  and 
they  feared  her  accordingly.  Not  content  with  banishing 
her,  they  confiscated  all  her  property ;  the  only  favor  she 
could  obtain  was,  that  I  should  accompany  her,  and,  had  it 
not  been  for  Jovial,  whom  the  general  had  given  to  me,  she 
would  have  had  to  make  the  journey  on  foot.  It  was  thus, 
with  her  on  horseback,  and  I  leading  her  as  I  lead  you,  my 
children,  that  we  arrived  at  the  poverty-stricken  village, 
where,  three  months  after,  you  poor  little  things  were  born !" 

"And  our  father?" 

"It  was  impossible  for  him  to  return  to  Russia;  impossi- 
ble for  your  mother  to  think  of  flight,  with  two  children; 
impossible  for  the  general  to  write  to  her,  as  he  knew  not 
where  she  was." 

"So,  since  that  time,  you  have  had  no  news  of  him?" 

"Yes,  my  children — once  we  had  news." 

"And  by  whom?" 

After  a  moment's  silence,  Dagobert  resumed  with  a  singu- 
lar expression  of  countenance:  "By  whom? — by  one  who 
is  not  like  other  men.  Yes — that  you  may  understand  me 
better,  I  will  relate  to  you  an  extraordinary  adventure, 
which  happened  to  your  father  during  his  last  French  cam- 
paign, lie  had  been  ordered  by  the  Emperor  to  carry  a  bat- 
tery, which  was  playing  heavily  on  our  army;  after  several 
unsuccessful  efforts,  the  general  put  himself  at  the  head  of 
a  regiment  of  cuirassiers,  and  charged  the  battery,  intend- 
ing, as  was  his  custom,  to  cut  down  the  men  at  their  guns. 
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He  was  on  horseback,  just  before  the  mouth  of  a  cannon, 
where  all  the  artillerymen  had  been  either  killed  or  wounded, 
when  one  of  them  still  found  strength  to  raise  himself 
upon  one  knee,  and  to  apply  the  lighted  match  to  the  touch- 
hole — and  that  when  your  father  was  about  ten  paces  in 
front  of  the  loaded  piece.'' 

"Oh  !  what  a  peril  for  our  father  !" 

''Never,  he  told  me,  had  he  run  such  imminent  danger — 
for  he  saw  the  artilleryman  apply  the  match,  and  the  gun 
go  off — but,  at  the  very  nick,  a  man  of  tall  stature,  dressed 
as  a  peasant,  and  whom  he  had  not  before  remarked,  threw 
himself  in  front  of  the  cannon." 

"Unfortunate  creature!  what  a  horrible  death!" 

"Yes,"  said  Dagobert,  thoughtfully;  "it  should  have  been 
so.  He  ought  by  rights  to  have  been  blown  into  a  thousand 
pieces.    But  no — nothing  of  the  kind  !" 

"What  do  you  tell  us?" 

"What  the  general  told  me.  'At  the  moment  when  the  gun 
went  off,'  as  he  often  repeated  to  me,  'I  shut  my  eyes  by  an 
involuntary  movement,  that  I  might  not  see  the  mutilated 
body  of  the  poor  wretch  who  had  sacrificed  himself  in  my 
place.  When  I  again  opened  them,  the  first  thing  I  saw  in 
the  midst  of  the  smoke,  was  the  tall  figure  of  this  man, 
standing  erect  and  calm  on  the  same  spot,  and  casting  a  sad 
mild  look  on  the  artilleryman,  who,  with  one  knee  on  the 
ground,  and  his  body  thrown  backward,  gazed  on  him  with 
as  much  terror  as  if  he  had  been  the  devil  in  person.  After- 
wards, in  the  tumult  of  the  battle,  I  lost  sight  of  this  man,' 
added  your  father." 

"Bless  me  Dagobert !  how  can  this  be  possible?" 

"That  is  just  what  I  said  to  the  general.  He  answered 
me,  that  he  had  never  been  able  to  explain  to  himself  this 
event,  which  seemed  as  incredible  as  it  was  true.  More- 
over, your  father  must  have  been  greatly  struck  with  the 
countenance  of  this  man,  who  appeared,  he  said,  about  thirty 
years  of  age — for  he  remarked,  that  his  extremely  black  eye- 
brows were  joined  together,  and  formed,  as  it  were,  one  line 
from  temple  to  temple,  so  that  he  seemed  to  have  a  black 
streak  across  his  forehead.  Remember  this,  my  children; 
you  will  soon  see  why." 

"Oh,  Dagobert !  we  shall  not  forget  it,"  said  the  orphans, 
becoming  more  and  more  astonished  as  he  proceeded. 
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"Is  it  not  strange — this  man  with  a  black  seam  on  his 
forehead  ?" 

"Well,  you  shall  hear.  The  general  had,  as  I  told  you, 
been  left  for  dead  at  Waterloo.  During  the  night  which  he 
passed  on  the  field  of  battle,  in  a  sort  of  delirium  brought 
on  by  the  fever  of  his  wounds,  he  saw,  or  fancied  he  saw, 
this  same  man  bending  over  him,  with  a  look  of  great  mild- 
ness and  deep  melancholy,  stanching  his  wounds,  and  using 
every  effort  to  revive  him.  But  as  your  father,  whose 
senses  were  still  wandering,  repulsed  his  kindness — saying, 
that  after  such  a  defeat,  it  only  remained  to  die — it  appeared 
as  if  this  man  replied  to.  him ;  'You  must  live  for  Eva !' — 
meaning  your  mother,  whom  the  general  had  left  at  War- 
saw, to  join  the  Emperor,  and  make  this  campaign  of 
France." 

"How  stravige,  Dagobert! — And  since  then,  did  our  father 
never  see  this  man?" 

"Yes,  he  saw  him — for  it  was  he  who  brought  news  of 
the  general  to  your  poor  mother." 

"When  was  that?     We  never  heard  of  it." 

"You  remember  that,  on  the  day  your  mother  died,  you 
went  to  the  pine-forest  with  old  Fedora?" 

"Yes,"  answered  Rose,  mournfully;  "to  fetch  some  heath, 
of  which  our  mother  was  so  fond." 

"Poor  mother !"  added  Blanche ;  "she  appeared  so  well 
that  morning,  that  we  could  not  dream  of  the  calamity  which 
awaited  us  before  night." 

"True,  my  children;  I  sang  and  worked  that  morning  in 
the  garden,  expecting,  no  more  than  you  did,  what  was  to 
happen.  Well,  as  I  was  singing  at  my  work,  on  a  sudden  I 
heard  a  voice  ask  me  in  French :  'Is  this  the  village  of 
Milosk?' — I  turned  round,  and  saw  before  me  a  stranger;  I 
looked  at  him  attentively,  and,  instead  of  replying,  fell  back 
two  steps,  quite  stupefied." 

"Ah,  why?" 

"He  was  of  tall  stature,  very  pale,  with  a  high  and  open 
forehead ;  but  his  eyebrows  met,  and  seemed  to  form  one 
black  streak  across  it." 

"Then  it  was  the  same  man  who  had  twice  been  with  our 
father  in  battle?" 

"Yes — it  was  he." 

"But,  Dagobert,"  said  Rose,  thoughtfully,  "is  it  not  a 
long  time  since  these  battles  ?" 


THE    WANDERING    JEW 


59 


"About  sixteen  year-.'' 

"And  of  what  age  was  this  stranger?" 

'"Hardly  more  than  thirty." 

'"Then  how  can  it  be  the  same  man,  who  sixteen  years  be- 
fore, had  been  with  our  father  in  the  war-?" 

"You  are  right,"  said  Dagobert,  after  a  moment's  silence, 
and  shrugging  his  shoulders:  "I  may  have  been  deceived 
1  y  a  chance  likeness — and  yet " 

"Or,  if  it  were  the  same,  he  could  not  have  got  older  all 
that  while." 

"But  did  you  ask  him,  if  he  had  not  formerly  relieved  our 
father?" 

"At  first  I  was  so  surprised  that  I  did  not  think  of  it; 
and  afterwards,  he  remained  so  short  a  time,  that  I  had  no 
opportunity.  Well,  he  asked  me  for  the  village  of  Milosk. 
'You  are  there,  sir,'  said  I,  'but  how  do  you  know  that  I  am 
a  Frenchman?'  'I  heard  you  singing  as  I  passed,'  replied 
he;  'could  you  tell  me  the  house  of  Madame  Simon,  the 
general's  wife?'  'She  lives  here,  sir.'  Then  looking  at  me 
for  some  seconds  in  silence,  he  took  me  by  the  hand  and 
said:  'You  are  the  friend,  of  General  Simon — his  best 
friend?'  Judge  of  my  astonishment,  as  I  answered:  'But, 
sir,  how  do  you  know?'  'He  has  often  spoken  of  you  with 
gratitude.'  'You  have  seen  the  general  then?'  'Yes,  some 
time  ago,  in  India.  I  am  also  his  friend :  I  bring  news  of 
him  to  his  wife,  whom  I  knew  to  be  exiled  in  Siberia.  At 
Tobolsk,  whence  I  come,  I  learned  that  she  inhabits  this 
village.     Conduct  me  to  her  !'  " 

"The  good  traveller — I  love  him  already,"  said  Rose. 

"Yes,  being  father's  friend." 

"I  begged  him  to  wait  an  instant,  whilst  I  went  to  inform 
your  mother,  so  that  the  surprise  might  not  do  her  harm ; 
five  minutes  after,  he  was  beside  her." 

"And  what  kind  of  man  was  this  traveller,  Dagobert?" 

"He  was  very  tall ;  he  wore  a  dark  pelisse,  and  a  fur  cap, 
and  had  long  black  hair." 

"Was  he  handsome?" 

"Yes,  my  children — very  handsome ;  but  with  so  mild 
and  melancholy  an  air,  that  it  pained  my  heart  to  see  him." 

"Poor  man!  he  had  doubtless  known  some  great  sorrow." 

"Your  mother  had  been  closeted  with  him  for  some  min- 
utes, when  she  called  me  to  her  and  said  that  she  had  just 
received  good  news  of  the  general.     She  was  in  tears,  and 
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had  before  her  a  large  packet  of  papers ;  it  was  a  kind  of 
journal,  which  your  father  had  written  every  evening  to  con- 
sole himself ;  not  being  able  to  speak  to  her,  he  told  the 
paper  all  that  he  would  have  told  her." 

"Oh!  where  are  these  papers,  Dagobert?" 

"There,  in  the  knapsack,  with  my  cross  and  our  purse. 
One  day  I  will  give  them  to  you :  but  I  have  picked  out  a 
few  leaves  here  and  there  for  you  to  read  presently.  You 
will  see  why." 

"Had  our  father  been  long  in  India?" 

"I  gathered  from  the  few  words  which  your  mother  said, 
that  the  general  had  gone  to  that  country,  after  fighting  for 
the  Greeks  against  the  Turks — for  he  always  liked  to  side 
with  the  weak  against  the  strong.  In  India  he  made  fierce 
war  against  the  English,  they  had  murdered  our  prisoners  in 
pontoons,  and  tortured  the  Emperor  at  St.  Helena,  and  the 
war  was  a  doubly  good  one,  for  in  harming  them  he  served 
a  just  cause." 

"What  cause  did  he  serve  then?" 

"That  of  one  of  the  poor  native  princes,  whose  territories 
the  English,  lay  waste,  till  the  day  when  they  can  take 
possession  of  them  against  law  and  right.  You  see,  my 
children,  it  was  once  more  the  weak  against  the  strong,  and 
your  father  did  not  miss  this  opportunity.  In  a  few  months 
he  had  so  well-trained  and  disciplined  the  twelve  or  fifteen 
thousand  men  of  the  prince,  that,  in  two  encounters,  they 
cut  to  pieces  the  English  sent  against  them,  and  who,  no 
doubt,  had  in  their  reckoning  left  out  your  brave  father,  my 
children.  But  come,  you  shall  read  some  pages  of  his  jour- 
nal, which  will  tell  you  more  and  better  than  I  can.  More- 
over, you  will  find  in  them  a  name  which  you  ought  always 
to  remember;  that's  why  I  chose  this  passage." 

"Oh,  what  happiness !  To  read  the  pages  written  by  our 
father,  is  almost  to  hear  him  speak,"  said  Rose. 

"It  is  as  if  he  were  close  beside  us,"  added  Blanche. 

And  the  girls  stretched  out  their  hands  with  eagerness, 
to  catch  hold  of  the  leaves  that  Dagobert  had  taken  from 
his  pocket.  Then,  by  a  simultaneous  movement,  full  of 
touching  grace,  they  pressed  the  writing  of  their  father  in 
silence  to  their  lips. 

"You  will  see  also,  my  children,  at  the  end  of  this  letter, 
why  I  was  surprised  that  your  guardian  angel,  as  you  say, 
should  be  called  Gabriel.     Read,  read,"  added  the  soldier, 
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observing  the  puzzled  air  of  the  orphans.  "Only  I  ought  to 
tell  you,  that,  when  he  wrote  this,  the  general  had  not  yet 
fallen  in  with  the  traveller  who  brought  the  papers." 

Rose,  sitting  up  in  her  bed,  took  the  leaves,  and  began  to 
read  in  a  soft  and  trembling  voice,  "Blanche,  with  her  head 
resting  on  her  sister's  shoulder,  followed  attentively  every 
word.  One  could  even  see,  by  the  slight  motion  of  her  lips, 
that  she  too  was  reading,  but  only  to  herself. 


CHAPTER  "VIII. 

EXTRACTS    FROM    GENERAL    SIMON'S   DIARY. 

Bivouac  on  the  Mountains  of  Ava*,  February  the  20th,  1830. 

"Each  time  I  add  some  pages  to  this  journal,  written  now 
in  the  heart  of  India,  where  the  fortune  of  my  wandering 
and  proscribed  existence  has  thrown  me — a  journal  which, 
alas !  my  beloved  Eva,  you  may  never  read — I  experience  a 
sweet,  yet  painful  emotion ;  for,  although  to  converse  thus 
with  you  is  a  consolation,  it  brings  back  the  bitter  thought 
that  I  am  unable  to  see  or  speak  to  you. 

"Still,  if  these  pages  should  ever  meet  your  eyes, 
your  generous  heart  will  throb  at  the  name  of  the  in- 
trepid being,  to  whom  I  am  this  day  indebted  for  my  life, 
and  to  whom  I  may  thus  perhaps  owe  the  happiness  of  see- 
ing you  again — you  and  my  child — for  of  course  our  child 
lives.  Yes,  it  must  be — for  else,  poor  wife,  what  an  exist- 
ence would  be  yours  amid  the  horrors  of  exile !  Dear  soul ! 
he  must  now  be  fourteen.  Whom  does  he  resemble  ?  Is  'he 
like  you?  Has  he  your  large  and  beautiful  blue  eyes? — 
Madman  that  I  am !  how  many  times,  in  this  long  day-book, 
have  I  already  asked  the  same  idle  question,  to  which  you 
can  return  no  answer ! — How  many  times  shall  I  continue  to 
ask  it? — But  you  will  teach  our  child  to  speak  and  love  the 
somewhat  savage  name  of  Djahna." 

"Djalma !"  said  Rose,  as  with  moist  eyes  she  left  off  read- 
ing. 

"Djalma!"  repeated  Blanche,  who  shared  the  emotion  of 
her  sister.     "Oh,  we  shall  never  forget  that  name." 

"And  you  will  do  well,  my  children ;  for  it  seems  to  be 
the  name  of  a  famous  soldier,  though  a  very  young  one.  But 
go  on.  my  little  Rose !" 

"I  have  told  you  in  the  preceding  pages,  my  dear  Eva,  of 
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the  two  glorious  days  we  had  this  month.  The  troops  of  my 
old  friend,  the  prince,  which  daily  make  fresh  advances  in 
European  discipline,  have  performed  wonders.  We  have 
beaten  the  English,  and  obliged  them  to  abandon  a  portion 
of  this  unhappy  country,  which  they  had  invaded  in  con- 
tempt of  all  the  rights  of  justice,  and  which  they  continue 
to  ravage  without  mercy,  for,  in  these  parts,  warfare  is 
another  name  for  treachery,  pillage,  and  massacre.  This 
morning,  after  a  toilsome  march  through  a  rocky  and 
mountainous  district,  we  received  information  from  our 
scouts,  that  the  enemy  had  been  reinforced,  and  was  prepar- 
ing to  act  on  the  offensive;  and,  as  we  were  separated  from 
them  by  a  distance  of  a  few  leagues  only,  an  engagement 
became  inevitable.  My  old  friend  the  prince,  the  father  of 
my  deliverer,  was  impatient  to  march  to  the  attack.  The 
action  began  about  three  o'clock ;  it  was  very  bloody  and 
furious.  Seeing  that  our  men  wavered  for  a  moment,  for 
they  were  inferior  in  number,  and  the  English  reinforce- 
ments consisted  of  fresh  troops,  I  charged  at  the  head  of 
our  weak  reserve  of  cavalry.  The  old  prince  was  in  the 
centre,  fighting,  as  he  always  fights,  intrepidly;  his  son, 
Djalma,  scarcely  eighteen,  as  brave  as  his  father,  did  not 
leave  my  side.  In  the  hottest  part  of  the  engagement,  my 
horse  was  killed  under  me,  and  rolling  over  into  a  ravine, 
along  the  edge  of  which  I  was  riding,  I  found  myself  so 
awkwardly  entangled  beneath  him,  that  for  an  instant  I 
thought  my  thigh  was  broken." 

"Poor  father!"  said  Blanche. 

"This  time,  happily,  nothing  more  dangerous  ensued — 
thanks  to  Djalma!  You  see,  Dagobert,"  added  Rose,  "that 
I  remember  the  name."    And  she  continued  to  read: 

"The  English  thought — and  a  very  flattering  opinion  it 
was — that,  if  they  could  kill  me,  they  would  make  short 
work  of  the  prince's  arrrfy.  So  a  Sepoy  officer,  with  five  or 
six  irregulars — cowardly,  ferocious  plunderers — seeing  me 
roll  down  the  ravine,  threw  themselves  into  it  to  despatch  me. 
Surrounded  by  fire  and  smoke,  and  carried  away  by  their 
ardor,  our  mountaineers  had  not  seen  me  fall;  but  Djalma 
never  left  me.  He  leaped  into  the  ravine  to  my  assistance, 
and  his  cool  intrepidity  saved  my  life.  He  had  held  the  fire 
of  his  double-barrelled  carbine ;  with  one  load,  he  killed  the 
officer  on  the  spot;  with  the  other  he  broke  the  arm  of  an 
irregular,  who  had  already  pierced  my  left  hand  with  his 
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bayonet.  But  do  not  be  alarmed,  dear  Eva;  it  is  nothing 
— only  a  scratch." 

"Wounded — again  wounded — alas!"  cried  Blanche,  clasp- 
ing her  hands  together,  and  interrupting  her  sister. 

"Take  courage!"  said  Dagobert:  "I  dare  say  it  was  only 
a  scratch,  as  the  general  calls  it.  Formerly,  he  used  to  call 
wounds,  which  did  not  disable  a  man  from  fighting,  blank 
wounds.     There  was  no  one  like  him  for  such  sayings." 

"Djalma,  seeing  me  wounded,"  resumed  Rose,  wiping  her 
eyes,  "made  use  of  his  heavy  carbine  as  a  club,  and  drove 
back  the  soldiers.  At  that  instant,  I  perceived  a  new  assail- 
ant, who,  sheltered  behind  a  clump  of  bamboos  which  com- 
manded the  ravine,  slowly  lowered  his  long  gun,  placed  the 
barrel  between  two  branches,  and  took  deliberate  aim  at 
Djalma.  Before  my  shouts  could  apprise  him  of  his  danger, 
the  brave  youth  had  received  a  ball  in  his  breast.  Feeling 
himself  hit,  he  fell  back  involuntarily  two  paces,  and  dropped 
upon  one  knee :  but  he  still  remained  firm,  endeavoring  to 
cover  me  with  his  body.  You  may  conceive  my  rage  and 
despair,  whilst  all  my  efforts  to  disengage  myself  were 
paralyzed  by  the  excruciating  pain  in  my  thigh.  Powerless 
and  disarmed,  I  witnessed  for  some  moments  this  unequal 
struggle. 

"Djalma  was  losing  blood  rapidly;  his  strength  of  arm 
began  to  fail  him  ;  already  one  of  the  irregulars,  inciting  his 
comrades  with  his  voice,  drew  from  his  belt  a  huge,  heavy 
kind  of  bill-hook,  when  a  dozen  of  our  mountaineers  made 
their  appearance,  borne  towards  the  spot  by  the  irresistible 
current  of  the  battle.  Djalma  was  rescued  in  his  turn,  I 
was  released,  and,  in  a  quarter  of  an  hour,  I  was  able  to 
mount  a  horse.  The  fortune  of  the  day  is  ours,  though  with 
severe  loss ;  but  the  fires  of  the  English  camp  are  still  visible, 
and  to-morrow  the  conflict  will  be  decisive.  Thus,  my  be- 
loved Eva,  I  owe  my  life  to  this  youth.  Happily,  his  wound 
occasions  "us  no  uneasiness ;  the  ball  only  glanced  along  the 
ribs  in  a  slanting  direction." 

"The  brave  boy  might  have  said :  "  'A  blank  wound,'  like 
the  general,"  observed  Dagobert. 

"Now,  my  dear  Eva,"  continued  Rose,  "you  must  become 
acquainted,  by  means  of  this  narrative  at  least,  with  the  in- 
trepid Djalma.  He  is  but  just  eighteen.  With  one  word,  I 
will  paint  for  you  his  noble  and  valiant  nature ;  it  is  a 
custom  of  this  country  to  give  surnames,  and    when   only 
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fifteen,  he  was  called  'The  Generous' — by  which  was,  of 
course,  meant  generous  in  heart  and  mind.  By  another 
custom,  no  less  touching  than  whimsical,  this  name  has 
reverted  to  his  parent,  who  is  called  'The  Father  of  the 
Generous,'  and  who  might,  with  equal  propriety,  be  called 
'The  Just,'  for  this  old  Indian  is  a  rare  example  of  chivalrous 
honor  and  proud  independence.  He  might,  like  so  many 
other  poor  princes  of  this  country,  have  humbled  himself 
before  the  execrable  despotism  of  the  English,  bargained  for 
the  relinquishment  of  sovereign  power,  and  submitted  to 
brute  force — but  it  was  not  in  his  nature.  'My  whole 
rights,  or  a  grave  in  my  native  mountains !' — such  is  his 
motto.  And  this  is  no  empty  boast;  it  springs  from  the 
conviction  of  what  is  right  and  just.  'But  you  will  be 
crushed  in  the  struggle,'  I  have  said  to  him — 'My  friend,' 
he  answered,  'what  if,  to  force  you  to  a  disgraceful  act, 
you  were  told  to  yield  or  die  ?' — From  that  day  I  understood 
him,  and  have  devoted  myself,  mind  and  body,  to  the  ever 
sacred  cause  of  the  weak  against  the  strong.  You  see,  my 
Eva,  that  Djalma  shows  himself  worthy  of  such  a  father. 
This  young  Indian  is  so  proud,  so  heroic  in  his  bravery,  that, 
like  a  young  Greek  of  Leonidas'  age,  he 'fights  with  his  breast 
bare;  while  other  warriors  of  his  country  (who,  indeed, 
usually  have  arms,  breast,  and  shoulders  uncovered)  wear, 
in  time  of  battle,  a  thick,  impenetrable  vest.  The  rash 
daring  of  this  youth  reminds  me  of  Murat,  King  of  Naples, 
who,  I  have  so  often  told  you,  I  have  seen  a  hundred  times 
leading  the  most  desperate  charges  with  nothing  but  a 
riding-whip  in  his  hand." 

"That's  another  of  those  kings  I  was  telling  you  of,  whom 
the  Emperor  set  up  for  his  amusement,"  said  Dagobert.  "I 
once  saw  a  Prussian  officer  prisoner,  whose  face  had  been 
cut  across  by  that  mad-cap  King  of  Naples'  riding-whip; 
the  mark  was  there,  a  black  and  blue  stripe.  The  Prussian 
swore  he  was  dishonored,  and  that  a  sabre-cut  would  have 
been  preferable.  I  should  rather  think  so !  That  devil  of  a 
king ;  he  only  had  one  idea :  'Forward,  on  to  the  cannon !' 
As  soon  as  they  began  to  cannonade,  one  would  have  thought 
the  guns  were  calling  him  with  all  their  might,  for  he  was 
soon  up  to  them  with  his  'Here  I  am!'  If  I  speak  to  you 
about  him,  my  children,  it's  because  he  was  fond  of  repeat- 
ing; 'No  one  can  break  through  a  square  of  infantry,  if 
General  Simon  or  I  can't  do  it.'  " 
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Rose  continued : 

"I  have  observed  with  pain,  that,  notwithstanding  his 
youth,  Djalma  is  often  subject  to  fits  of  deep  melancholy 
At  times,  I  have  seen  him  exchange  with  his  father  looks  of 
singular  import.  In  spite  of  our  mutual  attachment,  I 
believe  that  both  conceal  from  me  some  sad  family  secret,  in 
so  far  as  I  can  judge  from  expressions  which  have  dropped 
from  them  by  chance. 

''It  relates  to  some  strange  event,  which  their  vivid  imag- 
inations have  invested  with  a  supernatural  character. 

"And  vet,  my  love,  you  and  I  have  no  longer  the  right  to 
smile  at  the  credulity  of  others.  I,  since  the  French  cam- 
paign, when  I  met  with  that  extraordinary  adventure,  which, 
to  this  day,  I  am  quite  unable  to  understand " 

"This  refers  to  the  man  who  threw  himself  before  the 
mouth  of  the  cannon,"  said  Dagobert. 

"And  you,"  continued  the  maiden,  still  reading,  "you,  my 
dear  Eva,  since  the  visits  of  that  young  and  beautiful  woman, 
whom,  as  your  mother  asserted,  she  had  seen  at  her  mother's 
house  forty  years  before." 

The  orphans,  in  amazement,  looked  at  the  soldier. 

"Your  mother  never  spoke  to  me  of  that,  nor  the  genera' 
either,  my  children ;  this  is  as  strange  to  'me  as  it  is  to  you." 

With  increasing  excitement  and  curiosity,  Rose  continued: 

"After  all,  my  dear  Eva,  things  which  appear  very  ex* 
traordinary,  may  often  be  explained  by  a  chance  resemblance 
or  a  freak  of  nature.  Marvels  being  always  the  result  of 
optical  illusion  or  heated  fancy,  a  time  must  come,  when 
that  which  appeared  to  be  superhuman  or  supernatural,  will 
prove  to  be  the  most  simple  and  natural  event  in  the  world. 
I  doubt  not,  therefore,  that  the  things,  which  we  denominate 
our  prodigies,  will  one  day  receive  this  commonplace 
solution." 

"You  see,  my  children — things  appear  marvellous,  which 
at  bottom  are  quite  simple — though  for  a  long  time  we 
understand  nothing  about  them." 

"As  our  father  relates  this,  we  must  believe  it,  and  not 
be  astonished — eh,  sister?" 

"Yes,  truly — since  it  will  all  be  explained  one  day." 

"For  example,"  said  Dagobert,  after  a  moment's  reflec- 
tion, "you  two  are  so  much  alike,  that  any  one,  who  was 
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not  in  the  habit  of  seeing  you  daily,  might  easily  take  one 
for  the  other.  Well !  if  they  did  not  know  that  you  are,  so 
to  speak,  'doubles,'  they  might  think  an  imp  was  at  work 
instead  of  such  good  little  angels  as  you  are." 

"You  are  right,  Dagobert ;  in  this  way  many  things  may 
be  explained,  even  as  our  father  says."  And  Rose  continued 
to  read: 

"Not  without  pride,  my  gentle  Eva,  have  I  learned  that 
Djalma  has  French  blood  in  his  veins.  His  father  married, 
some  years  ago,  a  young  girl,  whose  family,  of  French  origin, 
had  long  been  settled  at  Batavia  in  the  island  of  Java.  This 
similarity  of  circumstances  between  my  old  friend  and 
myself — for  your  family  also,  my  Eva,  is  of  French  origin, 
and  long  settled  in  a  foreign  land — has  only  served  to 
augment  my  sympathy  for  him.  Unfortunately,  he  has  long 
had  to  mourn  the  loss  of  the  wife  whom  he  adored. 

"See,  my  beloved  Eva !  my  hand  trembles  as  I  write  these 
words.  I  am  weak — I  am  foolish — but,  alas !  my  heart  sinks 
within  me.  If  such  a  misfortune  were  to  happen  to  me — Oh, 
my  God ! — what  would  become  of  our  child  without  thee — 
without  his  father — in  that  barbarous  country  ?  But  no ! 
the  very  fear  is  madness ;  and  yet  what  a  horrible  torture  is 
uncertainty !  Where  may  you  now  be  ?  What  are  you 
doing?  What  has  become  of  you?  Pardon  these  black 
thoughts,  which  are  sometimes  too  much  for  me.  They  are 
the  cause  of  my  worst  moments — for,  when  free  from  them, 
I  can  at  least  say  to  myself :  I  am  proscribed,  I  am  every 
way  unfortunate — but,  at  the  other  end  of  the  world,  two 
hearts  still  beat  for  me  with  affection — yours,  my  Eva,  and 
our  child's !" 

Rose  could  hardly  finish  this  passage ;  for  some  seconds 
her  voice  was  broken  by  sobs.  There  was  indeed  a  fatal 
coincidence  between  the  fears  of  General  Simon  and  the  sad 
reality ;  and  what  could  be  more  touching  than  these  outpour- 
ings of  the  heart,  written  by  the  light  of  a  watch-fire,  on 
the  eve  of  battle,  by  a  soldier  who  thus  sought  to  soothe  the 
pangs  of  a  separation,  which  he  felt  bitterly,  but  knew  not 
would  be  eternal  ? 

"Poor  general !  he  is  unaware  of  our  misfortune,"  said 
Dagobert,  after  a  moment's  silence;  "but  neither  has  he 
heard  that  he  has  two  children,  instead  of  one.  That  will 
be  at  least  some  consolation.  But  come,  Blanche ;  do  go  on 
reading:   I   fear  that  this  dwelling  on  grief   fatigues  your 
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sister,  and  she  is  too  much  affected  by  it.  Besides,  after  all, 
it  is  only  just,  that  you  should  take  your  share  of  its  pleas- 
ure and  its  sorrow." 

Blanche  took  the  letter,  and  Rose,  having  dried  her  eyes, 
laid  in  her  turn  her  sweet  head  on  the  shoulder  of  her  sister, 
who  thus  continued : 

"I  am  calmer  now,  my  dear  Eva ;  I  left  off  writing  for  a 
moment,  and  strove  to  banish  those  black  presentiments. 
Let  us  resume  our  conversation !  After  discoursing  so  long 
about  India,  I  will  talk  to  you  a  little  of  Europe.  Yester- 
day evening,  one  of  our  people  (a  trusty  fellow)  rejoined  our 
outposts.  He  brought  me  a  letter,  which  had  arrived  from 
France  at  Calcutta ;  at  length,  I  have  news  of  my  father, 
and  am  no  longer  anxious  on  his  account.  This  letter  is 
dated  in  August  of  last  year.  I  see  by  its  contents,  that 
several  other  letters,  to  which  he  alludes,  have  either  been 
delayed  or  lost ;  for  I  had  not  received  any  for  two  years 
before,  and  was  extremely  uneasy  about  him.  But  my  ex- 
cellent father  is  the  same  as  ever !  Age  has  not  weakened 
him ;  his  character  is  as  energetic,  his  health  as  robust,  as 
in  times  past — still  a  workman,  still  proud  of  his  order, 
still  faithful  to  his  austere  republican  ideas,  still  hoping 
much. 

"For  he  says  to  me,  'the  time  is  at  hand,'  and  he  under- 
lines those  words.  He  gives  me  also,  as  you  will  see,  good 
news  of  the  family  of  old  Dagobert,  our  friend — for  in  truth, 
my  dear  Eva,  it  soothes  my  grief  to  think,  that  this  excel- 
lent man  is  with  you,  that  he  will  have  accompanied  you  in 
your  exile — for  I  know  him — a  kernel  of  gold  beneath  the 
rude  rind  of  a  soldier !    How  he  must  love  our  child  !" 

Here  Dagobert  coughed  two  or  three  times,  stooped  down, 
and  appeared  to  be  seeking  on  the  ground  the  little  red  and 
blue  check-handkerchief  spread  over  his  knees.  He  remained 
thus  bent  for  some  seconds,  and,  when  he  raised  himself, 
he  drew  his  hand  across  his  moustache. 

"How  well  father  knows  you!" 

"How  rightly  has  he  guessed  that  you  would  love  us !" 

"Well,  well,  children;  pass  over  that! — Let's  come  to  the 
part  where  the  general  speaks  of  my  little  Agricola,  and  of 
Gabriel,  my  wife's  adopted  child.  Poor  woman  !  when  I  think 
that  in  three  months  perhaps — but  come,  child ;  read,  read," 
added  the  old  soldier,  wishing  to  conceal  his  emotion. 

"I  still  hope  against  hope,  my  dear  Eva,  that  these  pages 
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will  one  day  reach  you,  and  therefore  I  wish  to  insert  in 
them  all  that  can  be  interesting  to  Dagobert.  It  will  be  a 
consolation  to  him,  to  have  some  news  of  his  family.  .My 
father,  who  is  still  foreman  at  Mr.  Hardy's,  tells  me  that 
worthy  man  has  also  taken  into  his  house  the  son  of  old 
Dagobert.  Agricola  works  under  my  father,  who  is  en- 
chanted with  him.  He  is,  he  tells  me,  a  tall  and  vigorous  lad, 
who  wields  the  heavy  forge-hammer  as  if  it  were  a  feather, 
and  is  light-spirited  as  he  is  intelligent  and  laborious.  He 
lis  the  best  workman  on  the  establishment ;  and  this  does  not 
prevent  him  in  the  evening,  after  his  hard  day's  work,  when 
he  returns  home  to  his  mother,  whom  he  truly  loves,  from 
making  songs  and  writing  excellent  patriotic  verses.  His 
poetry  is  full  of  fire  and  energy;  his  fellow-workmen  sing 
nothing  else,  and  his  lays  have  the  power  to  warm  the  coldest 
and  the  most  timid  hearts." 

"How  proud  you  must  be  of  your  son,  Dagobert,''  said 
Rose,  in  admiration ;  "he  writes  songs." 

"Certainly,  it  is  all  very  fine — but  what  pleases  me  best 
is,  that  he  is  good  to  his  mother,  and  that  he  handles  the 
hammer  with  a  will.  As  for  the  songs,  before  he  makes  a 
'Rising  of  the  People,'  or  a  'Marseillaise,'  he  will  have 
had  to  beat  a  good  deal  of  iron ;  but  where  can  this  rascally 
sweet  Agricola  have  learned  to  make  songs  at  all? — No 
doubt,  it  was  at  school,  where  he  went,  as  you  will  see,  with 
his  adopted  brother  Gabriel." 

At  this  name  of  Gabriel,  which  reminded  them  of  the  im- 
aginary being  whom  they  called  their  guardian  angel,  the 
curiosity  of  the  young  girls  was  greatly  excited.  With 
redoubled  attention,  Blanche  continued  in  these  words : 

"The  adopted  brother  of  Agricola  the  poor  deserted  child 
whom  the  wife  of  our  good  Dagobert  so  generously  took  in, 
forms,  my  father  tells  me,  a  great  contrast  with  Agricola; 
not  in  heart,  for  they  have  both  excellent  hearts ;  but  Gabriel 
is  as  thoughtful  and  melancholy  as  Agricola  is  lively,  joyous, 
and  active.  Moreover,  adds  my  father,  each  of  them,  so  to 
speak,  has  the  aspect  which  belongs  to  his  character.  Agri- 
cola is  dark,  tall,  and  strong,  with  a  gay  and  bold  air; 
Gabriel,  on  the  contrary,  is  weak,  fair,  timid  as  a  girl,  and 
his  face  wears  an  expression  of  angelic  mildness." 

The  orphans  looked  at  each  other  in  surprise ;  then,  as  they 
turned  towards  the  soldier  their  ingenuous  countenances, 
Rose  said  to  him;  "Have  you  heard,   Dagobert?     Father 
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says,  that  your  Gabriel  is  fair,  and  has  the  face  of  an  angel. 
Why,  'tis  exactly  like  ours!" 

"Yes,  yes,  I  heard  very  well ;  it  is  that  which  surprised 
me,  in  your  dream." 

"I  should  like  to  know,  if  he  has  also  blue  eyes,"  said 
Rose. 

"As  for  that,  my  children,  though  the  general  says  nothing* 
about  it,  I  will  answer  for  it:  your  fair  boys  have^always 
blue  eyes.  But,  blue  or  black,  he  will  not  use  them  to  stare 
at  young  ladies ;  go  on,  and  you  will  see  why." 

Blanche  resumed : 

"His  face  wears  an  expression  of  angelic  mildness.  One 
of  the  Brothers  of  the  Christian  Schools,  where  he  went 
with  Agricola  and  other  children  of  his  quarter,  struck  with 
his  intelligence  and  good  disposition,  spoke  of  him  to  a 
person  of  consequence,  who,  becoming  interested  in  the  lad, 
placed  him  in  a  seminary  for  the  clergy,  and,  since  the  last 
two  years,  Gabriel  is  a  priest.  He  intends  devoting  himself 
to  foreign  missions,  and  will  soon  set  out  for  America." 

"Your  Gabriel  is  a  priest,  it  appears?"  said  Rose,  looking 
at  Dagobert. 

"While  ours  is  an  angel,"  added  Blanche. 

"Which  only  proves  that  yours  is  a  step  higher  than 
mine.  Well,  every  one  to  his  taste ;  there  are  good  people 
in  all  trades ;  but  I  prefer  that  it  should  be  Gabriel  who 
has  chosen  the  black  gown.  I'd  rather  see  my  boy  with 
arms  bare,  hammer  in  hand,  and  a  leathern  apron  round  him, 
neither  more  nor  less  than  your  old  grandfather,  my  chil- 
dren— the  father  of  Marshal  Simon,  Duke  of  Ligny — for, 
after  all,  marshal  and  duke  he  is  by  the  grace  of  the 
Emperor.     Now  finish  your  letter." 

"Soon,  alas,  yes!"  said  Blanche;  "there  are  only  a  few 
lines  left."    And  she  proceeded : 

"Thus,  my  dear,  loving  Eva,  if  this  journal  should  ever 
reach  its  destination,  you  will  be  able  to  satisfy  Dagobert  as 
to  the  position  of  his  wife  and  son,  whom  he  left  for  our 
sakes.  How  can  we  ever  repay  such  a  sacrifice?  But  I 
feel  sure,  that  your  good  and  generous  heart  will  have 
found  some  means  of  compensation. 

"Adieu ! — Again  adieu,  for  to-day,  my  beloved  Eva ;  I 
left  off  writing  for  a  moment,  to  visit  the  tent  of  Djalma. 
He  slept  peacefully,  and  his  father  watched  beside  him ; 
with  a  smile,  he  banished  my  fears.     This  intrepid  young 
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man  is  no  longer  in  any  danger.  May  he  still  be  spared  in 
the  combat  of  to-morrow!  Adieu,  my  gentle  Eva!  the 
night  is  silent  and  calm ;  the  fires  of  the  bivouac  are  slowly 
dying  out,  and  our  poor  mountaineers  repose  after  this 
bloody  day ;  I  can  hear,  from  hour  to  hour,  the  distant  all's- 
well  of  our  sentinels.  Those  foreign  words  bring  back  my 
grief ;  they  remind  me  of  what  I  sometimes  forget  in  writ- 
ing— that  I  am  far  away,  separated  from  you  and  from  my 
child !  Poor,  beloved  beings !  what  will  be  your  destiny  ? 
Ah !  if  I  could  only  send  you,  in  time,  that  medal,  which, 
by  a  fatal  accident,  I  carried  away  with  me  from  Warsaw, 
you  might,  perhaps,  obtain  leave  to  visit  France,  or  at  least 
to  send  our  child  there  with  Dagobert ;   for  you  know  of 

what   importance But   why  add   this   sorrow   to   all   the 

rest?  Unfortunately,  the  years  are  passing  away,  the  fatal 
day  will  arrive,  and  this  last  hope,  in  which  I  live  for  you, 
will  also  be  taken  from  me :  but  I  will  not  close  the  evening 
by  so  sad  a  thought.  Adieu,  my  beloved  Eva !  Clasp  oui 
child  to  your  bosom,  and  cover  it  with  all  the  kisses  which 
I  send  to  both  of  you  from  the  depths  of  exile !" 

"Till  to-morrow — after  the  battle!" 

The  reading  of  this  touching  letter  was  followed  by 
a  long  silence.  The  tears  of  Rose  and  Blanche  flowed 
together.  Dagobert,  with  his  head  resting  on  his  hand,  was 
absorbed  in  painful  reflections. 

Without  doors,  the  wind  had  now  augmented  in  violence; 
a  heavy  rain  began  to  beat  on  the  sounding  panes ;  the  most 
profound  silence  reigned  in  the  interior  of  the  inn.  But, 
whilst  the  daughters  of  General  Simon  were  reading  with 
such  deep  emotion,  these  fragments  of  their  father's  journal, 
a  strange  and  mysterious  scene  transpired  in  the  menagerie 
of  the  brute-tamer. 


CHAPTER  IX. 

THE      CAGES. 


Morok  had  prepared  himself.  Over  his  deer-skin  vest 
he  had  drawn  the  coat  of  mail — that  steel  tissue,  as  pliable 
as  cloth,  as  hard  as  diamonds ;  next,  clothing  his  arms  and 
legs  in  their  proper  armor,  and  his  feet  in  iron-bound 
buskins,  and  concealing  all  this  defensive  equipment  under 
loose  trousers  and  an  ample  pelisse  carefully  buttoned,  he 
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took  in  his  hand  a  long  bar  of   iron,   white-hot,   set   in  a 
wooden  handle. 

Though  long  ago  daunted  by  the  skill  and  energy  of  the 
Prophet,  his  tiger  Cain,  his  lion  Judas,  and  his  black 
panther  Death,  had  sometimes,  attempted,  in  a  moment  of 
rebellion,  to  try  their  fangs  and  claws  on  his  person;  but, 
thanks  to  the  armor  concealed  beneath  his  pelisse,  they 
blunted  their  claws  upon  a  skin  of  steel,  and  notched  their 
fangs  upon  arms  or  legs  of  iron,  whilst  a  slight  touch  of 
their  master's  metallic  wand  left  a  deep  furrow  in  their 
smoking,  shrivelled  flesh. 

Finding  the  inutility  of  their  efforts,  and  endowed  with 
strong  memory,  the  beasts  soon  learned  that  their  teeth 
and  claws  were  powerless  when  directed  against  this 
invulnerable  being.  Hence,  their  terrified  submission 
reached  to  such  a  point  that,  in  his  public  representations, 
their  master  could  make  them  crouch  and  cower  at  his  feet 
by  the  least  movement  of  a  little  wand  covered  with  flame- 
colored  paper. 

The  Prophet,  thus  armed  with  care,  and  holding  in  his 
hand  the  iron  made  hot  by  Goliath,  descended  by  the  trap- 
door of  the  loft  into  the  large  shed  beneath,  in  which  were 
deposited  the  cages  of  his  animals.  A  mere  wooden  par- 
tition separated  this  shed  from  the  stable  that  contained  his 
horses. 

A  lantern,  with  a  reflector,  threw  a  vivid  light  on  the 
cages.  They  were  four  in  number.  A  wide  iron  grating 
formed  their  sides,  turning  at  one  end  upon  hinges  like  a 
door,  so  as  to  give  ingress  to  the  animal ;  the  bottom  of 
each  den  rested  on  two  axle-trees  and  four  small  iron 
castors,  so  that  they  could  easily  be  removed  to  the  large 
covered  wagon  in  which  they  were  placed  during  a  journey. 
One  of  them  was  empty ;  the  other  three  contained,  as 
already  intimated,  a  panther,  a  tiger,  and  a  lion. 

The  panther,  originally  from  Java,  seemed  to  merit  the 
gloomy  name  of  Death,  by  her  grim,  ferocious  aspect. 
Completely  black,  she  lay  crouching  and  rolled  up  in  the 
bottom  of  her  cage,  and  her  dark  hues  mingling  with  the 
obscurity  which  surrounded  her,  nothing  was  distinctly 
visible  but  fixed  and  glaring  eyes — yellow  balls  of  phos- 
phoric light,  which  only  kindled,  as  it  were,  in  the  night- 
time; for  it  is  the  nature  of  all  the  animals  of  the  feline 
species  to  enjoy  entire  clearness  of  vision  but  in  darkness. 
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The  Prophet  entered  the  stable  in  silence :  the  dark  red  of 
his  long  pelisse  contrasted  with  the  pale  yellow  of  his 
straight  hair  and  beard;  the  lantern,  placed  at  some  height 
above  the  ground,  threw  its  rays  full  upon  this  man,  and 
the  strong  light,  opposed  to  the  deep  shadows  around  it, 
gave  effect  to  the  sharp  proportions  of  his  bony  and  savage- 
looking  figure. 

He  approached  the  cage  slowly.  The  white  rim,  which 
encircled  his  eyeball,  appeared  to  dilate,  and  his  look 
rivalled  in  motionless  brilliancy  the  steadily  sparkling  gaze 
of  the  panther.  Still  crouching  in  the  shade,  she  felt 
already  the  fascination  of  that  glance;  two  or  three  times 
she  dropped  her  eyelids,  with  a  low,  angry  howl;  then, 
reopening  her  eyes,  as  if  in  spite  of  herself,  she  kept  them 
fastened  immovably  on  those  of  the  Prophet.  And  now  her 
rounded  ears  clung  to  her  skull,  which  was  flattened  like  a 
viper's ;  the  skin  of  her  forehead  became  convulsively 
wrinkled;  she  drew  in  her  bristling,  but  silky  muzzle,  and 
twice  silently  opened  her  jaws,  garnished  with  formidable 
fangs.  From  that  moment  a  kind  of  magnetic  connection 
seemed  to  be  established  between  the  man  and  the  beast. 

The  Prophet  extended  his  glowing  bar  towards  the  cage, 
and  said,  in  a  sharp,  imperious  tone :  "Death !  come  here !" 

The  panther  rose,  but  so  dragged  herself  along  that  her 
belly  and  the  bend  of  her  legs  touched  the  ground.  She  was 
three  feet  high,  and  nearly  five  in  length;  her  elastic  and 
fleshy  spine,  the  sinews  of  her  thighs  as  well  developed  as 
those  of  a  race-horse,  her  deep  chest,  her  enormous  jutting 
shoulders,  the  nerve  and  muscle  in  her  short,  thick  paws — 
all  announced  that  this  terrible  animal  united  vigor  with 
suppleness,  and  strength  with  agility. 

Morok,  with  his  iron  wand  still  extended  in  the  direction 
of  the  cage,  made  a  step  towards  the  panther.  The  panther 
made  a  stride  towards  the  Prophet.  Morok  stopped ;  Death 
stopped  also. 

At  this  moment  the  tiger,  Judas,  to  whom  Morok's  back 
was  turned,  bounded  violently  in  his  cage,  as  if  jealous  of  the 
attention  which  his  master  paid  to  the  panther.  He  growled 
hoarsely,  and,  raising  his  head,  showed  the  under-part  of  his 
redoubtable  triangular  jaw,  and  his  broad  chest  of  a  dirty 
white,  with  which  blended  the  copper  color,  streaked  with 
black,  of  his  sides ;  his  tail,  like  a  huge  red  serpent,  with  rings 
of  ebony,  now  clung  to  his  flanks,  now  te^h^A  them  with  a 
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slow  and  continuous  movement ;  his  eyes,  of  a  transparent, 
brilliant  green,  were  fixed  upon  the  Prophet. 

Such  was  the  influence  of  this  man  over  his  animals,  that 
Judas  almost  immediately  ceased  growling,  as  if  frightened 
at  his  own  temerity ;  but  his  respiration  continued  loud  and 
deep.  Morok  turned  his  face  towards  him,  and  examined 
him  very  attentively  during  some  seconds.  The  panther,  no 
longer  subject  to  the  influence  of  her  master's  look,  slunk 
back  to  crouch  in  the  shade. 

A  sharp  cracking,  in  sudden  breaks,  like  that  which  great 
animals  make  in  gnawing  hard  substances,  was  now  heard 
from  the  cage  of  the  lion.  It  drew  the  attention  of  the  Pro- 
phet, who,  leaving  the  tiger,  advanced  towards  the  other  den- 

Nothing  could  be  seen  of  the  lion  but  his  monstrous  croup 
of  a  reddish  yellow.  His  thighs  were  gathered  under  him. 
and  his  thick  mane  served  entirely  to  conceal  his  head.  But 
by  the  tension  and  movement  of  the  muscles  of  his  loins, 
and  the  curving  of  his  backbone,  it  was  easy  to  perceive 
that  he  was  making  violent  efforts  with  his  throat  and  his 
forepaws.  The  Prophet  approached  the  cage  with  some 
uneasiness,  fearing  that,  notwithstanding  his  orders,  Goliath 
had  given  the  lion  some  bones  to  gnaw.  To  assure  himself 
of  it,  he  said  in  a  quick  and  firm  voice :  "Cain !" 

The  lion  did  not  change  his  position. 

"Cain !  come  here !"  repeated  Morok  in  a  louder  tone. 
The  appeal  was  useless ;  the  lion  did  not  move,  and  the  noise 
continued. 

"Cain!  come  here!"  said  the  Prophet  a  third  time;  but,  as 
he  pronounced  these  words,  he  applied  the  end  of  the  glow- 
ing bar  to  the  haunch  of  the  lion. 

Scarcely  did  the  light  track  of  smoke  appear  on  the  reddish 
hide  of  Cain,  when,  with  a  spring  of  incredible  agility,  he 
turned  and  threw  himself  against  the  grating,  not  crouching, 
but  at  a  single  bound — upright,  superb,  terrifying.  The 
Prophet  being  at  the  angle  of  the  cage,  Cain,  in  his  fury,  had 
raised  himself  sideways  to  face  his  master,  and,  leaning  his 
huge  flank  against  the  bars,  thrust  between  them  his  enor- 
mous fore-leg,  which,  with  his  swollen  muscles,  was  as  large 
as  Goliath's  thigh. 

"Cain !  down  !"  said  the  Prophet,  approaching  briskly. 

The  lion  did  not  obey  immediately.  His  lips,  curling  with 
rage,  displayed  fangs  as  long,  as  large,  and  as  pointed  as  the 
tusks  of  a  wild  boar.     But  Morok  touched  those  lips  with 
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the  end  of  the  burning  metal ;  and,  as  he  felt  the  smart, 
followed  by  an  unexpected  summons  of  his  master,  the  lion, 
not  daring  to  roar,  uttered  a  hollow  growl,  and  his  great 
body  sank  down  at  once  in  an  attitude  of  submission  and 
fear. 

The  Prophet  took  down  the  lantern  to  see  what  Cain  had 
been  gnawing.  It  was  one  of  the  planks  from  the  floor  of 
his  den,  which  he  had  succeeded  in  tearing  up,  and  was 
crunching  between  his  teeth  in  the  extremity  of  his  hunger. 
For  a  few  moments  the  most  profound  silence  reigned  in  the 
menagerie.  The  Prophet,  with  his  hands  behind  his  back, 
went  from  one  cage  to  the  other,  observing  the  animals  with 
a  restless,  contemplative  look,  as  if  he  hesitated  to  make 
between  them  an  important  and  difficult  choice. 

From  time  to  time  he  listened  at  the  great  door  of  the  shed, 
which  opened  on  the  court-yard  of  the  inn.  At  length  this 
door  turned  on  its  hinges,  and  Goliath  appeared,  his  clothes 
dripping  with  water. 

"Well!  is  it  done?"  said  the  Prophet. 

"Not  without  trouble.  Luckily,  the  night  is  dark,  it  blows 
hard,  and  it  pours  with  rain." 

"Then  there  is  no  suspicion?" 

"None,  master.  Your  information  was  good.  The  door 
of  the  cellar  opens  on  the  fields,  just  under  the  window  of 
the  lasses.  When  you  whistled  to  let  me  know  it  was  time, 
I  crept  out  with  a  stool  I  had  provided ;  I  put  it  up  against 
the  wall,  and  mounted  upon  it ;  with  my  six  feet,  that  made 
nine,  and  I  could  lean  my  elbows  on  the  window-ledge;  I 
'took  the  shutter  in  one  hand,  and  the  haft  of  my  knife  in  the 
other,  and  whilst  I  broke  two  of  the  panes,  I  pushed  the 
shutter  with  all  my  might." 

"And  they  thought  it  was  the  wind?" 

"Yes,  they  thought  it  was  the  wind.  You  see,  the  'brute' 
is  not  such  a  brute  after  all.  That  done,  I  crept  back  into 
my  cellar,  carrying  my  stool  with  me.  In  a  little  time,  I 
heard  the  voice  of  the  old  man;  it  was  well  I  had  made 
haste." 

"Yes,  when  I  whistled  to  you,  he  had  just  entered  the 
supper-room.    I  thought  he  would  have  been  longer." 

"That  man's  not  built  to  remain  long  at  supper,"  said  the 
giant,  contemptuously.  "Some  moments  after  the  panes 
had  been  broken,  the  old  man  opened  the  window,  and  called 
his  dog,  saying:   'JumP  out!' — I  went  and  hid  myself  at 
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the  further  end  of   the  cellar,  or  that  infernal  dog  would 
have  scented  me  through  the  door." 

"The  dog  is  now  shut  up  in  the  stable  with  the  old  man's 
horse.     Go  on !" 

"When  I  heard  them  close  shutter  and  window,  I  came 
out  of  my  cellar,  replaced  my  stool,  and  again  mounted  upon 
it.  Unfastening  the  shutter,  I  opened  it  without  noise,  but 
the  two  broken  panes  were  stopped  up  with  the  skirts  of  a 
pelisse.  I  heard  talking,  but  I  could  see  nothing ;  so  I  moved 
the  pelisse  a  little,  and  then  I  could  see  the  two  lasses  in  bed 
opposite  to  me,  and  the  old  man  sitting  down  with  his  back 
to  where  I  stood." 

"But    the    knapsack— the    knapsack  ?— That    is    the    most 

important." 

"The  knapsack  was  near  the  window,  on  a  table,  by  the 
side  of  a  lamp;  I  could  have  reached  it  by  stretching  out 
my  arm." 

"What  did  you  hear  said?" 

"As  you  told  me  to  think  only  of  the  knapsack,  I  can  only 
remember  what  concerns  the  knapsack.  The  old  man  said 
he  had  some  papers  in  it — the  letter  of  a  general — his 
money — his  cross." 

"Good — what  next?" 

"As  it  was  difficult  for  me  to  keep  the  pelisse  away  from 
the  hole,  it  slipped  through  my  fingers.  In  trying  to  get 
hold  of  it  again,  I  put  my  hand  too  much  forward.  One  of 
the  lasses  saw  it,  and  screamed  out,  pointing  to  the  window." 

"Dolt !"  exclaimed  the  Prophet,  becoming  pale  with  rage, 
"you  have  ruined  all." 
"  "Stop  a  bit !  there  is  nothing  broken  yet.  When  I  heard 
the  scream,  I  jumped  down  from  my  stool,  and  got  back  into 
the  cellar;  as  the  dog  was  no  longer  about,  I  left  the  door 
ajar,  so  that  I  could  hear  them  open  the  window,  and  see,  by 
the  light,  that  the  old  man  was  looking  out  with  the  lamp; 
but  he  could  find  no  ladder,  and  the  window  was  too  high 
for  any  man  of  common  size  to  reach  it !" 

"He  will  have  thought,  like  the  first  time,  that  it  was  the 
wind.     You  are  less  awkward  than  I  imagined." 

"The  wolf  has  become  a  fox,  as  you  said.  Knowing  where 
the  knapsack  was  to  be  found  with  the  money  and  the  papers, 
and  not  being  able  to  do  more  for  the  moment,  I  came  away 
— and  here  I  am." 

"Go  upstairs  and  fetch  me  the  longest  pike." 
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"Yes,  master." 

"And  the  red  blanket." 

"Yes,  master." 

"Go!" 

Goliath  began  to  mount  the  ladder ;  half-way  up  he  stopped. 
"Master,"  said  he,  "may  I  not  bring  down  a  bit  of  meat  for 
Death? — you  will  see  that  she'll  bear  me  malice;  she  puts  it 
all  down  to  my  account;  she  never  forgets,  and  on  the  first 
occasion " 

"The  pike  and  the  cloth!"  repeated  the  Prophet,  in  an 
imperious  tone.  And  whilst  Goliath,  swearing  to  himself, 
proceeded  to  execute  his  instructions,  Morok  opened  the 
great  door  of  the  shed,  looked  out  into  the  yard,  and  listened. 

"Here's  the  pike  and  the  cloth,"  said  the  giant,  as  he 
descended  the  ladder  with  the  articles.  "Now  what  must  I 
do  next?" 

"Return  to  the  cellar,  mount  once  more  by  the  window, 
and  when  the  old  man  leaves  the  room " 

"Who  will  make  him  leave  the  room?" 

"Never  mind !  he  will  leave  it." 

"What  next?" 

"You  say  the  lamp  is  near  the  window?" 

"Quite  near — on  the  table  next  to  the  knapsack." 

" Vyell,  then,  as  soon  as  the  old  man  leaves  the  room,  push 
open  the  window,  throw  down  the  lamp,  and  if  you  accom- 
plish cleverly  what  remains  to  do — the  ten  florins  are  yours— 
you  remember  it  all?" 

"Yes,  yes." 

"The  girls  will  be  so  frightened  by  the  noise  and  darkness, 
that  they  will  remain  dumb  with  terror." 

"Make  yourself  easy!  The  wolf  turned  into  a  fox;  why 
not  a  serpent  ?" 

"There  is  yet  something." 

"Well,  what  now?" 

"The  roof  of  this  shed  is  not  very  high,  the  window  of  the 
loft  is  easy  of  access,  the  night  is  dark — instead  of  returning 
by  the  door " 

"I  will  come  in  at  the  window." 

"Ay,  and  without  noise." 

"Like  a  regular  snake !"  and  the  giant  departed. 

"Yes!"  said  the  Prophet  to  himself,  after  a  long  silence, 
"these  means  are  sure.  It  was  not  for  me  to  hesitate.  A 
blind  and  obscure  instrument,  I  know  not  the  motives  of  the 
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orders  I  have  received :  but  from  the  recommendations  which 
accompanv  them — but  from  the  position  of  him  who  sends 
them — immense  interests  must  be  involved — interests  con- 
nected with  all  that  is  highest  and  greatest  upon  earth! — 
And  yet  how  can  these  two  girls,  almost  beggars,  how  can 
this  wretched  soldier  represent  such  interests? — No  matter," 
added  he.  with  humility;  *'I  am  the  arm  which  acts — it  is  for 
the  head,  which  thinks  and  orders,  to  answer  for  its  work." 
Soon  after  the  Prophet  left  the  shed,  carrying  with  him 
the  red  cloth,  and  directed  his  steps  towards  the  little  stable 
that  contained  Jovial.  The  crazy  door,  imperfectly  secured 
by  a  latch,  was  easily  opened.  At  sight  of  a  stranger  Spoil- 
sport threw  himself  upon  him;  but  his  teeth  encountered  the 
iron  leggings  of  the  Prophet,  who,  in  spite  of  the  efforts  of 
the  dog,  took  Jovial  by  his  halter,  threw  the  blanket  over 
his  head  to  prevent  his  either  seeing  or  smelling,  and  led  him 
from  the  stable  into  the  interior  of  the  menagerie,  of  which 
he  closed  the  door. 


CHAPTER  X. 

THE    SURPRISE. 


The  orphans,  after  reading  the  journal  of  their  father, 
remained  for  some  moments  silent,  sad,  and  pensive,  contem- 
plating the  leaves  yellowed  by  time.  Dagobert,  also  plunged 
in  a  reverie,  thought  of  his  wife  and  son,  from  whom  he  had 
been  so  long  separated,  and  hoped  soon  to  see  again. 

The  soldier  was  the  first  to  break  the  silence,  which  had 
lasted  for  several  minutes.  Taking  the  leaves  from  the  hand 
of  Blanche,  he  folded  them  carefully,  put  them  into  his 
pocket,  and  thus  addressed  the  orphans : 

"Courage,  my  children !  you  see  what  a  brave  father  you 
have.  Think  only  of  the  pleasure  of  greeting  him,  and  re- 
member always  the  name  of  the  gallant  youth,  to  whom  you 
will  owe  that  pleasure — for  without  him  your  father  would 
have  been  killed  in  India." 

"Djalma!  we  shall  never  forget  him,"  said  Rose. 

"And  if  our  guardian  angel  Gabriel  should  return,"  added 
Blanche,  "we  will  ask  him  to  watch  over  Djalma  as  over 
ourselves." 

"Very  well,  my  children :  I  am  sure  that  you  will  forget 
nothing  that  concerns  good  feeling.     But  to  return  to  the 
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traveller,  who  came  to  visit  your  poor  mother  in  Siberia,  he 
had  seen  the  general  a  month  after  the  events  of  which  you 
have  read,  and  at  a  moment  when  he  was  about  to  enter  on 
a  new  campaign  against  the  English.  It  was  then  that  your 
father  entrusted  him  with  the  papers  and  medal." 

"But  of  what  use  will  this  medal  be  to  us,  Dagobert?" 

"And  what  is  the  meaning  of  these  words  engraved  upon 
it?"  added  Rose,  as  she  drew  it  from  her  bosom. 

"Why  it  means,  my  children,  that  on  the  13th  of  February, 
1832,  we  must  be  at  No.  3,  Rue  Saint  Francois,  Paris." 

"But  what  are  we  to  do  there?" 

"Your  poor  mother  was  seized  so  quickly  with  her  last 
illness,  that  she  was  unable  to  tell  me.  All  I  know  is,  that 
this  medal  came  to  her  from  her  parents  "and  that  it  had 
been  a  relic  preserved  in  her  family  for  more  than  a  century." 

"And  how  did  our  father  get  it?" 

"Among  the  articles  which  had  been  hastily  thrown  into 
the  coach,  when  he  was  removed  by  force  from  Warsaw,  was 
a  dressing-case  of  your  mother's,  in  which  was  contained  this 
medal.  Since  that  time  the  general  had  been  unable  to  send 
it  back,  having  no  means  of  communicating  with  us,  and  not 
even  knowing  where  we  were." 

"This  medal  is,  then,  of  great  importance  to  us?" 

"Unquestionably;  for  never,  during  fifteen  years,  had  I 
seen  your  mother  so  happy,  as  on  the  day  the  traveller  brought 
it  back  to  her.  'Now,'  said  she  to  me,  in  the  presence  of 
the  stranger,  and  with  tears  of  joy  in  her  eyes,  'now  may 
my  children's  future  be  brilliant  as  their  life  has  hitherto 
been  miserable.  I  will  entreat  of  the  governor  of  Siberia 
permission  to  go  to  France  with  my  daughters ;  it  will  per- 
haps be  thought  I  have  been  sufficiently  punished,  by  fifteen 
years  of  exile,  and  the  confiscation  of  my  property.  Should 
they  refuse,  I  will  remain  here;  but  they  will  at  least  allow 
me  to  send  my  children  to  France,  and  you  must  accompany 
them,  Dagobert.  You  shall  set  out  immediately,  for  much 
time  has  been  already  lost;  and,  if  you  were  not  to  arrive 
before  the  13th  of  next  February,  this  cruel  separation  and 
toilsome  journey  would  have  been  all  in  vain.' 

"Suppose  we  were  one  day  after?" 

"Your  mother  told  me  that  if  we  arrived  the  14th  instead 
of  the  13th,  it  would  be  too  late.  She  also  gave  me  a  thick 
letter,  to  put  into  the  post  for  France,  in  the  first  town  we 
should  pass  through — which  I  have  done." 
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"And  do  you  think  we  shall  be  at  Paris  in  time?" 

"I  hope  so;  still,  if  you  are  strong  enough,  we  must  some- 
times make  forced  marches — for,  if  we  only  travel  our  five 
leagues  a  day,  and  that  without  accident,  we  shall  scarcely 
reach  Paris  until  the  beginning  of  February,  and  it  is  better 
to  be  a  little  beforehand." 

"But  as  father  is  in  India,  and  condemned  to  death  if  he 
return  to  France,  when  shall  we  see  him?" 

"And  where  shall  we  see  him?" 

"Poor  children  !  there  are  so  many  things  you  have  yet 
to  learn.  When  the  traveller  quitted  him,  the  general  could 
not  return  to  France,  but  now  he  can  do  so." 

"And  why  is  that?" 

"Because  the  Bourbons,  who  had  banished  him,  were  them- 
selves turned  out  last  year.  The  news  must  reach  India, 
and  your  father  will  certainly  come  to  meet  you  ot  Paris, 
because  he  expects  that  you  and  your  mother  will  be  there 
on  the  13th  of  next  February." 

"Ah !  now  I  understand  how  we  may  hope  to  see  him," 
said  Rose  with  a  sigh. 

"Do  you  know  the  name  of  this  traveller,  Dagobert?" 

"No,  my  children;  but  whether  called  Jack  or  John,  he 
is  a  good  sort.  When  he  left  your  mother,  she  thanked  him 
with  tears  for  all  his  kindness  and  devotion  to  the  general, 
herself,  and  the  children;  but  he  pressed  her  hands  in  his, 
and  said  to  her,  in  so  gentle  a  voice  that  I  could  not  help 
being  touched  by  it:  "Why  do  you  thank  me?  Did  He 
not  say — Love  ye  one  another!" 

"Who  is  that,  Dagobert?" 

"Yes,  of  whom  did  the  traveller  speak?" 

"I  know  nothing  about  it ;  only  the  manner  in  which  he 
pronounced  those  words  struck  me,  and  they  were  the  last 
he  spoke." 

"Love  one  another!"  repeated  Rose,  thoughtfully. 

"How  beautiful  are  those  words!"  added  Blanche. 

"  \nd  whither  was  the  traveller  going?" 

"Far,  very  far  into  the  North,  as  he  told  your  mother. 
When  she  saw  him  depart,  she  said  to  me:  'His  mild,  sad 
talk  has  affected  me  even  to  tears ;  whilst  I  listened  to  him, 
I  seemed  to  be  growing  better — I  seemed  to  love  my  hus- 
band and  my  children  more — and  yet,  to  judge  by  the  ex- 
pression of  his  countenance,  one  would  think  that  this 
stranger  had  never  either  smiled  or  wept !'  She  and  I  watched 


80  THE    WANDERING    JEW 

him  from  the  door  as  long  as  we  could  follow  him  with  our 
eyes;  he  carried  his  head  down,  and  his  walk  was  slow, 
calm,  and  firm ;  one  might  fancy  that  he  counted  his  steps. 
And,  talking  of  steps,  I  remarked  yet  another  thing." 

"What  was  it,  Dagobert?" 

"You  know  that  the  road  which  led  to  our  house  was 
always  damp,  because  of  the  overflowing  of  the  little  spring." 

"Yes." 

"Well,  then,  the  mark  of  the  traveller's  footsteps  remained 
in  the  clay,  and  I  saw  that  he  had  nails  under  his  shoe  in 
the  form  of  a  cross." 

"How  in  the  form  of  a  cross?" 

"Look !"  said  Dagobert,  placing  the  tip  of  his  finger 
seven  times  on  the  coverlet  of  the  bed ;  "they  were  arranged 
thus  beneath  his  heel : 

* 
*  *  * 

* 

You  see  it  forms  a  cross." 

"What  could  it  mean,  Dagobert?" 

"Chance,  perhaps — yes,  chance — and  yet,  in  spite  of  my- 
self, this  confounded  cross  left  behind  him  struck  me  as  a 
bad  omen,  for  hardly  was  he  gone  when  misfortune  after 
misfortune  fell  upon  us." 

"Alas !  the  death  of  our  mother !" 

"Yes — but,  before  that,  another  piece  of  ill-luck.  You 
had  not  yet  returned,  and  she  was  writing  her  petition  to 
ask  leave  to  go  to  France  or  to  send  you  there,  when  I  heard 
the  gallop  of  a  horse.  It  was  a  courier  from  the  governor- 
general  of  Siberia.  He  brought  us  orders  to  change  our 
residence;  within  three  days  we  were  to  join  other  con- 
demned persons,  and  be  removed  with  them  four  hundred 
leagues  further  north.  Thus,  after  fifteen  years  of  exile., 
they  redoubled  in  cruelty  towards  your  mother." 

"Why  did  they  thus  torment  her  ?" 

"One  would  think  that  some  evil  genius  was  at  work 
against  her.  A  few  days  later,  the  traveller  would  no 
longer  have  found  us  at  Milosk ;  and  if  he  had  joined  us 
further  on,  it  would  have  been  too  far  for  the  medal  and 
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papers  to  be  of  use — since,  havihg  set  out  almost  immedi- 
ately, we  shall  hardly  arrive  in  time  at  Paris.  'If  they  had 
some  interest  to  prevent  me  and  my  children  from  going  to 
France,'  said  your  mother,  'they  would  act  just  as  they 
have  done.  To  banish  us  four  hundred  leagues  further,  is 
to  render  impossible  this  journey,  of  which  the  term  is 
fixed.'    And  the  idea  overwhelmed  her  with  grief." 

"Perhaps  it  was  this  unexpected  sorrow  that  was  the 
cause  of  her  sudden  illness." 

"Alas !  no,  my  children ;  it  was  that  infernal  cholera,  who 
arrives  without  giving  you  notice — for  he  too  is  a  great 
traveller — and  strikes  you  down  like  a  thunderbolt.  Three 
hours  after  the  traveller  had  left  us,  when  you  returned 
quite  pleased  and  gay  from  the  forest,  with  your  large 
bunches  of  wild-flowers  for  your  mother,  she  was  already  in 
the  last  agony,  and  hardly  to  be  recognized.  The  cholera 
had  broken  out  in  the  village,  and  that  evening  five  persons 
died  of  it.  Your  mother  had  only  time  to  hang  the  medal 
about  your  neck,  my  dear  little  Rose,  to  recommend  you 
both  to  my  care,  and  to  beg  that  we  should  set  out  im- 
mediately. When  she  was  gone,  the  new  order  of  exile  could 
not  apply  to  you ;  and  I  obtained  permission  from  the  gov- 
ernor to  take  my  departure  with  you  for  France,  according 
to  the  last  wishes " 

The  soldier  could  not  finish  the  sentence ;  he  covered  his 
eyes  with  his  hand,  whilst  the  orphans  embraced  him  sobbing. 

"Oh !  but,"  resumed  Dagobert,  with  pride,  after  a  mo- 
ment of  painful  silence,  "it  was  then  that  you  showed  your- 
selves the  brave  daughters  of  the  general.  Notwithstanding 
the  danger,  it  was  impossible  to  tear  you  from  your  mother's 
bedside ;  you  remained  with  her  to  the  last,  you  closed  her 
eyes,  you  watched  there  all  night,  and  you  would  not  leave 
the  village  till  you  had  seen  me  plant  the  little  wooden  cross 
over  the  grave  I  had  dug'for  her." 

Dagobert  paused  abruptly.  A  strange,  wild  neighing, 
mingled  with  ferocious  roarings,  made  the  soldier  start  from 
his  seat.  He  grew  pale,  and  cried  :  "It  is  Jovial !  my  horse  ! 
What  are  they  doing  to  my  horse?  With  that,  opening  the 
door  he  rushed  down  the  stairs  precipitately. 

The  two  sisters  clung  together,  so  terrified  at  the  sudden 
departure  of  the  soldier,  that  they  saw  not  an  enormous  hand 
pass  through  the  broken  panes,  unfasten  the  catch  of  the 
window,  push  it  violently  open,  and  throw  down  the  lamp 
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placed  on  the  little  table,  on  which  was  the  soldier's  knap- 
sack. The  orphans  thus  found  themselves  plunged  into  com- 
plete darkness. 


CHAPTER  XL 

JOVIAL    AND    DEATH. 

Morok  had  led  Jovial  into  the  middle  of  the  menagerie, 
and  then  removed  the  cloth  which  prevented  him  from  see- 
ing and  smelling.  Scarcely  had  the  tiger,  lion,  and  panther 
caught  a  glimpse  of  him  than  they  threw  themselves,  half- 
famished,  against  the  bars  of  their  dens. 

The  horse  struck  with  stupor,  his  neck  stretched  out,  his 
eye  fixed,  and  trembling  through  all  his  limbs,  appeared  as 
if  nailed  to  the  ground ;  an  abundant  icy  sweat  rolled  sud- 
denly down  his  flanks.  The  lion  and  the  tiger  uttered  fear- 
ful roarings,  and  struggled  violently  in  their  dens.  The 
panther  did  not  roar,  but  her  mute  rage  was  terrific. 

With  a  tremendous  bound,  at  the  risk  of  breaking  her 
skull,  she  sprang  from  the  back  of  the  cage  against  the  bars : 
then,  still  mute,  still  furious,  she  crawled  back  to  the  ex- 
treme corner  of  the  den,  and  with  a  new  spring,  as  impetu- 
ous as  it  was  blind,  she  again  strove  to  force  out  the  iron 
grating.  Three  times  had  she  thus  bounded — silent,  appal- 
ling— when  the  horse,  passing  from  the  immobility  of  stupor 
to  the  wild  agony  of  fear,  neighed  long  and  loud,  and 
rushed  in  desperation  at  the  door  by  which  he  had  entered. 
Finding  it  closed  he  hung  his  head,  bent  his  knees  a  little, 
and  rubbed  his  nostrils  against  the  opening  left  between  the 
ground  and  the  bottom  of  the  door,  as  if  he  wished  to  inhale 
the  air  from  the  outside;  then,  more  and  more  affrighted, 
he  began  to  neigh  with  redoubled  force,  and  struck  out  vio- 
lently with  his  fore-feet. 

At  the  moment  when  Death  was  about  once  more  to  ^nake 
her  spring,  the  Prophet  approached  her  cage.  The  heavy 
bolt  which  secured  the  grating  was  pushed  from  its  staple 
by  the  pike  of  the  brute-tamer,  and,  in  another  second, 
Morok  was  half  way  up  the  ladder  that  communicated  with 
the  loft. 

The  roaring  of  the  lion  and  tiger,  mingled  with  the  neigh- 
ing of  Jovial,  now  resounded  through  all  parts  of  the  inn. 
The   panther   had   again   thrown   herself    furiously    on   the 
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grating,  and  this  time  yielding  with  one  spring,  she  was  in 
the  middle  of  the  shed. 

The  light  of  the  lantern  was  reflected  from  the  glossy 
ebon  of  her  hide,  spotted  with  stains  of  a  duller  black.  For 
an  instant  she  remained  motionless,  crouching  upon  her 
thick-set  limbs,  with  her  head  close  to  the  floor,  as  if  calcu- 
lating the  distance  of  the  leap  by  which  she  was  to  reach 
the  horse ;  then  suddenly  she  darted  upon  him. 

On  seeing  her  break  from  her  cage  Jovial  had  thrown  him- 
self violently  against  the  door,  which  was  made  to  open 
inwards,  and  leaned  against  it  with  all  his  might,  as  though 
he  would  force  it  down.  Then,  at  the  moment  when  Death 
took  her  leap,  he  reared  up  in  almost  an  erect  position ;  but 
she,  rapid  as  lightning,  had  fastened  upon  his  throat  and 
hung  there,  whilst  at  the  same  time  she  buried  the  sharp 
claws  of  her  fore-feet  in  his  chest.  The  jugular  vein  of  the 
horse  opened ;  a  torrent  of  bright  red  blood  spouted  forth 
beneath  the  tooth  of  the  panther,  who,  now  supporting  her- 
self on  her  hind  legs,  squeezed  her  victim  up  against  the 
door,  whilst  she  dug  into  his  flank  with  her  claws,  and  laid 
bare  the  palpitating  flesh.  Then  his  half -strangled  neighing 
became  awful. 

Suddenly  these  words  resounded :  "Courage,  Jovial ! — I 
am  at  hand!     Courage!" 

It  was  the  voice  of  Dagobert,  who  was  exhausting  himself 
in  desperate  exertions  to  force  open  the  door  that  concealed 
this  sanguinary  struggle.  "Jovial !"  cried  the  soldier,  "I  am 
here.     Help  !  help  !" 

At  the  sound  of  that  friendly  and  well-known  voice,  the 
poor  animal,  almost  at  its  last  gasp,  strove  to  turn  its  head 
in  the  direction  whence  came  the  accents  of  his  master, 
answered  him  with  a  plaintive  neigh,  and,  sinking  beneath 
the  efforts  of  the  panther,  fell  prostrate,  first  on  its  knees, 
then  upon  its  flank,  so  that  its  backbone  lay  right  across  the 
door,  and  still  prevented  its  being  opened.  And  now  all  was 
finished.  The  panther,  squatting  down  upon  the  horse, 
crushed  him  with  all  her  paws,  and,  in  spite  of  some  last 
faint  kicks,  buried  her  bloody  snout  in  his  body. 

"Help!  help!  my  horse!"  cried  Dagobert,  as  he  vainly 
shook  the  door.  "And  no  arms!"  he  added  with  rage;  "no 
arms ! 

"Take  care !"  exclaimed  the  brute-tamer,  who  appeared 
at   the   window   of    the   loft;    "do    not   attempt    to   enter — 
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it    might    cost    you    your    life.      My    panther    is    furious." 

"But  my  horse!  my  horse!"  cried  Dagobert,  in  a  voice  of 
agony. 

"He  must  have  strayed  from  his  stable  during  the  night, 
and  pushed  open  the  door  of  the  shed.  At  sight  of  him  the 
panther  must  have  broken  out  of  her  cage  and  seized  him. 
You  are  answerable  for  all  the  mischief  that  may  ensue," 
added  the  brute-tamer,  with  a  menacing  air ;  "for  I  shall 
have  to  run  the  greatest  danger,  to  make  Death  return  to 
her  den." 

"But  my  horse!  only  save  my  horse!"  cried  Dagobert,  in 
a  tone  of  hopeless  supplication. 

The  Prophet  disappeared  from  the  window. 

The  roaring  of  the  animals  and  the  shouts  of  Dagobert, 
had  roused  from  sleep  every  one  in  the  White  Falcon.  Here 
and  there  lights  were  seen  moving  and  windows  were  thrown 
open  hurriedly.  The  servants  of  the  inn  soon  appeared  in 
the  yard  with  lanterns,  and  surrounding  Dagobert,  inquired 
of  him  what  had  happened. 

"My  horse  is  there,"  cried  the  soldier,  continuing  to  shake 
the  door,  "and  one  of  that  scoundrel's  animals  has  escaped 
from  its  cage." 

At  these  words  the  people  of  the  inn,  already  terrified  by 
the  frightful  roaring,  fled  from  the  spot  and  ran  to  inform 
the  host.  The  soldier's  anguish  may  be  conceived,  as  pale, 
breathless,  with  his  ear  close  to  the  chink  of  the  door,  he 
stood  listening.  By  degrees  the  roaring  had  ceased,  and 
nothing  was  heard  but  low  growls,  accompanied  by  the  stern 
voice  of  the  Prophet,  repeating  in  harsh,  abrupt  accents: 
"Death!  come  here!  Death!" 

The  night  was  profoundly  dark,  and  Dagobert  did  not  per- 
ceive Goliath,  who,  crawling  carefully  along  the  tiled  roof 
entered  the  loft  by  the  attic  window. 

And  now  the  gate  of  the  court-yard  was  again  opened, 
and  the  landlord  of  the  inn  appeared,  followed  by  a  number 
of  men.  Armed  with  a  carbine,  he  advanced  with  precau- 
tion ;  his  people  carried  staves  and  pitchforks. 

"What  is  the  row  here?"  said  he,  as  he  approached  Dag- 
obert. "What  a  hubbub  in  my  house!  The  devil  take  wild- 
beast  showmen,  and  negligent  fellows  who  don't  know  how 
to  tie  a  horse  to  the  manger !  If  your  beast  is  hurt,  so  much 
the  worse  for  you ;  you  should  have  taker,  more  care  of  it." 

Instead  of  replying  to  these  reproaches,  the  soldier,  who 
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still  listened  attentively  to  what  was  going  on  in  the  shed, 
made  a  sign  to  entreat  silence.  Suddenly  a  ferocious  roar 
was  heard,  followed  by  a  loud  scream  from  the  Prophet ; 
and,  almost  immediately  after,  the  panther  howled  piteously. 

"You  are  no  doubt  the  cause  of  some  great  accident,"  said 
the  frightened  host  to  the  soldier;  "did  you  not  hear  that 
cry?    Morok  is,  perhaps,  dangerously  wounded." 

Dagobert  was  about  to  answer,  when  the  door  opened,  and 
Goliath  appeared  on  the  threshold. 

"You  may  enter  now,"  said  he;  "the  danger  is  over." 

The  interior  of  the  menagerie  presented  a  singular  spec- 
tacle. The#  Prophet,  pale,  and  scarcely  able  to  conceal  his 
agitation  beneath  an  apparent  air  of  calmness,  was  kneeling 
some  paces  from  the  cage  of  the  panther,  in  the  attitude  of 
one  absorbed  in  himself ;  the  motion  of  his  lips  indicating 
that  he  was  praying.  At  sight  of  the  host  and  the  people  of 
the  inn,  he  rose,  and  said  in  a  solemn  voice:  "I  thank  thee, 
my  Preserver,  that  I  have  been  able  to  conquer,  by  the 
strength  which  Thou  hast  given  me." 

Then  folding  his  arms,  with  haughty  brow  and  imperi- 
ous glance,  he  seemed  to  enjoy  the  triumph  he  had  achieved 
over  Death,  who,  stretched  on  the  bottom  of  her  den,  con- 
tinued to  utter  plaintive  howlings.  The  spectators  of  this 
scene,  ignorant  that  the  pelisse  of  the  brute-tamer  covered 
a  complete  suit  of  armor,  and  attributing  the  cries  of  the 
panther  solely  to  fear,  were  struck  with  astonishment  and 
admiration  at  the  intrepidity  and  almost  supernatural  power 
of  this  man.  A  few  steps  behind  him  stood  Goliath,  leaning 
upon  the  ashen  pikestaff.  Finally,  not  far  from  the  cage, 
in  the  midst  of  a  pool  of  blood,  lay  the  dead  body  of  Jovial. 

At  sight  of  the  blood-stained  and  torn  remains,  Dagobert 
stood  motionless,  and  his  rough  countenance  assumed  an 
expression  of  the  deepest  grief:  then,  throwing  himself  on 
his  knees,  he  lifted  the  head  of  Jovial ;  and  when  he  saw 
those  dull,  glassy,  and  half -closed  eyes,  once  so  bright  and 
intelligent,  as  they  turned  towards  a  much-loved  master,  the 
ier  could  not  suppress  an  exclamation  of  bitter  anguish. 
jetting  his  anger,  forgetting  the  deplorable  consequences 
of  this  accident,  so  fatal  to  the  interests  of  the  two  maidens 
who  would  thus  be  prevented  from  continuing  their  journey 
—he  thought  only  of  the  horrible  death  of  his  poor  old 
horse,  the  ancient  companion  of  his  fatigues  and  wars,  the 
faithful  animal,  twice  wounded  like  himself,  and  from  whom 
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for  so  many  years  he  had  never  been  separated.  This  poig- 
nant emotion  was  so  cruelly,  so  affectingly  visible  in  the  sol- 
dier's countenance,  that  the  landlord  and  his  people  felt 
themselves  for  a  moment  touched  with  pity,  as  they  gazed 
on  the  tall  veteran  kneeling  beside  his  dead  horse. 

But,  when  following  the  course  of  his  regrets,  he  thought 
how  Jovial  had  also  been  the  companion  of  his  exile,  how 
the  mother  of  the  orphans  had  formerly  (like  her  daughters) 
undertaken  a  toilsome  journey  with  the  aid  of  this  unfortu- 
nate animal,  the  fatal  consequences  of  his  loss  presented 
themselves  on  a  sudden  to  his  mind.  Then,  fury  succeeding 
to  grief,  he  rose,  with  anger  flashing  from  his  eyes,  and 
threw  himself  on  the  Prophet ;  with  one  hand  he  seized  him 
by  the  throat,  and  with  the  other  administered  five  or  six 
heavy  blows,  which  fell  harmlessly  on  the  coat  of  mail. 

"Rascal!  you  shall  answer  to  me  for  my  horse's  death!" 
said  the  soldier,  as  he  continued  his  correction.  Morok, 
light  and  sinewy,  could  not  struggle  with  advantage  against 
Dagobert,  who,  aided  by  his  tall  stature,  still  displayed  ex- 
traordinary vigor.  It  needed  the  intervention  of  Goliath 
and  the  landlord  to  rescue  the  Prophet  from  the  hands  of 
the  old  grenadier.  After  some  moments,  they  succeeded  in 
separating  the  two  champions.  Morok  was  white  with  rage. 
It  needed  new  efforts  to  prevent  his  seizing  the  pike  to 
attack  Dagobert. 

"It  is  abominable !"  cried  the  host,  addressing  the  soldier, 
who  pressed  his  clinched  fists  in  despair  against  his  bald 
forehead.  "You  expose  this  good  man  to  be  devoured  by 
his  beasts,  and  then  you  wish  to  beat  him  into  the  bargain. 
Is  this  fitting  conduct  for  a  graybeard?  Shall  we  have 
to  fetch  the  police?  You  showed  yourself  more  reasonable 
in  the  early  part  of  the  evening." 

These  words  recalled  the  soldier  to  himself.  He  regretted 
his  impetuosity  the  more,  as  the  fact  of  his  being  a  stranger 
might  augment  the  difficulty  of  his  position.  It  was  neces- 
sary above  all  to  obtain  the  price  of  his  horse,  so  as  to  be 
enabled  to  continue  his  journey,  the  success  of  which  might 
be  compromised  by  a  single  day's  delay.  With  a  violent  effort, 
therefore,  he  succeeded  in  restraining  his  wrath. 

"You  are  right — I  was  too  hasty,"  said  he  to  the  host,  in 
an  agitated  voice,  which  he  tried  to  make  as  calm  as  pos- 
sible.    "I  had  not  the  same  patience  as  before.     But  ought 
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not  this  man  be  responsible  for  the  loss  of  my  horse?     I 
make  you  judge  in  the  matter.*' 

"Well,  then,  as  judge,  I  am  not  of  your  opinion.  All  this 
has  been  your  own  fault.  You  tied  up  your  horse  badly,  and 
he  strayed  by  chance  into  this  shed,  of  which  no  doubt  the 
door  was  half-open,"  said  the  host,  evidently  taking  the 
part  of  the  brute-tamer. 

'"It  was  just  as  you  say,"  answered  Goliath.  "I  can 
remember  it.  I  left  the  door  ajar,  that  the  beasts  might  have 
some  air  in  the  night.  The  cages  were  well  shut,  and  there 
was  no  danger." 

"Very  true,"  said  one  of  the  standers-by. 

"It  was  only  the  sight  of  the  horse,"  added  another,  "that 
made  the  panther  furious,  so  as  to  break  out  of  its  cage." 

"It  is  the  Prophet  who  has  the  most  right  to  complain," 
observed  a  third. 

"No  matter  what  this  or  that  person  says,"  returned 
Dagobert,  whose  patience  was  beginning  to  fail  him,  "I  say, 
that  I  must  have  either  money  or  a  horse  on  the  instant — 
yes,  on  the  instant — for  I  wish  to  quit  this  unlucky  house." 

"And  I  say.  it  is  you  that  must  indemnify  me,"  cried 
Morok,  who  had  kept  this  stage-trick  for  the  last,  and  who 
now  exhibited  his  left  hand  all  bloody,  having  hitherto  con- 
cealed it  beneath  fhe  sleeve  of  his  pelisse.  "I  shall  per- 
haps be  disabled  for  life,"  he  added ;  "see  what  a  wound  the 
panther  has  made  here !" 

Without  having  the  serious  character  that  the  Prophet  as- 
cril>ed  to  it,  the  wound  was  a  pretty  deep  one.  This  last 
argument  'gained  for  him  -the  general"  sympathy.  Reckoning 
no  doubt  upon  this  incident,  to  secure  the  winning  of  a  cause 
that  he  now  regarded  as  his  own,  the  host  said  to  the  hostler : 
"There  is  only  one  way  to  make  a  finish.  It  is  to  call  up  the 
burgomaster,  and  beg  him  to  step  here.  He  will  decide 
who  is  right  or  wrong." 

"I  was  just  going  to  propose  it  to  you,"  said  the  soldier, 
"for,  after  all,  I  cannot  take  the  law  into  my  own  hands." 

"Fritz,  run  to  the  burgomaster's !" — and  the  hostler  started 
in  all  haste.  His  master,  fearing  to  be  compromised  bv 
the  examination  of  the  soldier,  whose  papers  he  had  neglected 
to  ask  for  on  his  arrival,  said  to  him :  "The  burgomaster 
will  be  in  a  very  bad  humor,  to  be  disturbed  so  late.  /  have 
no  wish  to  suffer  by  it,  and  I  must  therefore  beg  you  to  gc 
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and  fetch  me  your  papers,  to  see  if  they  are  in  rule.  I  ought 
to  have  made  you  show  them,  when  you  arrived  here  in  the 
evening." 

"They  are  upstairs  in  my  knapsack ;  you  shall  have  them," 
answered  the  soldier — and  turning  away  his  head,  and  put- 
ting his  hand  before  his  eyes,  as  he  passed  the  dead  body 
of  Jovial,  he  went  out  to  rejoin  the  sisters. 

The  Prophet  followed  him  with  a  glance  of  triumph,  and 
said  to  himself:  "There  he  goes! — without  horse,  without 
money,  without  papers.  I  could  not  do  more — for  I  was  for- 
bidden to  do  more — I  was  to  act  with  as  much  cunning  as 
possible,  and  preserve  appearances.  Now  every  one  will 
think  this  soldier  in  the  wrong.  I  can  at  least  answer  for  it, 
that  he  will  not  continue  his  journey  for  some  days — since 
such  great  interests  appear  to  depend  on  his  arrest,  and  that 
of  the  young  girls." 

A  quarter  of  an  hour  after  this  reflection  of  the  brute- 
tamer,  Karl,  Goliath's  comrade,  left  the  hiding-place  where 
his  master  had  concealed  him  during  the  evening,  and  set 
out  for  Leipsic,  with  a  letter  which  Morok  had  written  in 
haste,  and  which  Karl,  on  his  arrival,  was  to  put  immedi- 
ately into  the  post. 

The  address  of  this  letter  was  as  follows: 

"A  Monsieur  Rodin,  Rue  du  Milieu-des-Ursins,  No,  11, 
A  Paris,  France." 


CHAPTER  XII. 

THE    BURGOMASTER. 


Dagobert's  anxiety  increased  every  moment.  Certain  that 
his  horse  had  not  entered  the  shed  of  its  own  accord,  he 
attributed  the  event  which  had  taken  place  to  the  spite  of  the 
brute-tamer;  but  he  sought  in  vain  for  the  motive  of  this 
wretch's  animosity,  and  he  reflected  with  dismay,  that  his 
cause,  however  just,  would  depend  on  the  good  or  bad  humor 
of  a  judge  dragged  from  his  slumbers  and  who  might  be 
ready  to  condemn  upon  fallacious  appearances. 

Fully  determined  to  conceal,  as  long  as  possible,  from  the 
orphans  the  fresh  misfortunes,  which  had  befallen  them,  he 
was  proceeding  to  open  the  door  of  their  chamber,  when  he 
stumbled  over  Spoil-sport — for  the  dog  had  run  back  to  his 
post,  after  vainly  trying  to  prevent  the  Prophet  from  leading 
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away  Jovial.  "Luckily  the  dog  has  returned;  the  poor  little 
things  have  been  well  guarded,'"  said  the  soldier,  as  he  opened 
the  door.  To  his  great  surprise,  the  room  was  in  utter 
darkness. 

"My  children,"  cried  he,  "why  are  you  without  a  light:'' 
There  was  no  answer.  In  terror  he  groped  his  way  to  the 
bed,  and  took  the  hand  of  one  of  the  sisters;  the  hand  was 
cold  as  ice. 

"Rose,  my  children !"  cried  he.  "Blanche !  Give  me 
some  answer !  you  frighten  me."  Still  the  same  silence  con- 
tinued ;  the  hand  which  he  held  remained  cold  and  power- 
less, and  yielded  passively  to  his  touch. 

Just  then,  the  moon  emerged  from  the  black  clouds  that 
surrounded  her,  and  threw  sufficient  light  into  the  little 
room,  and  upon  the  bed,  which  faced  the  window,  for  the 
soldier  to  see  that  the  two  sisters  had  fainted.  The  bluish 
light  of  the  moon  added  to  the  paleness  of  the  orphans ;  they 
held  each  other  in  a  half  embrace  and  Rose  had  buried  her 
head  on  Blanche's  bosom. 

"They  must  have  fainted  through  fear,"  exclaimed  Dag- 
obert,  running  to  fetch  his  gourd.  "Poor  things !  after  a 
day  of  so  much  excitement,  it  is  not  surprising."  And 
moistening  the  corner  of  a  handkerchief  with  a  few  drops  of 
brandy,  the  soldier  knelt  beside  the  bed,  gently  chafed  the 
temples  of  the  two  sisters,  and  held  the  linen,  wet  with  the 
spirituous  liquor,  to  their  little  pink  nostrils. 

Still  on  his  knees,  and  bending  his  dark,  anxious  face  over 
the  orphans,  he  waited  some  moments  before  again  resorting 
to  the  only  restorative  in  his  power.  A  slight  shiver  of 
Rose  gave  him  renewed  hope ;  the  young  girl  turned  her 
head  on  the  pillow  with  a  sigh ;  then  she  started,  and  opened 
her  eyes  with  an  expression  of  astonishment  and  alarm,  but, 
not  immediately  recognizing  Dagobert,  she  exclaimed :  "Oh, 
sister!"  and  threw  herself  into  the  arms  of  Blanche. 

The  latter  also  was  beginning  to  experience  the  effect  of 
the  soldier's  care.  The  exclamation  of  Rose  completely 
roused  her  from  her  lethargy,  and  she  clung  to  her  sister, 
again  sharing  the  fright  without  knowing  its  cause. 

"They've  come  to — that's  the  chief  point,"  said  Dagobert, 
"now  we  .shall  soon  get  rid  of  these  foolish  fears."  Then 
softening  his  voice,  he  added:  "Well,  my  children,  courage! 
you  are  better.     It  is  I  who  am  here — me,  Dagobert !" 

The  orphans  made  a  hasty  movement,  and,   turning  to- 
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wards  the  soldier  their  sweet  faces,  which  were  still  full  of 
dismay  and  agitation,  they  both,  by  a  graceful  impulse, 
extended  their  arms  to  him  and  cried :  "It  is  you,  Dagobert 
— then  we  are  saf e !" 

"Yes,  my  children,  it  is  I,"  said  the  veteran,  taking  their 
hands  in  his,  and  pressing  them  joyfully.  "So  you  have 
been  much  frightened  during  my  absence?" 

"Oh,  frightened  to  death !" 

"If  you  knew — oh,  goodness!  if  you  knew " 

"But  the  lamp  is  extinguished — why  is  that?" 

"We  did  not  do  it." 

"Come — recover  yourselves,  poor  children,  and  tell  me  all 
about  it.  I  have  no  good  opinion  of  this  inn ;  but,  luckily, 
we  shall  soon  leave  it.  It  was  an  ill  wind  that  blew  me 
hither — though,  to  be  sure,  there  was  no  other  in  the  village. 
But  what  has  happened?" 

"You  were  hardly  gone,  when  the  window  flew  open 
violently,  and  the  lamp  and  table  fell  together  with  a  loud 
crash." 

"Then  our  courage  failed — we  screamed  and  clasped  each 
other,  for  we  thought  we  could  hear  some  one  moving  in  the 
room." 

"And  we  were  so  frightened,  that  we  fainted  away." 

Unfortunately,  persuaded  that  it  was  the  violence  of  the 
wind  which  had  already  broken  the  glass,  and  shaken  the 
window,  Dagobert  attributed  this  second  accident  to  the 
same  cause  as  the  first,  thinking  that  he  had  not  properly 
secured  the  fastening  and  that  the  orphans  had  been  deceived 
by  a  false  alarm.  "Well,  well — it  is  over  now,"  said  he  to 
them :    "Calm  yourselves,  and  don't  think  of  it  any  more." 

"But  why  did  you  leave  us  so  hastily,  Dagobert  ?" 

"Yes,  now  I  remember — did  we  not  hear  a  great  noise, 
sister,  and  see  Dagobert  run  to  the  staircase,  crying:  'My 
horse !  what  are  they  doing  to  my  horse  ?' " 

"It  was  then  Jovial  who  neighed?" 

These  questions  renewed  the  anguish  of  the  soldier;  he 
feared  to  answer  them,  and  said,  with  a  confused  air:  "Yes 
— Jovial  neighed — but  it  was  nothing.  By  the  by,  we  must 
have  a  light  here.  Do  you  know  where  I  put  my  flint  and 
steel  last  evening  ?  Well,  I  have  lost  my  senses ;  it  is  here 
in  my  pocket.  Luckily,  too,  we  have  a  candle,  which  I  am 
going  to  light;  I  want  to  look  in  my  knapsack  for  some 
papers  I  require." 
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Dagobert  struck  a  few  sparks,  obtained  a  light,  and  saw 
that  the  window  was  indeed  open,  the  table  thrown  down, 
and  the  lamp  lying  by  the  side  of  the  knapsack.  He  shut 
the  window,  set  the  little  table  on  its  feet  again,  placed  the 
knapsack  upon  it,  and  began  to  unbuckle  this  last  in  order 
to  take  out  his  portfolio,  which  had  been  deposited  along 
with  his  cross  and  purse,  in  a  kind  of  pocket  between  the 
outside  and  the  lining.  The  straps  had  been  readjusted 
with  so  much  care,  that  there  was  no  appearance  of  the 
knapsack  having  been  disturbed ;  but  when  the  soldier 
plunged  his  hand  into  the  pocket  above-mentioned,  he  found 
it  empty.  Struck  with  consternation,  he  grew  pale,  and 
retreated  a  step,  crying:     "How  is  this? — Nothing!" 

"What  is  the  matter?"  said  Blanche.  He  made  her  no 
answer.  Motionless,  he  leaned  against  the  table,  with  his 
hand  still  buried  in  the  pocket.  Then,  yielding  to  a  vague 
hope — for  so  cruel  a  reality  did  not  appear  possible — he 
hastily  emptied  the  contents  of  the  knapsack  on  the  table — 
his  poor  half -worn  clothes — his  old  uniform-coat  of  the 
horse-grenadiers  of  the  Imperial  Guard,  a  sacred  relic  for 
the  soldiers — but,  turn  and  return  them  as  he  would,  he 
found  neither  his  purse,  nor  the  portfolio  that  contained  his 
papers,  the  letters  of  General  Simon,  and  his  cross. 

In  vain,  with  that  serious  childishness  which  always 
accompanies  a  hopeless  search,  he  took  the  knapsack  by  the 
two  ends,  and  shook  it  vigorously;  nothing  came  out.  The 
orphans  looked  on  with  uneasiness,  not  understanding  his 
silence  or  his  movements,  for  his  back  was  turned  to  them. 
Blanche  ventured  to  say  to  him  in  a  timid  voice :  "What 
ails  you — you  don't  answer  us — What  is  it  you  are  looking 
for  in  your  knapsack  ?" 

Still  mute,  Dagobert  searched  his  own  person,  turned  out 
all  his  pockets — nothing! — For  the  first  time  in  his  life, 
perhaps,  his  two  children,  as  he  called  them,  had  spoken  to 
him  without  receiving  a  reply.  Blanche  and  Rose  felt  the 
big  tears  start  into  their  eyes ;  thinking  that  the  soldier  was 
angry,  they  durst  not  again  address  him. 

"No,  no!  it  is  impossible — no!"  said  the  veteran,  press- 
ing his  hand  to  his  forehead,  and  seeking  in  his  memory 
where  he  might  have  put  those  precious  objects,  the  loss  of 
which  he  could  not  yet  bring  himself  to  believe.  A  sudden 
beam  of  joy  Hashed  from  his  eyes.  He  ran  to  a  chair,  and 
took  from  it  the  portmanteau  of  the  orphans;  it  contained  a 
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little  linen,  two  black  dresses,  and  a  small  box  of  white 
wood,  in  which  were  a  silk  handkerchief  that  had  belonged  to 
their  mother,  two  locks  of  her  hair,  and  a  black  ribbon  she 
had  worn  round  her  neck.  The  little  she  possessed  had 
been  seized  by  the  Russian  government,  in  pursuance  of  the 
confiscation.  Dagobert  searched  and  researched  every  article 
— peeped  into  all  the  corners  of  the  portmanteau — still 
nothing ! 

This  time,  completely  worn  out,  leaning  against  the  table, 
the  strong,  energetic  man  felt  himself  giving  way.  His  face 
was  burning,  yet  bathed  in  a  cold  sweat ;  his  knees  trembled 
under  him.  It  is  a  common  saying,  that  drowning  men  will 
catch  at  straws ;  and  so  it  is  with  the  despair  that  still  clings 
to  some  shred  of  hope.  Catching  at  a  last  chance — absurd, 
insane,  impossible — he  turned  abruptly  towards  the  orphans, 
and  said  to  them,  without  considering  the  alteration  in  his 
voice  and  features :  "I  did  not  give  them  to  you — to  keep 
for  me? — speak?" 

Instead  of  answering,  Rose  and  Blanche,  terrified  at  his 
paleness,  and  the  expression  of  his  countenance,  uttered  a 
ery.  "Good  heavens!  what  is  the  matter  with  you?"  mur- 
mured Rose. 

"Have  you  got  them — yes,  or  no?"  cried  in  a  voice  of 
thunder  the  unfortunate,  distracted  man.  "If  you  have 
not — I'll  take  the  first  knife  I  meet  with,  and  stick  it  into 
my  body!" 

"Alas !  you  are  so  good :  pardon  us  if  we  have  done  any- 
thing to  afflict  you !  You  love  us  so  much,  you  would  not 
do  us  any  harm."  The  orphans  began  to  weep,  as  they 
stretched  forth  their  hands  in  supplication  towards  the 
soldier. 

He  looked  at  them  with  haggard  eye,  without  even  seeing 
them ;  till,  as  the  delusion  passed  away,  the  reality  presented 
itself  to  his  mind  with  all  its  terrible  consequences.  Then 
he  clasped  his  hands  together,  fell  on  his  knees  before  the 
bed  of  the  orphans,  leaned  his  forehead  upon  it,  and  amid 
his  convulsive  sobs — for  the  man  of  iron  sobbed  like  a  child 
— these  broken  words  were  audible :  Forgive  me — forgive ! 
— I  do  not  know  how  it  can  be! — Oh!  what  a  misfor- 
tune!— what  a  misfortune! — Forgive  me!" 

At  this  outbreak  of  grief,  the  cause  of  which  they  under- 
stood not,  but  which  in  such  a  man  was  heart-rending,  the 
two  sisters  wound  their  arms  about  his  old  gray  head,  and 


Till-:   WANDERING   JEW  93N 

exclaimed  amid   their  tears :      "Look  at  us !     Only  tell   us 
what  is  the  matter  with  you? — Is  it  our  fault?" 

At  this  instant,  the  noise  of  footsteps  resounded  from  the 
stairs,  mingled  with  the  barking  of  Spoil-sport,  who  had 
remained  outside  the  door.  The  nearer  the  steps  approached, 
the  more  furious  became  the  barking:  it  was  no  doubt  accom- 
panied with  hostile  demonstrations,  for  the  host  was  heard 
to  cry  out  in  an  angry  tone :  "Hollo !  you  there !  Call 
off  your  dog,  or  speak  to  him.  It  is  Mr.  Burgomaster  who 
is  coming  up." 

"Dagobert — do  you  hear? — it  is  the  burgomaster,"  said 
Rose. 

"They  are  coming  upstairs — a  number  of  people,"  resumed 
Blanche. 

The  word  burgomaster  recalled  whatever  had  happened  tc 
the  mind  of  Dagobert,  and  completed,  so  to  express  it,  the 
picture  of  his  terrible  position.  His  horse  was  dead,  he  had 
neither  papers  nor  money,  and  a  day,  a  single  day's  deten- 
tion, might  defeat  the  last  hope  of  the  sisters,  and  render 
useless  this  long  and  toilsome  journey. 

Men  of  strong  minds,  and  the  veteran  was  of  the  number, 
prefer  great  perils,  positions  of  danger  accurately  defined, 
to  the  vague  anxieties  which  precede  a  settled  misfortune. 
Guided  by  his  good  sense  and  admirable  devotion,  Dagobert 
understood  at  once,  that  his  only  resource  was  now  in  the 
justice  of  the  burgomaster,  and  that  all  his  efforts  should 
tend  to  conciliate  the  favor  of  that  magistrate.  He  there- 
fore dried  his  eyes  with  the  sheet,  rose  from  the  ground, 
erect,  calm,  and  resolute,  and  said  to  the  orphans :  "Fear 
nothing,  my  children ;  it  is  our  deliverer  who  is  at  hand." 

"Will  you  call  off  your  dog  or  no?"  cried  the  host,  still 
detained  on  the  stairs  by  Spoil-sport,  who,  as  a  vigilant  sen- 
tinel, continued  to  dispute  the  passage.  "Is  the  animal 
mad,  I  say?  Why  don't  you  tie  him  up?  Have  you  not 
caused  trouble  enough  in  my  house?  I  tell  you,  that  Mr. 
Burgomaster  is  waiting  to  examine  you  in  your  turn,  for  he 
has  finished  with  Morok." 

Dagobert  drew  his  fingers  through  his  gray  locks  and 
across  his  moustache,  clasped  the  collar  of  his  top-coat,  and 
brushed  the  sleeves  with  his  hand,  in  order  to  give  himself 
the  best  appearance  possible ;  for  he  felt  that  the  fate  of  the 
orphans  must  depend  on  his  interview  with  the  magistrate. 
It  was  not  without  a  violent  beating  of  the  heart,  that  he 
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laid  his  hand  upon  the  door-knob,  saying  to  the  young  girls, 
who  were  growing  more  and  more  frightened  by  such  a  suc- 
cession of  events:  "Hide  yourselves  in  your  bed,  my  child- 
ren; if  any  one  must  needs  enter,  it  shall  be  the  burgo- 
master alone." 

Thereupon,  opening  the  door,  the  soldier  stepped  out  on 
the  landing-place,  and  said :     "Down,  Spoil-sport ! — Here !" 

The  dog  obeyed,  but  with  manifest  repugnance.  His 
master  had  to  speak  twice,  before  he  would  abstain  from  all 
hostile  movements  towards  the  host.  This  latter,  with  a 
lantern  in  one  hand  and  his  cap  in  the  other,  respectfully 
preceded  the  burgomaster,  whose  magisterial  proportions 
were  lost  in  the  half  shadows  of  the  staircase.  Behind  the 
judge,  and  a  few  steps  lower,  the  inquisitive  faces  of  the 
people  belonging  to  the  inn  were  dimly  visible  by  the  light 
of  another  lantern. 

Dagobert,  having  turned  the  dog  into  the  room,  shut  the 
door  after  him,  and  advanced  two  steps  on  the  landing- 
place,  which  was  sufficiently  spacious  to  hold  several  per- 
sons, and  had  in  one  corner  a  wooden  bench  with  a  back  to 
it.  The  burgomaster,  as  he  ascended  the  last  stair,  was 
surprised  to  see  Dagobert  close  the  door  of  the  chamber,  as 
though  he  wished  to  forbid  his  entrance.  "Why  do  you 
shut  that  door?"  asked  he  in  an  abrupt  tone. 

"First,  because  two  girls,  whom  I  have  the  charge  of,  are 
in  bed  in  that  room ;  secondly,  because  your  examination 
would  alarm  them,"  replied  Dagobert.  "Sit  down  upon  this 
bench,  Mr.  Burgomaster,  and  examine  me  here;  it  will  not 
make  any  difference,  I  should  think." 

"And  by  what  right,"  asked  the  judge,  with  a  displeased 
air,  "do  you  pretend  to  dictate  to  me  the  place  of  your 
examination?" 

"Oh,  I  have  no  such  pretension,  Mr.  Burgomaster!"  said 
the  soldier  hastily,  fearing  above  all  things  to  prejudice  the 
judge  against  him:  "only,  as  the  girls  are  in  bed,  and  already 
much  frightened,  it  would  be  a  proof  of  your  good  heart 
to  examine  me  where  I  am." 

"Humph!"  said  the  magistrate,  with  ill-humor;  "a  pretty 
state  of  things,  truly ! — It  was  much  worth  while  to  disturb 
me  in  the  middle  of  the  night.  But,  come,  so  be  it ;  I  will 
examine  you  here."  Then,  turning  to  the  landlord,  he  added : 
"Put  your  lantern  upon  this  bench,  and  leave  us." 

The  innkeeper  obeyed,  and  went  down,  followed  by  his 
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people,  as  dissatisfied  as  they  were  at  being  excluded  from 
the  examination.  The  veteran  was  left  alone  with  the  mag- 
istrate. 


CHAPTER  XIII. 

THE  JUDGMENT. 


The  worthy  burgomaster  of  Mockern  wore  a  cloth  cap, 
and  was  enveloped  in  a  cloak.  He  sat  down  heavily  on  the 
bench.  He  was  a  corpulent  man.  about  sixty,  with  an  arro- 
gant, morose  countenance ;  and  he  frequently  rubbed  with 
his  red,  fat  fist,  eyes  that  were  still  swollen  and  blood-shot, 
from  his  having  been  suddenly  roused  from  sleep. 

Dagobert  stood  bareheaded  before  him,  with  a  submis- 
sive, respectful  air.  holding  his  old  foraging  cap  in  his  hands, 
and  trying  to  read  in  the  sullen  physiognomy  of  his  judge 
what  chance  there  might  be  to  interest  him  in  his  favor — 
that  is,  in  favor  of  the  orphans. 

In  this  critical  juncture,  the  poor  soldier  summoned  to  his 
aid  all  his  presence  of  mind,  reason,  eloquence  and  resolu- 
tion. He,  who  had  twenty  times  braved  death  with  the 
utmost  coolness — who.  calm  and  serene,  because  sincere  and 
tried,  had  never  quailed  before  the  eagle-glance  of  the 
Emperor,  his  hero  and  idol — now  felt  himself  disconcerted 
and  trembling  before  the  ill-humored  face  of  a  village  burgo- 
master. Even  so,  a  few  hours  before,  he  had  submitted, 
impassive  and  resigned,  to  the  insults  of  the  Prophet — that 
he  might  not  compromise  the  sacred  mission  with  which  a 
dying  mother  had  entrusted  him — thus  showing  to  what  a 
height  of  heroic  abnegation  it  is  possible  for  a  simple  and 
honest  heart  to  attain. 

"What  have  you  to  say  in  your  justification?  Come,  be 
quick!"  said  the  judge  roughly,  with  a  yawn  of  impatience. 

'T  have  not  got  to  justify  myself — I  have  to  make  a  com- 
plaint, Mr.  Burgomaster,"  replied  Dagobert  in  a  firm  voice. 

"Do  you  think  you  are  to  teach  me  in  what  terms  I  am 
to  put  my  questions?"  exclaimed  the  magistrate,  in  so  sharp 
a  tone  that  the  soldier  reproached  himself  with  having  begun 
the  interview  so  badly.  Wishing  to  pacify  his  judge,  he 
made  haste  to  answer  with  submission: 

"Pardon  me,   Mr.   Burgomaster,  I  have  ill-explained  my 
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meaning.  I  only  wished  to  say  that  I  was  not  wrong  in  this 
affair." 

"The  Prophet  says  the  contrary." 

"The  Prophet?"  repeated  the  soldier,  with  an  air  of  doubt. 

"The  Prophet  is  a  pious  and  honest  man,"  resumed  the 
judge,  "incapable  of  falsehood." 

"I  cannot  say  anything  upon  that  subject ;  but  you  are 
too  just,  and  have  too  good  a  heart,  Mr.  Burgomaster,  to 
condemn  without  hearing  me.  It  is  not  a  man  like  you  that 
would  do  an  injustice;  oh,  one  can  see  that  at  a  glance!" 

In  resigning  himself  thus  to  play  the  part  of  a  courtier, 
Dagobert  softened  as  much  as  possible  his  gruff  voice,  and 
strove  to  give  to  his  austere  countenance  a  smiling,  agree- 
able, and  flattering  expression.  "A  man  like  you,"  he  added, 
with  redoubled  suavity  of  manner,  "a  respectable  judge  like 
you,  never  shuts  his  ears  to  one  side  or  the  other." 

"Ears  are  not  in  question,  but  eyes ;  and,  though  mine 
smart  as  if  I  had  rubbed  them  with  nettles,  I  have  seen  the 
hand   of   the  brute-tamer,   with  a   frightful   wound   on  it." 

"Yes,  Mr.  Burgomaster,  it  is  very  true ;  but  consider,  if 
he  had  shut  his  cages  and  his  door,  all  this  would  not  have 
happened." 

"Not  so ;  it  is  your  fault.  You  should  have  fastened  your 
horse  securely  to  the  manger." 

"You  are  right,  Mr.  Burgomaster,  certainly,  you  are 
right,"  said  the  soldier,  in  a  still  more  affable  and  conciliat- 
ing voice.  "It  is  not  for  a  poor  devil  like  me  to  contradict 
you.  But  supposing  my  horse  was  let  loose  out  of  pure 
malice,  in  order  that  he  might  stray  into  the  menagerie — 
you  will  then  acknowledge  that  it  was  not  my  fault.  That 
is,  you  will  acknowledge  it  if  you  think  fit,"  hastily  added 
the  soldier ;  "I  have  no  right  to  dictate  to  you  in  anything." 

"And  why  the  devil  should  any  one  do  you  this  ill-turn?" 

"I  do  not  know,  Mr.  Burgomaster — but " 

"You  do  not  know — well  nor  I  either,"  said  the  burgo- 
master impatiently.  "Zounds !  what  a  many  words  about 
the  carcass  of  an  old  horse !" 

The  countenance  of  the  soldier,  losing  on  a  sudden  its 
expression  of  forced  suavity,  became  once  more  severe;  he 
answered  in  a  grave  voice,  full  of  emotion :  "My  horse  is 
dead — he  is  no  more  than  a  carcass — that  is  true ;  but  an 
hour  ago,  though  very  old,  he  was  full  of  life  and  intelli- 
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_rencc.  He  neighed  joyously  at  my  voice — and,  every  eve- 
ning, he  licked  the  hands  of  the  two  poor  children,  whom  he 
had  carried  all  the  day — as  formerly  he  had  carried  their 
mother.  Now  he  will  never  carry  any  one  again;  the)  will 
throw  him  to  the  dogs,  and  all  will  he  finished.  You  need 
not  have  reminded  me  harshly  of  it,  Mr.  Burgomaster — for 
I  loved  my  horse  !" 

By  these  words,  pronounced  with  noble  and  touching  sim- 
plicity, the  burgomaster  was  moved  in  spite  of  himself,  and 
regretted  his  hasty  speech.  "It  is  natural  that  you  should 
be  sorry  for  your  horse."  said  he,  in  a  less  impatient  tone; 
"but  what  is  to  be  done? — It  is  a  misfortune." 

"A  misfortune? — Yes,  Mr.  Burgomaster,  a  very  great 
misfortune.  The  girls,  who  accompany  me,  were  too  weak 
to  undertake  a  long  journey  on  foot,  too  poor  to  travel  in  a 
carriage — and  yet  we  have  to  arrive  in  Paris  before  the 
month  of  February.  When  their  mother  died,  I  promised 
her  to  take  them  to  France,  for  these  children  have  only  me 
to  take  care  of  them." 

"You  are  then  their " 

"I  am  their  faithful  servant,  Mr.  Burgomaster ;  and  now 
that  my  horse  has  been  killed,  what  can  I  do  for  them? 
Come,  you  are  good,  you  have  perhaps  children  of  your  own : 
if,  one  day.  they  should  find  themselves  in  the  position  of 
my  two  little  orphans — with  no  wealth,  no  resources  in  the 
world,  but  an  old  soldier  who  loves  them,  and  an  old  horse 
to  carry  them  along — if,  after  being  very  unfortunate  from 
their  birth — yes,  very  unfortunate,  for  my  orphans  are  the 
daughters  of  exiles — they  should  see  happiness  before  them 
at  the  end  of  a  journey,  and  then,  by  the  death  of  their 
horse,  that  journey  become  impossible — tell  me,  Mr.  Burgo- 
master, if  this  would  not  touch  your  heart?  Would  you 
not  rind,  as  I  do,  that  the  loss  of  my  horse  is  irreparable?-' 

"Certainly,"  answered  the  burgomaster,  who  was  not  ill- 
natured  at  bottom,  and  who  could  not  help  taking  part  in 
Dagobert's  emotion ;  "I  now  understand  the  importance  of 
the  loss  you  have  suffered.  And  then  your  orphans  interest 
me:  how  old  are  they?" 

"Fifteen  years  and  two  months.    They  are  twins." 

"Fifteen  years  and  two  months — that  is  about  the  age  of 
my  Frederica." 

"Vou  have  a  young  lady  of  that  age?"  cried  Dagobert. 
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once  more  awaking  to  hope ;  "ah,  Mr.  Burgomaster  f  t  am 
really  no  longer  uneasy  about  my  poor  children.  You  will 
do  us  justice." 

"To  do  justice  is  my  duty.  After  all,  in  this  affair,  the 
faults  are  about  equal  on  both  sides.  You  tied  up  your 
horse  badly,  and  the  brute-tamer  left  his  door  open.  He 
says :  'I  am  wounded  in  the  hand.'  You  answer :  'My 
horse  has  been  killed — and,  for  a  thousand  reasons,  the  loss 
of  my  horse  is  irreparable.'  " 

"You  make  me  speak  better  than  I  could  ever  speak  on 
my  own  account,  Mr.  Burgomaster,"  said  the  soldier,  with  a 
humble,  insinuating  smile;  "but  'tis  what  I  meant  to  express 
• — and,  as  you  say  yourself,  Mr.  Burgomaster,  my  horse 
being  my  whole  fortune,  it  is  only  fair " 

"Exactly  so,"  resumed  the  magistrate,  interrupting  the 
soldier;  "your  reasons  are  excellent.  The  Prophet — who  is 
a  good  and  pious  man  withal — has  related  the  facts  to  me 
in  his  own  way;  and  then,  you  see,  he  5s  an  old  acquaint- 
ance. We  are  nearly  all  zealous  Catholics  here,  and  he  sells 
to  our  wives  such  cheap  and  edifying  little  books,  with 
chaplets  and  amulets  of  the  best  manufacture,  at  less  than 
the  prime  cost.  All  this,  you  will  say,  has  nothing  to  do 
with  the  affair ;  and  you  will  be  right  in  saying  so :  still  I 
must  needs  confess  that  I  came  here  with  the  intention " 

"Of  deciding  against  me,  eh,  Mr.  Burgomaster?"  said 
Dagobert,  gaining  more  and  more  confidence.  "You  see, 
you  were  not  quite  awake,  and  your  justice  had  only  one  eye 
open." 

"Really,  master  soldier,"  answered  the  judge  with  good 
humor,  "it  is  not  unlikely;  for  I  did  not  conceal  from  Morok 
that  I  gave  it  in  his  favor.  Then  he  said  to  me  (very  gen- 
erously, by  the  way)  :  'Since  you  condemn  my  adversary,  I 
will  not  aggravate  his  position  by  telling  you  certain 
things '  " 

"What !  against  me  ?" 

"Apparently  so ;  but,  like  a  generous  enemy,  when  I  told 
him  that  I  should  most  likely  condemn  you  to  pay  him  dam- 
ages, he  said  no  more  about  it.  For  I  will  not  hide  from  you, 
that,  before  I  heard  your  reasons,  I  fully  intended  that  you 
should  make  compensation  for  the  Prophet's  wound." 

"See,  Mr.  Burgomaster,  how  the  most  just  and  able  per- 
sons are  subject  to  be  deceived,"  said  Dagobert,  becoming 
once  more  the  courtier;  then,  trying  to  assume  a  prodigi- 
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ously  knowing  look,  he  added:  "But  such  persons  find  out 
the  truth  at  last,  and  are  not  to  be  made  dupes  of,  whatever 
prophets  may  say." 

This  poor  attempt  at  a  jest — the  first  and  only  one.  per- 
haps, that  Dagobert  had  ever  been  guilty  of — will  show  the 
extremity  to  which  he  was  reduced,  and  the  desperate  efforts 
of  all  kinds  he  was  making  to  conciliate  the  good  graces  of 
his  judge.  The  burgomaster  did  not  at  first  see  the  pleas- 
antry ;  he  was  only  led  to  perceive  it  by  the  self-satisfied 
mien  of  Dagobert,  and  by  his  inquiring  glance,  which  seemed 
to  say:     "Is  it  not  good,  eh? — I  am  astonished  at  it  myself." 

The  magistrate  began,  therefore,  to  smile  with  a  patron- 
izing air,  and,  nodding  his  head,  replied  in  the  same  jocular 
spirit :  "Ha  !  ha  !  ha !  you  are  right ;  the  Prophet  is  out  in  his 
prophecy.  You  shall  not  pay  him  any  damages.  The  faults 
on  both  sides  are  equal,  and  the  injuries  balance  one  another. 
He  has  been  wounded,  your  horse  has  been  killed ;  so  you  may 
cry  quits,  and  have  done  with  it." 

"But  how  much  then,  do  you  think  he  owes  me?"  asked 
the  soldier,  with  singular  simplicity. 

"I Tow  much?" 

"Yes,  Mr.  Burgomaster,  what  sum  will  he  have  to  pay 
me?  Yes — but,  before  you  decide,  I  must  tell  you  one  thing, 
Mr.  Burgomaster.  I  think  I  shall  be  entitled  to  spend  only 
part  of  the  money  in  buying  a  horse.  I  am  sure,  that,  in  the 
environs  of  Leipsic,  I  could  get  a  beast  very  cheap  from 
some  of  the  peasants ;  and,  between  ourselves.  I  will  own  to 
you,  that,  if  I  could  meet  with  only  a  nice  little  donkey — I 
should  not  be  over  particular — I  should  even  like  it  just  as 
well ;  for,  after  my  poor  Jovial,  the  company  of  another 
horse  would  be  painful  to  me.     I  must  also  tell  you " 

"Hey-day!"  cried  the  burgomaster,  interrupting  Dagobert, 
"of  what  money,  what  donkey,  and  what  other  horse  are 
you  talking?  I  tell  you,  that  you  owe  nothing  to  the  Prophet, 
and  that  he  owes  you  nothing !" 

"He  owes  me  nothing?" 

"You  are  very  dull  of  comprehension,  my  good  man.  I 
repeat,  that,  if  the  Prophet's  animals  have  killed  your  horse, 
the  Prophet  himself  has  been  badly  wounded;  so  you  may 
cry  quits.  In  other  words,  you  owe  him  nothing,  and  he 
owes  you  nothing.     Xow  do  you  understand?" 

Dagobert,  confounded,  remained  for  some  moments  with- 
out answering,  whilst  he  looked  at  the  burgomaster  with  an 
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expression  of  deep  anguish.  He  saw  that  his  judgment 
would  again  destroy  all  his  hopes. 

"But,  Mr.  Burgomaster,"  resumed  he,  in  an  agitated 
^oice,  "you  are  too  just  not  to  pay  attention  to  one  thing:  the 
wound  of  the  brute-tamer  does  not  prevent  him  from  con- 
tinuing his  trade ;  the  death  of  my  horse  prevents  me  from 
continuing  my  journey;  therefore,  he  ought  to  indemnify 
me." 

The  judge  considered  he  had  already  done  a  good  deal  for 
Dagobert,  in  not  making  him  responsible  for  the  wound  of 
the  Prophet,  who,  as  we  have  already  said,  exercised  a  cer- 
tain influence  over  the  Catholics  of  the  country  by  the  sale 
of  his  devotional  treasures,  and  also  from  its  being  known 
that  he  was  supported  by  some  persons  of  eminence.  The 
soldier's  pertinacity,  there,  offended  the  magistrate,  who, 
reassuming  his  lofty  air,  replied,  in  a  chilling  tone:  "You 
will  make  me  repent  my  impartiality.  How  is  this?  instead 
of  thanking  me,  you  ask  for  more." 

"But,  Mr.  Burgomaster,  I  ask  only  for  what  is  just.  I 
wish  I  were  wounded  in  the  hand,  like  the  Prophet,  so  that 
I  could  but  continue  my  journey." 

"We  are  not  talking  of  what  you  wish.  I  have  pronounced 
sentence — there  is  no  more  to  say." 

"But,  Mr.  Burgomaster " 

"Enough,  enough.  Let  us  go  to  the  next  subject.  Your 
papers  ?" 

"Yes,  we  will  speak  about  my  papers ;  but  I  beg  of  you, 
Mr.  Burgomaster,  to  have  pity  on  those  two  children.  Let 
us  have  the  means  to  continue  our  journey,  and " 

"I  have  done  all  I  could  for  you — perhaps,  more  than  I 
ought.     Once  again,  your  papers !" 

"I  must  first  explain  to  you " 

"No  explanation — your  papers  ! — Or  would  you  like  me 
to  have  you  arrested  as  a  vagabond?" 

"Me — arrested !" 

"I  tell  you  that,  if  you  refuse  to  show  me  your  papers,  it 
will  be  as  if  you  had  none.  Now,  those  people  who  have  no 
papers  we  take  into  custody  till  the  authorities  can  dispose 
of  them.  Let  me  see  your  papers,  and  make  haste ! — I  am 
in  a  hurry  to  get  home." 

Dagobert's  position  was  the  more  distressing,  as  for  a 
moment  he  had  indulged  in  sanguine  hope.  The  last  blow 
was  now  added  to  all  the  veteran  had   suffered   since  the 
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commencement  of  this  scene,  which  was  a  cruel  as  well  as 
dangerous  trial,  tor  a  man  of  his  character — upright,  hut 
obstinate — faithful,  hut  rough  and  absolute — a  man  who, 
for  a  long  time  a  soldier,  and  a  victorious  one,  had  acquired 
a  certain  despotic  manner  of  treating  with  civilians. 

At  these  words — "your  papers,"  Dagobert  became  very 
pale ;  hut  he  tried  to  conceal  his  anguish  beneath  an  air  of 
assurance,  which  he  thought  best  calculated  to  gain  the 
magistrate's  good  opinion.  "I  will  tell  you  all  about  it,  Mr, 
Burgomaster,"  said  he.  "Nothing  can  be  clearer.  Such  a 
thing  might  happen  to  any  one.  I  do  not  look  like  a  beggar 
and  a  vagabond,  do  I  ?  And  yet — you  will  understand,  that 
an  honest  man  who  travels  with  two  young  girls " 

"No  more  words  !    Your  papers  !" 

At  this  juncture  two  powerful  auxiliaries  arrived  to  the 
soldier's  aid.  The  orphans,  growing  more  and  more  uneasy, 
and  hearing  Dagobert  still  talking  upon  the  landing-place, 
had  risen  and  dressed  themselves ;  so  that  just  at  tha. 
instant,  when  the  magistrate  said  in  a  rough  voice — "No 
more  words!  Your  papers!" — Rose  and  Blanche,  holding 
each  other  by  the  hand,  came  forth  from  the  chamber. 

At  sight  of  those  charming  faces,  which  their  poor 
mourning  vestments  only  rendered  more  interesting,  the 
burgomaster  rose  from  his  seat,  struck  with  surprise  and 
admiration.  By  a  spontaneous  movement,  each  sister  took 
a  hand  of  Dagobert,  and  pressed  close  to  him,  whilst  they 
regarded  the  magistrate  with  looks  of  mingled  anxiety  and 
candor. 

It  was  so  touching  a  picture,  this  of  the  old  soldier  pre- 
senting as  it  were  to  his  judge  the  graceful  children,  with 
countenances  full  of  innocence  and  beauty,  that  the  burgo- 
master, by  a  sudden  reaction,  found  himself  once  more  dis- 
posed to  sentiments  of  pity.  Dagobert  perceived  it ;  and, 
still  holding  the  orphans  by  the  hand,  he  advanced  towards 
him,  and  said  in  a  feeling  voice:  "Look  at  these  poor  children, 
-Mr.  Burgomaster!  Could  I  show  you  a  better  passport?" 
And,  overcome  by  so  many  painful  sensations — restrained, 
yet  following  each  other  in  quick  succession — Dagobert  felt, 
in  spite  of  himself,  that  the  tears  were  starting  to  his  eyes. 

Though  naturally  rough,  and  rendered  still  more  testy  by 
the  interruption  of  his  sleep,  the  burgomaster  was  not  quite 
deficient  in  sense  of  feeling.  He  perceived  at  once,  that  a 
man  thus  accompanied,  ought  not  to  inspire  any  great  dis- 
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trust.     "Poor  dear  children !"  said  he,  as  he  examined  them 
with  growing  interest;  "orphans  so  young,  and  they  come 

from  far " 

"From  the  heart  of  Siberia,  Mr.  Burgomaster,  where  their 
mother  was  an  exile  before  their  birth.  It  is  now  more  than 
five  months  that  we  have  been  travelling  on  by  short  stages 
— hard  enough,  you  will  say,  for  children  of  their  age.  It 
is  for  them  that  I  ask  your  favor  and  support — for  them 
against  whom  everything  seems  to  combine  to-day — for,  only 
just  now,  when  I  went  to  look  for  my  papers,  I  could  not 
find  in  my  knapsack  the  portfolio  in  which  they  were,  along 
with  my  purse  and  cross — for  you  must  know,  Mr.  Burgo- 
master— pardon  me,  if  I  say  it — 'tis  not  from  vain  glory — 
but  I  was  decorated  by  the  hand  of  the  Emperor ;  and  a  man 
whom  he  decorated  with  his  own  hand,  you  see,  could  not  be 
so  bad  a  fellow,  though  he  may  have  had  the  misfortune  t& 
lose  his  papers — and  his  purse.  That's  what  has  happened 
to  me,  and  made  me  so  pressing  about  the  damages." 
"How  and  where  did  you  suffer  this  loss?" 
"I  do  not  know,  Mr.  Burgomaster;  I  am  sure  that  the 
evening  before  last,  at  bed-time,  I  took  a  little  money  out  of 
the  purse,  and  saw  the  portfolio  in  its  place ;  yesterday  I  had 
small  change  sufficient,  and  did  not  undo  the  knapsack." 
"And  where  then  has  the  knapsack  been  kept  ?" 

"In  the  room  occupied  by  the  children :  but  this  night " 

Dagobert  was  here  interrupted  by  the  tread  of  some  one 
mounting  the  stairs :  it  was  the  Prophet.  Concealed  in  the 
shadow  of  the  staircase,  he  had  listened  to  this  conversation, 
iind  he  dreaded  lest  the  weakness  of  the  burgomaster  should 
mar  the  complete  success  of  his  projects. 


CHAPTER  XIV. 


THE   DECISION. 


Morok,  who  wore  his  left  arm  in  a  sling,  having  slowly 
ascended  the  staircase,  saluted  the  burgomaster  respectfully. 
At  sight  of  the  repulsive  countenance  of  the  lion-tamer,  Rose 
and  Blanche,  affrighted,  drew  back  a  step  nearer  to  the  sol- 
dier. The  brow  of  the  latter  grew  dark,  for  he  felt  his  blood 
boil  against  Morok,  the  cause  of  all  his  difficulties — though 
he  was  yet  ignorant  that  Goliath,  at  the  instigation  of  the 
Prophet,  had  stolen  his  portfolio  and  papers. 
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"What  did  you  want,  Morok?"  said  the  burgomaster,  with 
an  air  half  friendly  and  half  displeased.  "J  told  the  land- 
lord that  I  did  not  wish  to  be  interrupted." 

"I  have  come  to  render  you  a  service,  Mr.  Burgomaster." 

"A  service?" 

"Yes,  a  great  service;  or  I  should  not  have  ventured  to 
disturb  you.     My  conscience  reproaches  me." 

'"Your  conscience?" 

"Yes,  Mr.  Burgomaster,  it  reproaches  me  for  not  having 
told  you  all  that  I  had  to  tell  about  this  man;  a  false  pity 
led  me  astray." 

"Well,  but  what  have  you  to  tell?" 

Morok  approached  the  judge,  and  spoke  to  him  for  some 
time  in  a  low  voice.  At  first  apparently  much  astonished, 
the  burgomaster  became  by  degrees  deeply  attentive  and 
anxious;  every  now  and  then  be  allowed  some  exclamation 
of  surprise  or  doubt  to  escape  him,  whilst  he  glanced  covertly 
at  the  group  formed  by  Dagobert  and  the  two  young  girls. 
By  the  expression  of  his  countenance,  which  grew  ever}' 
moment  more  unquiet,  severe,  and  searching,  it  was  easy  to 
perceive  that  the  interest  which  the  magistrate  had  felt*  for 
the  orphans  and  for  the  soldier,  was  gradually  changed,  by 
the  secret  communications  of  the  Prophet,  into  a  sentiment 
of  distrust  and  hostility. 

Dagobert  saw  this  sudden  revolution,  and  his  fears,  which 
had  been  appeased  for  an  instant,  returned  with  redoubled 
force;  Rose  and  Blanche,  confused,  and  not  understanding 
the  object  of  this  mute  scene,  looked  at  the  soldier  with  in- 
creased perplexity. 

"The  devil !"  said  the  burgomaster,  rising  abruptly ;  "all 
this  never  occurred  to  me.  What  could  I  have  been  thinking 
of? — But  you  see,  Morok,  when  one  is  roused  up  in  the 
middle  of  the  night,  one  has  not  always  presence  of  mind. 
You  said  well :  it  is  a  i,rreat  service  you  came  to  render  me." 

"I  assert  nothing  positively,  but " 

"No  matter ;  'tis  a  thousand  to  one  that  you  are  right." 

"It  is  only  a  suspicion  founded  upon  divers  circumstances; 
but  even  a  suspicion " 

"May  give  you  scent  of  the  truth.  And  here  was  I,  going 
like  a  gull  into  the  snare ! — Once  more,  what  could  I  have 
been  thinking  of  ?" 

"It  is  so  difficult  to  be  on  guard  against  certain  appear- 
ances." 
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"You  need  not  tell  me  so,  my  dear  Morok,  you  need  not 
tell  me  so." 

During  this  mysterious  conversation,  Dagobert  was  on 
thorns;  he  saw  vaguely  that  a  violent  storm  was  about  to 
burst.  He  thought  only  of  how  he  should  still  keep  his  anger 
within  bounds. 

Morok  again  approached  the  judge,  and  glancing  at  the 
orphans,  recommenced  speaking  in  a  low  voice.  "Oh!" 
cried  the  burgomaster,  with  indignation,  "you  go  too  far 
now." 

"I  affirm  nothing,"  said  Morok,  hastily ;  "it  is  a  mere  sup- 
position founded  on "  and  he  again  brought  his  lips  close 

to  the  ear  of  the  judge. 

"After  all,  why  not?"  resumed  the  magistrate,  lifting  up 
his  hands ;  "such  people  are  capable  of  anything.  He  says 
that  he  brings  them  from  the  heart  of  Siberia :  why  may  not 
all  this  prove  to  be  a  tissue  of  impudent  falsehoods  ? — But  I 
am  not  to  be  made  a  dupe  twice,"  cried  the  burgomaster,  in 
an  angry  tone,  for,  like  all  persons  of  a  weak  and  shifting 
character,  he  was  without  pity  for  those  whom  he  thought 
capable  of  having  beguiled  his  compassion. 

"Do  not  be  in  a  hurry  to  decide — don't  give  to  my  words 
more  weight  than  they  deserve,"  resumed  Morok  with  a 
hypocritical  affectation  of  humility.  "I  am  unhappily  placed 
in  so  false  a  position  with  regard  to  this  man" — pointing  to 
Dagobert — "that  I  might  be  thought  to  have  acted  from 
private  resentment  for  the  injury  he  has  done  me;  perhaps  I 
may  so  act  without  knowing  it,  while  I  fancy  that  I  am  only 
influenced  by  love  of  justice,  horror  of  falsehood,  and  respect 
for  our  holy  religion.  Well — who  lives  long  enough  will 
know — and  may  heaven  forgive  me  if  I  am  deceived ! — In 
any  case,  the  law  will  pronounce  upon  it ;  and  if  they  should 
prove  innocent,  they  will  be  released  in  a  month  or  two." 

"And,  for  that  reason,  I  need  not  hesitate.  It  is  a  mere 
measure  of  precaution ;  they  will  not  die  of  it.  Besides,  the 
more  I  think  of  it,  the  more  it  seems  probable.  Yes,  this 
man  is  doubtless  a  French  spy  or  agitator,  especially  when  I 
compare  these  suspicions  with  the  late  demonstration  of  the 
students  at  Frankfort." 

"And,  upon  that  theory,  nothing  is  better  fitted  to  excite 

and  stir  up  those  hot-headed  youths  than "    He  glanced 

significantly  at  the  two  sisters;  then,  after  a  pause,  he  added 
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with  a  sigh,  "Satan  does  not  care  by  what  means  he  works 
out  his  ends !" 

"Certainly,  it  would  be  odious,  but  well-devised." 

"And  then,  Mr  Burgomaster,  look  at  him  attentively:  you 
will  see  that  this  man  has  a  dangerous  face.  You  will 
see " 

In  continuing  thus  to  speak  in  a  low  tone,  Morok  had 
evidently  pointed  to  Dagobert.  The  latter,  notwithstanding 
his  self-command,  felt  that  the  restraint  he  had  imposed 
upon  himself,  Mnce  his  arrival  at  this  unlucky  inn,  and  above 
all  since  the  commencement  of  the  conversation  between 
Morok  and  the  burgomaster,  was  becoming  no  longer  bear- 
able ;  besides,  he  saw  cleariy  that  all  his  efforts  to  conciliate 
the  favor  of  the  judge  were  rendered  completely  null  by  the 
fatal  influence  of  the  brute-tamer ;  so,  losing  patience,  ha 
advanced  towards  him  with  his  arms  folded  on  his  breast, 
and  said  to  him  in  a  subdued  voice:  "Was  it  of  me  that 
you  were  whispering  to  Mr.  Burgomaster?" 

"Yes,"  said  Morok,  looking  fixedly  at  him. 

"Why  did  you  not  speak  out  loud?"  Having  said  this, 
the  almost  convulsive  movement  of  his  thick  moustache.  a3 
he  stood  looking  Morok  full  in  the  face,  gave  evidence  of  a 
severe  internal  conflict.  Seeing  that  his  adversary  preserved 
a  contemptuous  silence,  he  repeated  in  a  sterner  voice:  "I 
ask  you,  why  you  did  not  speak  out  loud  to  Mr.  Burgomas- 
ter, when  you  were  talking  of  me?" 

"Because  there  are  some  things  so  shameful,  that  on& 
would  blush  to  utter  them  aloud,"  answered  Morok  insolently. 

Till  then  Dagobert  had  kept  his  arms  folded ;  he  now 
extended  them  violently,  clenching  his  fists.  This  sudden 
movement  was  so  expressive  that  the  two  sisters  uttered  a 
cry  of  terror,  and  drew  closer  to  him. 

"Hark  ye,  Mr.  Burgomaster!"  said  the  soldier,  grinding 
his  teeth  with  rage:  "bid  that  man  go  down,  or  I  will  not 
answer  for  myself  !" 

"What!"  said  the  burgomaster,  haughtily;  "do  you  dare 
to  give  orders  to  me?" 

"I  tell  you  to  make  that  man  go  down,"  resumed  Dagobert, 
quite  beside  himself,  "or  there  will  be  mischief!" 

"Dagobert ! — good  heaven  ! — be  calm,"  cried  the  children, 
grasping  his  hands. 

"It  becomes  you,  certainly — miserable  vagabond  that  you 
are — not   to   say   worse,"    returned    the   burgomaster,    in    a 
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rage :  "it  becomes  you  to  give  orders  to  me ! — Oh !  you  think 
to  impose  upon  me,  by  telling  me  you  have  lost  your 
papers ! — It  will  not  serve  your  turn,  for  which  you  carry 
about  with  you  these  two  girls,  who,  in  spite  of  their  inno- 
cent looks,  are  perhaps  after  all " 

"Wretch !"  cried  Dagobert,  with  so  terrible  a  voice  and 
gesture  that  the  official  did  not  dare  to  finish.  Taking  the 
children  by  the  arm  before  they  could  speak  a  word,  the 
soldier  pushed  them  back  into  the  chamber;  then,  locking 
the  door,  and  putting  the  key  into  his  pocket,  he  returned 
precipitately  towards  the  burgomaster,  who,  frightened  at 
the  menacing  air  and  attitude  of  the  veteran,  retreated  a 
couple  of  steps,  and  held  by  one  hand  to  the  rail  of  the 
staircase. 

"Listen  to  me !"  said  the  soldier,  seizing  the  judge  by  the 
arm.  "Just  now,  that  scoundrel  insulted  me — I  bore  with 
it — for  it  only  concerned  myself.  I  have  heard  patiently  all 
your  idle  talk,  because  you  seemed  for  a  moment  to  interest 
yourself  in  those  poor  children.  But  since  you  have  neither 
bouI,  nor  pity,  nor  justice — I  tell  you  that,  burgomaster  though 
you  are — I  will  spurn  you  as  I  would  spurn  that  dog,"  point- 
ing again  to  the  Prophet,  "if  you  have  the  misfortune  to  men- 
tion those  two  young  girls,  in  any  other  way  than  you  would 
speak  of  your  own  child ! — Now,  do  you  mark  me  ?'' 

"What  i — you  dare  to  say,"  cried  the  burgomaster,  stam- 
mering with  rage,  "that  if  I  happen  to  mention  two  adven- 
turesses  " 

"Hats  off ! — when  you  speak  of  the  daughters  of  the  Duke 
of  Ligny,"  cried  the  soldier,  snatching  the  cap  of  the  burgo- 
master and  flinging  it  on  the  ground.  On  this  act  of  aggres- 
sion, Morok  could  not  restrain  his  joy.  Exasperated  and 
losing  all  hope,  Dagobert  had  at  length  yielded  to  the  violence 
of  his  anger,  after  struggling  so  painfully  against  it  for  some 
hours. 

When  the  burgomaster  saw  his  cap  at  his  feet,  he  looked 
at  the  brute-tamer  with  an  air  of  stupefaction,  as  if  he  hesi- 
tated to  believe  so  great  an  enormity.  Dagobert,  regretting 
his  violence,  and  feeling  that  no  means  of  conciliation  now 
remained,  threw  a  rapid  glance  around  him,  and,  retreating 
several  paces,  gained  the  topmost  steps  of  the  staircase.  The 
burgomaster  stood  near  the  bench,  in  a  corner  of  the  landing- 
place,  whilst  Morok,  with  his  arm  in  the  sling,  to  give  the 
more   serious  appearance  to  his   wound,   was   close  beside 
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him.  "So!"  cried  the  magistrate,  deceived  by  the  backward 
movement  of  Dagobert,  "you  think  to  escape,  after  daring 
to  lift  hand  against  me! — Old  villain!" 

"Forgive  me.  Mr.  Burgomaster!  It  was  a  burst  of  rash- 
3  that  I  was  not  able  to  control.     I  am  sorry  for  it."  - 

gobert  in  a  repentant  voice,  and  hanging  his  head  humbly. 

"No  pity  for  thee,  rascal!  You  would  begin  again  to 
smooth  me  over  with  your  coaxing  ways,  but  I  have  pen- 
etrated your  secret  designs.  You  are  not  what  you  appear 
to  be,  and  there  is  perhaps  an  affair  of  state  at  the  bottom  of 
all  this."  added  the  magistrate,  in  a  very  diplomatic  tone. 
"All  means  are  alike  to  those  who  wish  to  set  Europe  in 
flames." 

"I  am  only  a  poor  devil,  Mr.  Burgomaster ;  you,  that  have 
a  good  heart,  will  show  me  some  mercy." 

"What !  when  you  have  pulled  off  my  cap?" 

'And  you,"  added  the  soldier,  turning  towards  Morok, 
"you.  that  have  been  the  cause  of  all  this — have  some  pity 
upon  me — do  not  bear  malice ! — You,  a  holy  man,  speak  a 
word  in  my  favor  to  Mr.  Burgomaster." 

"I  have  spoken  to  him  what  I  was  bound  to  speak," 
answered  the  Prophet  ironically. 

"Oho !  you  can  look  foolish  enough  now,  you  old  vagabond  ! 
Did  you  think  to  impose  on  me  with  lamentations?"  resumed 
the  burgomaster,  advancing  towards  Dagobert.  "Thanks  be, 
I  am  no  longer  your  dupe ! — You  shall  see  that  we  have  good 
dungeons  at  Leipsic  for  French  agitators  and  female  vagrants, 
for  your  damsels  are  no  better  than  you  are.  Come,"  added 
he,  puffing  out  his  cheeks  with  an  important  air,  "go  down 
before  me — and  as  for  you,  Morok " 

The  burgomaster  was  unable  to  finish.  For  some  minutes 
Dagobert  had  only  sought  to  gain  time,  and  had  cast  many 
a  side-glance  at  a  half -open  door  on  the  landing-place,  just 
opposite  to  the  chamber  occupied  by  the  orphans:  finding 
the  moment  favorable,  he  now  rushed  quick  as  lightning  on 
the  burgomaster,  seized  him  by  the  throat,  and  dashed  him 
with  such  violence  against  the  door  in  question,  that  the 
magistrate,  stupefied  by  this  sudden  attack,  and  unable  to 
ik  a  word  or  utter  a  cry,  rolled  over  to  the  further  end  of 
the  room,  which  was  completely  dark.  Then,  turning  towards 
Morok.  who,  with  his  arm  encumbered  by  the  sling,  made  a 
rush  for  the  staircase,  the  soldier  caught  him  by  his  long, 
streaming  hair,  pulled  him  back,  clasped  him  with  hands  of 
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iron,  clapped  his  hand  over  his  mouth  to  stifle  his  outcries, 
and  notwithstanding  his  desperate  resistance,  dragged  him 
into  the  chamber,  on  the  floor  of  which  the  burgomaster  lay- 
bruised  and  stunned. 

Having  double-locked  the  door,  and  put  the  key  in  his 
pocket,  Dagobert  descended  the  stairs  at  two  bounds,  and 
found  himself  in  a  passage,  that  opened  on  the  court-yard. 
The  gate  of  the  inn  was  shut,  and  there  was  no  possibility 
of  escape  on  that  side.  The  rain  fell  in  torrents.  He  could 
see  through  the  window  of  a  parlor,  in  which  a  fire  was 
burning,  the  host  and  his  people  waiting  for  the  decision  of 
the  burgomaster.  To  bolt  the  door  of  the  passage,  and  thus 
intercept  all  communication  with  the  yard,  was  for  the  sol- 
dier the  affair  of  an  instant,  and  he  hastened  upstairs  again 
to  rejoin  the  orphans. 

Morok,  recovering  from  his  surprise,  was  calling  for  help 
with  all  his  might;  but,  even  if  the  distance  had  permitted 
him  to  be  heard,  the  noise  of  the  wind  and  rain  would  have 
drowned  his  outcries.  Dagobert  had  about  an  hour  before 
him,  for  it  would  require  some  time  to  elapse  before  the 
length  of  his  interview  with  the  magistrate  would  excite  as- 
tonishment ;  and,  suspicion  or  fear  once  awakened,  it  would 
be  necessary  to  break  open  two  doors — that  which  sep- 
arated the  passage  from  the  court-yard,  and  that  of  the 
room  in  which  the  burgomaster  and  the  Prophet  were  con- 
fined. 

"My  children,  it  is  now  time  to  prove  that  you  have  a 
soldier's  blood  in  your  veins,"  said  Dagobert,  as  he  entered 
abruptly  the  chamber  of  the  young  girls,  who  were  terrified 
at  the  racket  they  had  heard  for  some  minutes. 

"Good  heaven,  Dagobert!  what  has  happened?"  cried 
Blanche. 

"What  do  you  wish  us  to  do?"  added  Rose. 

Without  answering,  the  soldier  ran  to  the  bed,  tore  off  the 
sheets,  tied  them  strongly  together,  made  a  knot  at  one  end, 
passed  it  over  the  top  of  the  left  half  of  the  casement,  and 
so  shut  it  in.  Thus  made  fast  by  the  size  of  the  knot,  which 
could  not  slip  through,  the  sheets,  floating  on  the  outside, 
touched  the  ground.  The  second  half  of  the  window  was 
left  open,  to  afford  a  passage  to  the  fugitives. 

The  veteran  next  took  his  knapsack,  the  children's  port- 
manteau, and  the  reindeer  pelisse,  and  threw  them  all  out 
of  the  window,  making  a  sign  to  Spoil-sport  to  follow,  to 
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ivatch  over  them.  The  dog  did  not  hesitate,  but  disappeared 
at  a  single  bound.  Rose  and  Blanche  looked  at  Dagobert  in 
amazement,  without  uttering  a  word. 

"Now.  children."  said  he  to  them,  "the  doors  of  the  inn 
are  shut,  and  it  is  by  this  way,"  pointing  to  the  window, 
"that  we  must  pass — if  we  would  not  be  arrested,  put  in 
prison — you  in  one  place,  and  I  in  the  other — and  have  our 
journey  altogether  knocked  on  the  head." 

"Arrested!  put  in  prison!"  cried  Rose. 

"Separated  from  you !"  exclaimed  Blanche. 

"Yes,  my  poor  children! — They  have  killed  Jovial — we 
must  make  our  escape  on  foot,  and  try  to  reach  Leipsic — 
when  you  are  tired,  I  will  carry  you,  and,  though  I  have  to 
beg  my  way,  we  will  go  through  with  it.  But  a  quarter  of 
an  hour  later,  and  all  will  be  lost.  Come,  children,  have 
trust  in  me — show  that  the  daughters  of  General  Simon  are 
no  cowards — and  there  is  yet  hope." 

By  a  sympathetic  movement,  the  sisters  joined  hands,  as 
though  they  would  meet  the  danger  united.  Their  sweet 
faces,  pale  from  the  effect  of  so  many  painful  emotions,  were 
now  expressive  of  simple  resolve,  founded  on  the  blind  faith 
they  reposed  in  the  devotion  of  the  soldier. 

"Be  satisfied,  Dagobert!  we'll  not  be  frightened,"  said 
Rose,  in  a  firm  voice. 

"We  will  do  what  must  be  done,"  added  Blanche,  in  a  no 
less  resolute  tone. 

"I  was  sure  of  it,"  cried  Dagobert ;  "good  blood  is  ever 
thicker  than  water.  Come !  you  are  light  as  feathers,  tha 
sheet  is  strong,  it  is  hardly  eight  feet  to  the  ground,  and  the 
pup  is  waiting  for  you." 

"It  is  for  me  to  go  first — I  am  the  eldest  for  to-day,"  cried 
Rose,  when  she  had  tenderly  embraced  Blanche ;  and  she 
ran  to  the  window,  in  order,  if  there  were  any  danger,  to 
expose  herself  to  it  before  her  sister. 

Dagobert  easily  guessed  the  cause  of  this  eagerness. 
"Dear  children!"  said  he,  "I  understand  you.  But  fear 
nothing  for  one  another — there  is  no  danger.  I  have  my- 
self fastened  the  sheet.    Quick,  my  little  Rose!" 

As  light  as  a  bird,  the  young  girl  mounted  the  ledge  of 
the  window,  and  assisted  by  Dagobert,  took  hold  of  the  sheet, 
and  slid  gently  down  according  to  the  recommendation  of 
the  soldier,  who,  leaning  out  his  whole  body,  encouraged  her 
w.ih  his  voice. 
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"Don't  be  afraid,  sister !"  said  she,  as  soon  as  she  touched 
the  ground ;  "it  is  very  easy  to  come  down  this  way.  And 
Spoil-sport  is  here,  licking  my  hands."  Blanche  did  not  long 
keep  her  waiting;  as  courageous  as  her  sister,  she  descended 
with  the  same  success. 

"Dear  little  creatures !  what  have  they  done  to  be  so 
unfortunate? — Thousand  thunders!  there  must  be  a  curse 
upon  the  family,"  cried  Dagobert,  as,  with  heavy  heart,  he 
saw  the  pale,  sweet  face  of  the  young  girl  disappear  amid 
the  gloom  of  the  dark  night,  which  violent  squalls  of  wind 
and  torrents  of  rain  rendered  still  more  dismal. 

"Dagobert,  we  are  waiting  for  you ;  come  quickly !"  said 
the  orphans  in  a  low  voice,  from  beneath  the  window. 
Thanks  to  his  tall  stature,  the  soldier  rather  leaped  than 
glided  to  the  ground. 

Dagobert  and  the  two  young  girls  had  not  fled  from  the 
inn  of  the  White  Falcon  more  than  a  quarter  of  an  hour, 
when  a  long  crash  resounded  through  the  house.  The  door 
had  yielded  to  the  efforts  of  the  burgomaster  and  Morok, 
who  had  made  use  of  a  heavy  table  as  a  battering-ram. 
Guided  by  the  light,  they  ran  to  the  chamber  of  the  orphans, 
now  deserted.  Morok  saw  the  sheets  floating  from  the  case- 
ment, and  cried :  "Mr.  Burgomaster,  they  have  escaped  by 
the  window — they  are  on  foot — in  this  dark  and  stormy 
night,  they  cannot  be  far." 

"No  doubt,  we  shall  catch  them,  the  miserable  tramps!—. 
Oh,  1  will  be  revenged !  Quick,  Morok ;  your  honor  is  con- 
cerned as  well  as  mine." 

"My  honor? — Much  more  is  concerned  than  that,  Mr. 
Burgomaster,"  answered  the  Prophet,  in  a  tone  of  great  irri- 
tation. Then,  rapidly  descending  the  stairs,  he  opened  the 
door  of  the  court-yard,  and  shouted  in  a  voice  of  thunder: 
"Goliath !  unchain  the  dogs  ! — and,  landlord !  bring  us  lan- 
terns, torches — arm  your  people — open  the  doors  ! — We  must 
pursue  the  fugitives;  they  cannot  escape  us;  we  must  have 
them — alive  or  dead!" 


CHAPTER  XV. 

THE      DESPATCHES. 

When  we  read,  in  the  rules  of  the  order  of  the  Jesuits,  under  the  title 
De  formula  scribendi  (Institut.  2,  11,  p.  125,  129),  the  develop- 
ment of  the  8th  part  of  the  constitutions,  we  are  appalled  by  the 
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number  of  letters,  narratives,  registers,  and  writings  of  all  kinds, 
preserved  in  the  archives  of  the  society. 
It  is  a  police  infinitely  more  exact  and  better  informed  than  has  ever 
been  that  of  any  state.  Even  the  government  of  Venice  found  it- 
self surpassed  by  the  Jesuits:  when  it  drove  them  out  in  1<>06,  it 
seized  all  their  papers,  and  reproached  them  for  their  great  and 
laborious  curiosity.  This  police,  this  secret  inquisition,  carried 
to  such  a  degree  of  perfection,  may  give  some  idea  of  the  strength 
of  a  government,  so  well-informed,  so  persevering  in  its  projects, 
so  powerful  by  its  unity,  and,  as  the  constitutions  have  it,  by  the 
union  of  its  members.  It  is  not  hard  to  understand,  what  im- 
mense force  must  belong  to  the  heads  of  this  society,  and  how 
the  general  of  the  Jesuits  could  say  to  the  Duke  de  Brissac: 
"From  this  room,  your  grace,  I  govern  not  only  Paris,  but  China 
— not  only  China,  but  the  whole  world — and  all  without  any  one 
knowing  how  it  is  done." 
(Constitution  of  the  Jesuits,  edited  by  Paulin,  Paris,  1843.) 

Morok,  the  lion-tamer,  seeing  Dagobert  deprived  of  his 
horse,  and  stripped  of  his  money  and  papers,  and  thinking 
it  was  thus  out  of  his  power  to  continue  his  journey,  had, 
previous  to  the  arrival  of  the  burgomaster,  despatched  Karl 
to  Leipsic,  as  the  bearer  of  a  letter  which  he  was  to  put  im- 
mediately into  the  post.  The  address  of  this  letter  was  as 
follows:  "A  Monsieur  Rodin,  Rue  du  Milieu  des  Ursins, 
Paris." 

About  the  middle  of  this  obscure  and  solitary  street,  situ- 
ate below  the  level  of  the  Quai  Napoleon,  which  it  joins  not 
far  from  the  Rue  Saint  Landry,  there  stood  a  house  of  un- 
pretentious appearance,  at  the  bottom  of  a  dark  and  narrow 
court-yard,  separated  from  the  street  by  a  low  building  in 
front,  with  arched  doorway,  and  two  windows  protected  by 
thick  iron  bars.  Nothing  could  be  more  simple  than  the  in- 
terior of  this  quiet  dwelling,  as  was  sufficiently  shown  by 
the  furniture  of  a  pretty  large  room  on  the  ground  floor. 
The  walls  of  this  apartment  were  lined  with  old  gray 
wainscot;  the  tiled  floor  was  painted  red,  and  carefully  pol- 
ished ;  curtains  of  white  calico  shaded  the  windows. 

A  sphere  of  about  four  feet  in  diameter,  raised  on  a 
pedestal  of  massive  oak,  stood  at  one  end  of  the  room,  op- 
posite to  the  fireplace.  Upon  this  globe,  which  was  paint- 
ed on  a  large  scale,  a  host  of  little  red  crosses  appeared 
scattered  over  all  parts  of  the  world — from  the  North  to  the 
South,  from  the  rising  to  the  setting  sun,  from  the  most  bar- 
barous countries,  from  the  most  distant  isles,  to  the  centre? 
of  civilization,  to  France  itself.  There  was  not  a  single 
country  which  did  not  present  some  spots  marked  with  these 
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red  crosses,  evidently  indicative  of   stations,  or  serving  as 
points  of  reference. 

Before  a  table  of  black  wood,  loaded  with  papers,  and 
resting  against  the  wall  near  the  chimney,  a  chair  stood 
empty.  Further  on,  between  the  two  windows,  was  a  large 
walnut-wood  desk,  surmounted  by  shelves  full  of  paste- 
board boxes. 

At  the  end  of  the  month  of  October,  1831,  about  eight 
o'clock  in  the  morning,  a  man  sat  writing  at  this  desk. 
This  was  M.  Rodin,  the  correspondent  of  Morok,  the  brute- 
tamer. 

About  fifty  years  of  age,  he  wore  an  old,  shabby,  olive 
greatcoat,  with  a  greasy  collar,  a  snuff-powdered  cotton 
handkerchief  for  a  cravat,  and  waistcoat  and  trousers  of 
threadbare  black  cloth.  His  feet,  buried  in  loose  varnished 
shoes,  rested  on  a  petty  piece  of  green  baize  upon  the  red, 
polished  floor.  His  gray  hair  lay  flat  on  his  temples,  and 
encircled  his  bald  forehead ;  his  eyebrows  were  scarcely 
marked ;  his  upper  eyelid,  flabby  and  overhanging,  like  the 
membrane  which  shades  the  eyes  of  reptiles,  half  concealed 
his  small,  sharp,  black  eye.  His  thin  lips,  absolutely  color- 
less, were  hardly  distinguishable  from  the  wan  hue  of  his 
lean  visage,  with  its  pointed  nose  and  chin ;  and  this  livid 
mask  (deprived  as  it  were  of  lips)  appeared  only  the  more 
singular,  from  its  maintaining  a  death-like  immobility. 
Had  it  not  been  for  the  rapid  movement  of  his  fingers,  as, 
bending  over  the  desk,  he  scratched  along  with  his  pen,  M. 
Rodin  might  have  been  mistaken  for  a  corpse. 

By  the  aid  of  a  cipher  (or  secret  alphabet)  placed  before 
him,  he  was  copying  certain  passages  from  a  long  sheet  full 
of  writing,  in  a  manner  quite  unintelligible  to  those  who  did 
not  possess  the  key  to  the  system.  Whilst  the  darkness  of 
the  day  increased  the  gloom  of  the  large,  cold,  naked-look- 
ing apartment,  there  was  something  awful  in  the  chilling 
aspect  of  this  man,  tracing  his  mysterious  characters  in  the 
midst  of  profound  silence. 

The  clock  struck  eight.  The  dull  sound  of  the  knocker  at 
the  outer  door  was  heard,  then  a  bell  tinkled  twice,  several 
doors  opened  and  shut,  and  a  new  personage  entered  the 
chamber.  On  seeing  him,  M.  Rodin  rose  from  the  desk, 
stuck  his  pen  between  his  teeth,  bowed  with  a  deeply  sub- 
missive air,  and  sat  down  again  to  his  work  without  utter- 
ing a  word 
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The  two  formed  a  striking  contrast  to  one  another.  The 
newcomer,  though  really  older  than  he  seemed,  would  have 
passed  for  thirty-six  or  thirty-eight  years  of  age  at  most. 
His  figure  was  tall  and  shapely,  and  few  could  have  en- 
countered the  brightness  of  his  large  gray  eye,  brilliant  as 
polished  steel.  His  nose,  broad  at  the  commencement, 
formed  a  well-cut  square  at  its  termination;  his  chin  was 
prominent,  and  the  bluish  tints  of  his  close-shaved  beard 
were  contrasted  with  the  bright  carnation  of  his  lips,  and 
the  whiteness  of  his  fine  teeth.  When  he  took  off  his  hat, 
to  change  it  for  a  black  velvet  cap  which  he  found  on  the 
small  table,  he  displayed  a  quantity  of  light  chestnut  hair, 
not  yet  silvered  by  time.  He  was  dressed  in  a  long  frock- 
coat,  buttoned  up  to  the  neck  in  military  fashion. 

The  piercing  glance  and  broad  forehead  of  this  man  re- 
vealed a  powerful  intellect,  even  as  the  development  of  his 
chest  and  shoulders  announced  a  vigorous  physical  organ- 
ization ;  whilst  his  gentlemanly  appearance,  the  perfection  of 
his  gloves  and  boots,  the  light  perfume  which  hung  aboul 
his  hair  and  person,  the  grace  and  ease  of  his  least  move- 
ments, betrayed  what  is  called  the  man  of  the  world,  and  left 
the  impression  that  he  had  sought  or  might  still  seek  every 
kind  of  success,  from  the  most  frivolous  to  the  most  serious. 
This  rare  combination  of  strength  of  mind,  strength  of  body, 
and  extreme  elegance  of  manners,  was  in  this  instance  ren- 
dered still  more  striking  by  the  circumstance,  that  what- 
ever there  might  be  of  haughtiness  or  command  in  the  upper 
part  of  that  energetic  countenance,  was  softened  down  and 
tempered  by  a  constant  but  not  uniform  smile — for,  as  occa- 
sion served,  this  smile  became  either  kind  or  sly,  cordial  or 
gay,  discreet  or  prepoesessing,  and  thus  augmented  the  in- 
sinuating charm  of  this  man,  who,  once  seen,  was  never 
again  forgotten.  But,  in  yielding  to  this  involuntary  sym- 
pathy, the  doubt  occurred  if  the  influence  was  for  good — or 
for  evil. 

M.  Rodin,  the  secretary  of  the  newcomer,  continued  to 
write. 

"Are  there  any  letters  from  Dunkirk,  Rodin?"  inquired 
his  master. 

"Post  not  yet  in." 

"Without  being  positively  uneasy  as  to  my  mother's 
health,  since  she  was  already  convalescent,"  resumed  the 
other,  "I  shall  only  be  quite  reassured  by  a  letter  from  my 
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excellent  friend,  the  Princess  de  Saint-Dizier.  I  shall  have 
good  news  this  morning,  I  hope." 

"It  is  to  be  desired,"  said  the  secretary,  as  humble  and 
submissive  as  he  was  laconic  and  impassible. 

"Certainly  it  is  to  be  desired,"  resumed  his  master;  "for 
one  of  the  brightest  days  of  my  life  was  when  the  Princess 
de  Saint-Dizier  announced  to  me  that  this  sudden  and 
dangerous  illness  had  yielded  to  the  care  and  attention  with 
which  she  surrounds  my  mother.  Had  it  not  been  for  that 
'I  must  navg  gone  down  to  her  instantly,  though  my  pres- 
ence here  is  very  necessary." 

Then,  approaching  the  desk,  he  added :  "Is  the  summary 
of  the  foreign  correspondence  complete?" 

"Here  is  the  analysis." 

"The  letters  are  still  sent  under  envelope  to  the  places 
named,  and  are  then  brought  here  as  I  directed?" 

"Always." 

"Read  to  me  the  notes  of  this  correspondence;  if  there 
are  any  letters  for  me  to  answer,  I  will  tell  you."  And 
Rodin's  master  began  to  walk  up  and  down  the  room,  with 
his  hands  crossed  behind  his  back,  dictating  observations  of 
which  Rodin  took  careful  note. 

The  secretary  turned  to  a  pretty  large  pile  of  papers,  and 
thus  began: 

"Don  Raymond  Olivarez  acknowledges  from  Cadiz  re- 
ceipt of  letter  No.  19;  he  will  conform  to  it,  and  deny  all 
lhare  in  the  abduction." 

"Very  well ;  file  it." 

"Count  Romanoff,  of  Riga,  finds  himself  in  a  position  of 
pecuniary   embarrassment." 

"Let  Duplessis  send  him  fifty  louis ;  I  formerly  served  as 
captain  in  his  regiment,  and  he  has  since  given  us  good  in- 
formation." 

"They  have  received  at  Philadelphia  the  last  cargo  of 
Histories  of  France,  expurgated  for  the  use  of  the  faithful : 
they  require  some  more  of  the  same  sort." 

"Take  note  of  it,  and  write  to  Duplessis.    Go  on." 

"M.  Spindler  sends  from  Namur  the  secret  report  on  M. 
Ardouin." 

"To  be  examined." 

"M.  Ardouin  sends  from  the  same  town  the  secret  report 
on  M.  Spindler." 

"To  be  examined." 
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"Doctor  Van  Ostadt,  of  the  same  town,  sends  a  confiden- 
tial note  on  the  subject  of  Messrs.  Spindler  and  Ardouin." 

"To  be  compared.    Go  on  !" 

"Count  Malipierri,  of  Turin,  announces  that  the  donation 
of  300.000  francs  is  signed." 

"Inform  Duplessis.    What  next?" 

"Don  Stanislaus  has  just  quitted  the  waters  of  Baden  with 
Queen  Marie  Ernestine.  He  informs  us  that  her  majesty 
will  receive  with  gratitude  the  promised  advices,  and  will 
answer  them  with  her  own  hand." 

"Make  a  note  of  it.    I  will  myself  write  to  the  queen." 

Whilst  Rodin  was  inscribing  a  few  remarks  on  the  margin 
of  the  paper,  his  master,  continuing  to  walk  up  and  down 
the  room,  found  himself  opposite  to  the  globe  marked 
with  little  red  crosses,  and  stood  contemplating  it  for  a  mo- 
ment with  a  pensive  air. 

Rodin  continued :  "In  consequence  of  the  state  of  the 
public  mind  in  certain  parts  of  Italy,  where  sundry  agitators 
have  turned  their  eyes  in  the  direction  of  France,  Father 
Orsini  writes  from  Milan,  that  it  would  be  of  importance  to 
distribute  profusely  in  that  country,  some  little  book,  in 
which  the  French  would  be  represented  as  impious  and 
debauched,  rapacious  and  bloody." 

"The  idea  is  excellent.  We  might  turn  to  good  account 
the  excesses  committed  by  our  troops  in  Italy  during  the 
wars  of  the  Republic.  You  must  employ  Jacques  Dumoulin 
to  write  it.  He  is  full  of  gall,  spite,  and  venom :  the 
pamphlet  will  be  scorching.  Besides,  I  may  furnish  a  few 
notes ;  but  you  must  not  pay  Dumoulin  till  after  delivery 
of  the  manuscript." 

"That  is  well  understood:  for,  if  we  were  to  pay  him 
beforehand,  he  would  be  drunk  for  a  week  in  some  low 
den.  It  was  thus  we  had  to  pay  him  twice  over  for  his 
virulent  attack  on  the  pantheistic  tendencies  of  Professor 
Martin's  philosophy." 

"Take  note  of  it — and  go  on!" 

"The  merchant  announces  that  the  clerk  is  about  to  send 
the  banker  to  give  in  his  accounts.  You  understand  ?" 
added  Rodin,  after  pronouncing  these  words  with  a  marked 
emphasis. 

"Perfectly,"  said  the  other,  with  a  start;  "they  are  bul 
the  expressions  agreed  on.     What  next?" 
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"But  the  clerk,"  continued  the  secretary,  "is  restrained 
by  a  last  scruple." 

After  a  moment's  silence,  during  which  the  features  of 
Rodin's  master  worked  strongly,  he  thus  resumed:  "They 
most  continue  to  act  on  the  clerk's  mind  by  silence  and 
solitude;  then,  let  him  read  once  more  the  list  of  cases  in 
which  regicide  is  authorized  and  absolved.     Go  on !" 

"The  woman  Sydney  writes  from  Dresden,  that  she  waits 
for  instructions.  Violent  scenes  of  jealousy  on  her  account 
have  again  taken  place  between  the  father  and  son ;  but 
neither  from  these  new  bursts  of  mutual  hatred,  nor  from 
the  confidential  communications  which  each  has  made  to 
her  against  his  rival,  has  she  yet  been  able  to  glean  the  in- 
formation required.  Hitherto,  she  has  avoided  giving  the 
preference  to  one  or  the  other ;  but,  should  this  situation 
be  prolonged,  she  fears  it  may  rouse  their  suspicion.  Which 
ought  she  then  to  choose — the  father  or  the  son?" 

"The  son — for  jealous  resentment  will  be  much  more 
Violent  and  cruel  in  the  old  man,  and,  to  revenge  himself 
for  the  preference  bestowed  upon  his  son,  he  will  perhaps 
tell  what  they  have  both  such  an  interest  to  conceal.  The 
next?" 

"Within  the  last  three  years,  two  maid-servants  of  Am- 
brosius,  whom  we  placed  in  that  little  parish  in  the  moun- 
tains of  the  Valais,  have  disappeared,  without  any  one  know- 
ing what  has  become  of  them.  A  third  has  just  met  with 
the  same  fate.  The  Protestants  of  the  country  are  roused — ■ 
talk  of  murder  with  frightful  attendant  circumstances " 

"Until  there  is  proof  positive  and  complete  of  the  fact, 
Ambrosius  must  be  defended  against  these  infamous 
calumnies,  the  work  of  a  party  that  never  shrinks  from 
monstrous  inventions.     Go  on !" 

"Thompson,  of  Liverpool,  has  at  length  succeeded  in  pro- 
curing for  Justin  the  place  of  agent  or  manager  to  Lord 
Stewart,  a  rich  Irish  Catholic,  whose  head  grows  daily 
weaker." 

"Let  the  fact  be  once  verified,  and  Thompson  shall  have 
a  premium  of  fifty  louis.  Make  a  note  of  it  for  Duplessis. 
Proceed." 

"Frantz  Dichstein,  of  Vienna,"  resumed  Rodin,  "an- 
nounces that  his  father  has  just  died  of  the  cholera,  in  a 
little  village  at  some  leagues   from  that  city:   for  the  epi- 
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demic  continues  to  advance  slowly,  coming  from  the  north 
of  Russia  by  way  of  Poland." 

"It  is  true."  said  Rodin's  master,  interrupting  him;  "may 
its  terrible  march  he  stayed,  and  France  be  spared." 

"Frantz  Dichstein,"  resumed  Rodin,  "says  that  his  two 
brothers  are  determined  to  contest  the  donation  made  by  his 
father,  but  that  he  is  of  an  opposite  opinion." 

"Consult  the  two  persons  that  are  charged  with  all  mat- 
ters of  litigation.     What  next?" 

"The  Cardinal  Prince  d'Amalfi  will  conform  to  the  three 
first  points  of  the  proposal :  he  demands  to  make  a  reser- 
vation upon  the  fourth  point." 

"No  reserve  ! — Either  full  and  absolute  acceptance — or 
else  war — and  (mark  me  well)  war  without  mercy — on  him 
and  his  creatures.    Go  on!" 

"Fra  Paolo  announces  that  the  Prince  Boccari,  chief  of  a 
redoubtable  secret  society,  in  despair  at  seeing  his  friends 
accuse  him  of  treachery,  in  consequence  of  suspicions  excited 
in  their  minds  by  Fra  Paolo  himself,  has  committed  suicide." 

"Boccari!  is  it  possible?"  cried  Rodin's  master.  "Boc- 
cari !  the  patriot  Boecari !  so  dangerous  a  person !" 

"The  patriot  Boccari,"  repeated  the  impassible  secretary. 

"Tell  Duplessis  to  send  an  order  for  five-and-twenty  louis 
to  Fra  Paolo.    Make  a  note  of  it." 

"Hausman  informs  us  that  the  French  dancer,  Albertine 
Ducornet,  is  the  mistress  of  the  reigning  prince ;  she  has  the 
most  complete  influence  over  him,  and  it  would  be  easy 
through  her  means  to  arrive  at  the  end  proposed,  but  that 
she  is  herself  governed  by  her  lover  (condemned  in  France  as 
a  forger),  and  that  she  does  nothing  without  consulting  him." 

"Let  Hausman  get  hold  of  this  man — if  his  claims  arc 
reasonable,  accede  to  them — and  learn  if  the  girl  has  any 
relations  in  Paris." 

"The  Duke  d'Orbano  announces,  that  the  king  his  master 
will  authorize  the  new  establishment,  but  on  the  conditions 
previously  stated." 

"No  condition! — either  a  frank  adhesion  or  a  positive 
refusal.  Let  us  know  our  friends  from  our  enemies.  The 
more  unfavorable  the  circumstances,  the  more  we  must  show 
firmness,  and  overbear  opposition  by  confidence  in  our- 
selves." 

"The  same  also  announces,  that  the  whole  of  the  corps 
diplomatique  continues  to  support  the  claims  of  the  father 
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of  that  young  Protestant  girl,  who  refuses  to  quit  the  con- 
vent where  she  has  taken  refuge,  unless  it  be  to  marry  her 
lover  against  her  father's  will." 

"Ah!  the  corps  diplomatique  continues  to  remonstrate  in 
the  father's  name?" 

"Yes." 

"Then,  continue  to  answer,  that  the  spiritual  power  has 
nothing  to  do  with  the  temporal." 

At  this  moment,  the  bell  of  the  outer  door  again  sounded 
twice.  "See  who  it  is,"  said  Rodin's  master ;  and  the  secre- 
tary rose  and  left  the  room.  The  other  continued  to  walk 
thoughtfully  up  and  down,  till,  coming  near  to  the  huge 
globe,  he  stopped  short  before  it. 

For  some  time  he  contemplated,  in  profound  silence,  the 
innumerable  little  red  crosses,  which  appeared  to  cover,  as 
with  an  immense  net,  all  the  countries  of  the  earth.  Re- 
flecting doubtless  on  the  invisible  action  of  his  power,  which 
seemed  to  extend  over  the  whole  world,  the  features  of  this 
man  became  animated,  his  large  gray  eye  sparkled,  his  nos- 
trils swelled,  and  his  manly  countenance  assumed  an  inde- 
scribable expression  of  pride,  energy,  and  daring.  With 
haughty  brow  and  scornful  lip,  he  drew  still  nearer  to  the 
globe,  and  leaned  his  strong  hand  upon  the  pole. 

This  powerful  pressure,  an  imperious  movement,  as  of  one 
taking  possession,  seemed  to  indicate,  that  he  felt  sure  of 
governing  this  globe,  on  which  he  looked  down  from  the 
height  of  his  tall  figure,  and  on  which  he  rested  his  hand 
with  so  lofty  and  audacious  an  air  of  sovereignty. 

But  now  he  no  longer  smiled.  His  eye  threatened,  and  his 
large  forehead  was  clad  with  a  formidable  scowl.  The 
artist,  who  had  wished  to  paint  the  demon  of  craft  and  pride, 
the  infernal  genius  of  insatiable  domination,  could  not  have 
chosen  a  more  suitable  model. 

When  Rodin  returned,  the  face  of  his  master  had  recov- 
ered its  ordinary  expression.  "It  is  the  postman,"  said 
Rodin,    showing    the    letters    which    he    held    in    his    hand ; 


"there  is  nothing  from  Dunkirk." 
<« 


Nothing?"  cried  his  master — and  his  painful  emotion 
formed  a  strange  contrast  to  his  late  haughty  and  implacable 
expression  of  countenance — "nothing?  no  news  of  my 
mother? — Thirty-six  hours  more,  then,  of  anxiety." 

"It  seems  to  me,  that,  if  the  princess  had  bad  news  to 
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give,  she  would  have  written.     Probably,  the  improvement 
goes  on." 

"You  are  doubtless  right,  Rodin — but  no  matter — I  am 
far  from  easy.  If,  to-morrow,  the  news  should  not  be  com- 
pletely satisfactory,  I  set  out  for  the  estate  of  the  princess. 
Why  would  my  mother  pass  the  autumn  in  that  part  of  the 
country?  The  environs  of  Dunkirk  do  not,  I  fear,  agree 
with  her." 

After  a  few  moments'  silence,  he  added,  as  he  continued 
to  walk:  "Well — these  letters — whence  are  they?" 

Rodin  looked  at  the  post-marks,  and  replied :  "Out  of  the 
four  there  are  three  relative  to  the  great  and  important 
affairs  of  the  medals." 

"Thank  heaven ! — provided  the  news  be  favorable,"  cried 
his  master,  with  an  expression  of  uneasiness,  which  showed 
how  much  importance  he  attached  to  this  affair. 

"One  is  from  Charlestown,  and  no  doubt  relative  to 
Gabriel,  the  missionary,"  answered  Rodin ;  "this  other  from 
Batavia,  and  no  doubt  concerns  the  Indian,  Djalma.  The 
third  is  from  Leipsic.  and  will  probably  confirm  that  re- 
ceived yesterday,  in  which  the  lion-tamer,  Morok,  informed 
us.  that,  in  accordance  with  his  orders,  and  without  his  being 
compromised  in  any  way,  the  daughters  of  General  Simon 
would  not  be  able  to  continue  their  journey." 

At  the  name  of  General  Simon,  a  cloud  passed  over  the 
features  of  Rodin's  master. 


CHAPTER  XVI. 

THE     ORDERS. 

The  principal  houses  correspond  with  that  in  Paris;  they  are  also  in 
direct  communication  with  the  General,  who  resides  at  Rome. 
The  correspondence  of  the  Jesuits,  so  active,  various,  and  or- 
ganized in  so  wonderful  a  manner,  has  for  its  object  to  supply  the 
heads  with  all  the  information  they  can  require.  Every  day,  the 
General  receives  a  host  of  reports,  which  serve  to  check  one 
another.  In  the  central  house,  at  Rome,  are  immense  registers, 
in  which  are  inscribed  the  names  of  all  the  Jesuits,  of  their  ad- 
herents, and  of  all  the  considerable  persons,  whether  friends  or 
enemies,  with  whom  they  have  any  connection.  In  these  registers 
are  reported,  without  alteration,  hatred  or  passion,  the  facts  re- 
lating to  the  life  of  each  individual.  It  is  the  most  gigantic  bio- 
graphical collection  that  has  ever  been  formed.  The  frailties  of 
a  woman,  the  secret  errors  of  a  statesman,  are  chronicled  in  this 
book  with  the  same  cold  impartiality.    Drawn  up  for  the  purpose 
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of  being  useful,  these  biographies  are  necessarily  exact.  When 
the  Jesuits  wish  to  influence  an  individual,  they  have  but  to  turn 
to  this  book,  and  they  know  immediately  his  life,  his  character, 
his  parts,  his  faults,  his  projects,  his  family,  his  friends,  his  most 
sacred  ties.  Conceive,  what  a  superior  facility  of  action  this 
immense  police-register,  which  includes  the  whole  world,  must 
give  to  any  one  society !  It  is  not  lightly  that  I  speak  of  these 
registers ;  I  have  my  facts  from  a  person  who  has  seen  this  col- 
lection, and  who  is  perfectly  well  acquainted  with  the  Jesuits. 
Here,  then,  is  matter  to  reflect  on  for  all  those  families,  who  ad- 
mit freely  into  their  houses  the  members  of  a  community  that 
carries  its  biographical  researches  to  such  a  point. 

(Libri,  Member  of  the  Institute.    Letters  on  the  Clergy.) 

When  he  had  conquered  the  involuntary  emotion  which 
the  name  or  remembrance  of  General  Simon  had  occasioned, 
Rodin's  master  said  to  the  secretary:  "Do  not  yet  open  the 
letters  from  Leipsic,  Charlestown,  and  Batavia;  the  infor- 
mation they  contain  will  doubtless  find  its  place  presently 
It  will  save  our  going  over  the  same  ground  twice." 

The  secretary  looked  inquiringly  at  his  master. 

The  latter  continued — "Have  you  finished  the  note  relat- 
ing to  the  medals  ?" 

"Here  it  is,"  replied  the  secretary;  "I  was  just  finishing 
my  interpretation  of  the  cipher." 

"Read  it  to  me,  in  the  order  of  the  facts.  You  can  ap- 
pend to  it  the  news  contained  in  those  three  letters." 

"True,"  said  Rodin ;  "in  that  way  the  letters  will  find 
their  right  place." 

"I  wish  to  see,"  rejoined  the  other,  "whether  this  note  is 
clear  and  fully  explanatory ;  you  did  not  forget  that  the 
person  it  is  intended  for  ought  not  to  know  all  ?" 

"I  bore  it  in  mind,  and  drew  up  the  paper  accordingly." 

"Read,"  said  the  master. 

M.  Rodin  read  as  follows,  slowly  and  deliberately: 

"  'A  hundred  and  fifty  years  ago,  a  French  Protestanl 
family,  foreseeing  the  speedy  revocation  of  the  edict  of 
Nantes,  went  into  voluntary  exile,  in  order  to  avoid  the 
just  and  rigorous  decrees  already  issued  against  the  mem- 
bers of  the  reformed  church — those  indomitable  foes  of  our 
holy  religion. 

"  'Some  members  of  this  family  sought  refuge  in  Holland, 
and  afterwards  in  the  Dutch  colonies ;  others  in  Poland, 
others  in  Germany ;  some  in  England,  and  some  in  America. 

"  Tt  is  supposed  that  only  seven  descendants  remain  of  this 
family,    which    underwent    strange    vicissitudes    since;    its 
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present   representatives  are    found   in   all   ranks   of    society, 
from  the  sovereign  to  the  mechanic. 

"These  descendants,  direct  or  indirect,  are: 
"  On  the  mother's  side — 
'*  'Rose  and  Blanche  Simon — minors. 
'  'General  Simon  married,  at  Warsaw,  a  descendant  of  the 
said  family. 

'Francois  Hardy,  manufacturer  at  Plessis,  near  Paris. 
'Prince  Djalma,  son  of  Kadja-sing,  King  of  Mondi. 
"   Kadja-sing,  married,  in  1802,  a  descendant  of  the  said 
family,  then  settled  at  Batavia,  in  the  Island  of  Java,  a 
Dutch  colony. 

"  'On  the  father's  side — 
"  'Jacques  Rennepont,  surnamed  Sleepinbuff,  mechanic. 
"  'Adrienne  de  Cardoville,  daughter  of  the  Count  of  Ren- 
nepont, Duke  of  Cardoville. 

"  'Gabriel  Rennepont,  priest  of  the  foreign  missions. 
"  'All  the  members  of  this  family  possess,  or  should  pos- 
sess, a  bronze  medal  bearing  the  following  inscriptions : 


Victim 

of 

L.  C.  D.  J. 

Pray  for  me ! 

Paris, 
February  the  13th,  1682. 


At  Paris, 

Rue  Saint  Francois,  No.  3, 

In  a  century  and  a  half 

vou   will    be. 
February  the  13th,  1832. 

Pray  for  me! 


'  'These  words  and  dates  show  that  all  of  them  have  a 
great  interest  to  be  at  Paris  on  the  13th  of  February,  1832 : 
and  that,  not  by  proxy,  but  in  person,  whether  they  are 
minors,  married  or  single. 

"  'But  other  persons  have  an  immense  interest  that  none 
of  the  descendants  of  this  family  be  at  Paris  on  the  13th 
February,  except  Gabriel  Rennepont,  priest  of  the  foreign 
missions. 

'  'At  all  hazards,  therefore,  Gabriel  must  be  the  only  person 
present  at  the  appointment  made  with  the  descendants  of 
this  family,  a  century  and  a  half  ago. 

"  'To  prevent  the  other  six  persons  from  reaching  Paris  on 
the  said  day,  or  to  render  their  presence  of  no  effect,  much 
has  been  already  done ;  but  much  remains  to  be  done  to 
ensure  the  success  of  this  affair,  which  is  considered  as  the 
most  vital  and  most  important  of  the  age,  on  account  of  its 
probable  results.'  " 
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"  'Tis  but  too  true,"  observed  Rodin's  master,  interrupt- 
ing him,  and  shaking  his  head  pensively.  "And,  moreover, 
that  the  consequences  of  success  are  incalculable,  and  there 
is  no  forseeing  what  may  follow  failure.  In  a  word,  it 
almost  involves  a  question  of  existence  or  non-existence 
during  several  years.  To  succeed,  therefore,  'all  possible 
means  must  be  employed.  Nothing  must  be  shunned,' 
except,  however,  that  appearances  must  be  skilfully  main- 
tained." 

"I  have  written  it,"  said  Rodin,  having  added  the  words 
his  master  had  just  dictated,  who  then  said, 

"Continue." 

Rodin  read  on : 

"  'To  forward  or  secure  the  affair  in  question,  it  is 
necessary  to  give  some  private  and  secret  particulars 
respecting  the  seven  persons  who  represent  this  family. 

"  'The  truth  of  these  particulars  may  be  relied  on.  In  case 
of  need  they  might  be  completed  in  the  most  minute  degree ; 
for  contradictory  information  having  been  given,  very 
lengthened  evidence  has  been  obtained.  The  order  in 
which  the  names  of  the  persons  stand  will  be  observed,  and 
events  that  have  happened  up  to  the  present  time  will  only 
be  mentioned. 

"  'Note,  No  I. 

"  'Rose  and  Blanche  Simon,  twin  sisters,  about  fifteen 
years  of  age ;  very  pretty,  so  much  alike,  one  might  be  taken 
for  the  other;  mild  and  timid  disposition,  but  capable  of 
enthusiasm.  Brought  up  in  Siberia  by  their  mother,  a 
woman  of  strong  mind  and  diestical  sentiments,  they  are 
wholly  ignorant  of  our  holy  religion. 

"  'General  Simon,  separated  from  his  wife  before  they 
were  born,  is  not  aware,  even  now,  that  he  lias  two  daugh- 
ters. 

"  'It  was  hoped  that  their  presence  in  Paris,  on  the  13th 
of  February,  would  be  prevented,  by  sending  their  mother 
to  a  place  of  exile,  much  more  distant  than  the  one  first 
allotted  her;  but  their  mother  dying,  the  Governor  of 
Siberia,  who  is  wholly  ours,  supposing,  by  a  deplorable 
mistake,  that  the  measure  only  affected  the  wife  of  General 
Simon  personally,  unfortunately  allowed  the  girls  to  return 
to  France,  under  the  guidance  of  an  old  soldier. 
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"  'This  man  is  enterprising,  faithful,  and  determined.  He 
is  noted  down  as  dangerous. 

"  'The  Simon  girls  are  inoffensive.  It  is  hoped,  on  fair 
grounds,  that  they  are  now  detained  in  the  neighborhood  of 
Leipsic'  " 

Rodin's  master  interrupted  him,  saying : 

"Now,  read  the  letter  just  received  from  Leipsic;  it 
may  complete  the  information." 

Rodin  read  it,  and  exclaimed : 

"Excellent  news !  The  maidens  and  their  guide  had 
succeeded  in  escaping  during  the  night  from  the  White 
Falcon  Tavern,  but  all  three  were  overtaken  and  seized 
about  a  league  from  Mockern.  They  have  been  transferred 
to  Leipsic,  where  they  are  imprisoned  as  vagabonds ;  their 
guide,  the  soldier,  is  accused  and  condemned  of  resisting 
the  authorities,  and  using  violence  to  a  magistrate." 

"It  is  almost  certain,  then,  considering  the  tedious  mode 
of  proceeding  in  Germany  (otherwise  we  would  see  to  it), 
that  the  girls  will  not  be  able  to  be  here  on  the  13th 
February,"  added  Rodin's  master.  "Append  this  to  the 
note  on  the  back." 

The  secretary  obeyed,  and  endorsed  "An  abstract  of 
Morok's  letter." 

"It  is  written,"  he  then  added. 

"Go  on,"  resumed  his  master. 

Rodin  continued  reading. 

"  'Note,  No.  II. 

"  'Franqois  Hardy,  manufacturer  at  Plessis,  near  Paris, 
forty  years  old ;  a  steady,  rich,  intelligent,  active,  honest, 
well-informed  man,  idolized  by  his  workmen — thanks  tq 
numberless  innovations  to  promote  their  welfare.  Never 
attending  to  the  duties  of  our  holy  religion.  Noted  down  as 
a  very  dangerous  man:  but  the  hatred  and  envy  he  excites 
among  other  manufacturers,  especially  in  M.  le  Baron  Tri- 
peaud,  his  competitor,  may  easily  be  turned  against  him.  If 
other  means  of  action  on  his  account,  and  against  him,  are 
necessary,  the  evidence  may  be  consulted ;  it  is  very  volu- 
minous. This  man  has  been  marked  and  watched  for  a  long 
time. 

"  'He  has  been  so  effectually  misguided  with  respect  to  the 
medal,  that  he  is  completely  deceived  as  to  the  interests  it 
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represents.  He  is,  however,  constantly  watched,  surrounded, 
and  governed,  without  suspecting  it ;  one  of  his  dearest 
friends  deceives  him,  and  through  his  means  we  know  his 
secret  thoughts. 

"  'Note,  No.  III. 

"  'Prince  Djalma ;  eighteen ;  energetic  and  generous, 
haughty,  independent  and  wild ;  favorite  of  General  Simon, 
who  commanded  the  troops  of  his  father,  Kadja-sing,  in  the 
struggle  maintained  by  the  latter  against  the  English  in 
India.  Djalma  is  mentioned  only  by  way  of  reminder,  for 
his  mother  died  young,  while  her  parents  were  living.  They 
resided  at  Batavia.  On  the  death  of  the  latter,  neither 
Djalma  nor  the  king,  his  father,  claimed  their  little  prop- 
erty. It  is,  therefore,  certain  that  they  are  ignorant  of  the 
grave  interests  connected  with  the  possession  of  the  medal 
in  question,  which  formed  part  of  the- property  of  Djalma's 
mother."  ' 

Rodin's  master  interrupted  him. 

"Now  read  the  letter  from  Batavia,  and  complete  the  in- 
formation respecting  Djalma." 

Rodin  read,  and  then  observed : 

"Good  news  again.  Joshua  Van  Dael,  merchant  at 
Batavia  (he  was  educated  in  our  Pondicherry  establish- 
ment), learns  from  his  correspondent  at  Calcutta  that  the 
old  Indian  king  was  killed  in  the  last  battle  with  the  Eng- 
lish. His  son,  Djalma,  deprived  of  the  paternal  throne,  is 
provisionally  detained  as  a  prisoner  of  state  in  an  Indian 
fortress." 

"We  are  at  the  end  of  October,"  said  Rodin's  master. 
"If  Prince  Djalma  were  to  leave  India  now,  he  could 
scarcely  reach  Paris  by  the  month  of  February." 

"Van  Dael,"  continued  Rodin,  "regrets  that  he  has  not 
been  able  to  prove  his  zeal  in  this  case.  Supposing  Prince 
Djalma  set  at  liberty,  or  having  effected  his  escape,  it  is 
certain  he  would  come  to  Batavia  to  claim  his  inheritance 
from  his  mother,  since  he  has  nothing  else  left  him  in  the 
world.  In  that  case,  you  may  rely  on  Van  Dael's  devoted- 
ness.  In  return,  he  solicits  very  precise  information,  by  the 
next  post,  respecting  the  fortune  of  M.  le  Baron  Tripeaud, 
banker  and  manufacturer,  with  whom  he  has  business  trans- 
actions." 

"Answer  that  point  evasively.     Van  Dael  as  yet  has  onlv 


THE    WANDERING    JEW  125 

shown  zeal ;  complete  the  information  respecting  Djalma 
from  those  new  tidings/' 

Rodin  wrote. 

But  in  a  few  minutes  his  master  said  to  him  with  a 
singular  expression : 

"Does  not  Van  Dael  mention  General  Simon  in  connection 
with  Djalma's  imprisonment  and  his  father's  death?" 

"He  does  not  allude  to  him,"  said  the  secretary,  continu- 
ing his  task. 

Rodin's  master  was  silent,  and  paced  the  room. 

In  a  few  moments  Rodin  said  to  him:  "I  have  done  it." 

"Go  on,  then." 

"  'Note,  No.  IV. 

'  'Jacques  Rennepont,  surnamed  "Sleepinbuff,"  i.  c.  Lie- 
naked,  workman  in  Baron  Tripeaud's  factory.  This  artisan  is 
drunken,  idle,  noisy,  and  prodigal ;  he  is  not  without  sense, 
but  idleness  and  debauch  have  ruined  him.  A  clever  agent, 
on  whom  we  rely,  has  become  acquainted  with  his  mistress, 
Cephyse  Soliveau,  nicknamed  the  Bacchanal  Queen.  Through 
her  means,  the  agent  has  formed  such  ties  with  him  that  he 
may  even  now  be  considered  beyond  the  reach  of  the  inter- 
ests that  ought  to  insure  his  presence  in  Paris  on  the  13th 
of  February. 

"  'Note,  No.  V. 

'  'Gabriel  Rennepont,  priest  of  foreign  missions,  distant 
relation  of  the  above,  but  he  is  alike  ignorant  of  the  existence 
of  his  relative  and  the  relationship.  An  orphan  foundling, 
he  was  adopted  by  Frances  Baudoin,  the  wife  of  a  soldier 
going  by  the  name  Dagobert. 

'  'Should  this  soldier,  contrary  to  expectation,  reach 
Paris,  his  wife  would  be  a  powerful  means  of  influencing 
him.  She  is  an  excellent  creature,  ignorant  and  credulous, 
of  exemplary  piety,  over  whom  we  have  long  had  unlimited 
control.  She  prevailed  on  Gabriel  to  take  orders,  notwith- 
standing his  repugnance. 

'  'Gabriel  is  five-and-twenty ;  disposition  as  angelic  as  his 
countenance;  rare  and  solid  virtues;  unfortunately  he  was 
brought  up  with  his  adopted  brother,  Agricola,  Dagobert's 
son.  This  Agricola  is  a  poet  and  workman — but  an  excellent 
workman;  he  is  employed  by  M.  Hardy;  has  imbibed  the 
most    detestable    doctrines;    fond    of    his    mother;    honest. 
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laborious,  but  without  religious  feeling.  Marked  as  very 
dangerous.  This  causes  his  intimacy  with  Gabriel  to  be 
feared. 

"  'The  latter,  notwithstanding  his  excellent  qualities, 
sometimes  causes  uneasiness.  We  have  even  delayed  con- 
fiding in  him  fully.  A  false  step  might  make  him,  too,  one 
of  the  most  dangerous.  Much  precaution  must  be  used  then, 
especially  till  the  13th  of  February;  since,  we  repeat  it,  on 
him,  on  his  presence  in  Paris  at  that  time,  depend  immense 
hopes  and  equally  important  interests. 

"  'Among  other  precautions,  we  have  consented  to  his 
taking  part  in  the  American  mission,  for  he  unites  with 
angelic  sweetness  of  character  a  calm  intrepidity  and 
adventurous  spirit  which  could  only  be  satisfied  by  allowing 
him  to  engage  in  the  perilous  existence  of  the  missionaries. 
Luckily,  his  superiors  at  Charlestown  have  received  the 
strictest  orders  not  to  endanger,  on  any  account,  so  precious 
a  life.  They  are  to  send  him  to  Paris,  at  least  a  month 
or  two  before  February  13th.'  " 

Rodin's  master  again  interrupted  him,  and  said:  "Read 
the  letter  from  Charlestown,  and  see  what  it  tells  you  in 
order  to  complete  the  information  upon  this  point  also." 

When  he  had  read  the  letter,  Rodin  went  on :  "Gabriel  is 
expected  every  day  from  the  Rocky  Mountains,  whither  he 
had  absolutely  insisted  on  going  alone  upon  a  mission." 

"What  imprudence !" 

"He  has  no  doubt  escaped  all  danger,  as  he  himself  an- 
nounces his  speedy  return  to  Charlestown.  As  soon  as  he 
arrives,  which  cannot  (they  write)  be  later  than  the  middle 
of  this  month,  he  will  be  shipped  off  for  France." 

"Add  this  to  the  note  which  concerns  him,"  said  Rodin's 
master. 

"It  is  written,"  replied  the  secretary,  a  few  moments 
later. 

"Proceed,  men,"  said  his  master.     Rodin  continued: 

"  'Note,  No.  VI. 
"  'adrienne  rennepont  de  cardoville. 

"  'Distantly  related  (without  knowing  it)  to  Jacques 
Rennepont,  alias  Sleepinbuff,  and  Gabriel  Rennepont,  mis- 
sionary priest.  She  will  soon  be  twenty-one  years  of  age, 
the  most  attractive  person  in  the  world — extraordinary 
beauty,  though  red-haired — a  mind  remarkable  for  its  orig- 
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inality — immense  fortune — all  the  animal  instincts.  The 
incredible  independence  of  her  character  makes  one  tremble 
for  the  future  fate  of  this  young  person.  Happily,  her  ap- 
pointed guardian,  Baron  Tripeaud  (a  baron  of  1829  creation, 
formerly  agent  to  the  late  Count  of  Rennepont,  Duke  of 
Cardoville),  is  quite  in  the  interest,  and  almost  in  the  depend- 
ence, of  the  young  lady's  aunt.  We  count,  with  reason, 
upon  this  worthy  and  respectable  relative,  and  on  the  Baron 
Tripeaud,  to  oppose  and  repress  the  singular,  unheard-of 
designs  which  this  young  person,  as  resolute  as  independent, 
does  not  fear  to  avow — and  which,  unfortunately,  cannot 
be  turned  to  account  in  the  interest  of  the  affair  in  question 
—for '  " 

Rodin  was  here  interrupted  by  two  discreet  taps  at  the 
door.  The  secretary  rose,  went  to  see  who  knocked,  re- 
mained a  moment  without,  and  then  returned  with  two  let- 
ters in  his  hand,  saying:  "The  princess  has  profited  by  the 
departure  of  a  courier  to " 

"Give  me  the  letter!"  cried  his  master,  without  leaving 
him  time  to  finish.  "At  length,"  he  added,  "I  shall  have 
news  of  my  mother !" 

He  had  scarcely  read  the  first  few  lines  of  the  letter,  when 
he  grew  deadly  pale,  and  his  features  took  an  expression  of 
painful  astonishment  and  poignant  grief.  "My  mother!"  he 
cried,  "oh,  heavens !  my  mother !" 

"What  misfortune  has  happened !"  asked  Rodin,  with  a 
look  of  alarm,  as  he  rose  at  the  exclamation  of  his  master. 

"The  symptoms  of  improvement  were  fallacious,"  replied 
the  other,  dejectedly;  "she  has  now  relapsed  into  a  nearly 
hopeless  state.  And  yet  the  doctor  thinks  my  presence 
might  save  her,  for  she  calls  for  me  without  ceasing.  She 
wishes  to  see  me  for  the  last  time,  that  she  may  die  in  peace. 
Oh.  that  wish  is  sacred !  Not  to  grant  it  would  be  matricide. 
If  I  can  but  arrive  in  time!  Travelling  day  and  night,  it 
will  take  nearly  two  days." 

"Alas !  what  a  misfortune !"  said  Rodin,  wringing  his 
hands,  and  raising  his  eyes  to  heaven. 

His  master  rang  the  bell  violently,  and  said  to  the  old 
servant  that  opened  the  door:  "Just  put  what  is  indis- 
pensable into  the  portmanteau  of  my  travelling-carriage. 
Let  the  porter  take  a  cab,  and  go  for  post-horses  instantly. 
Within  an  hour,  I  must  be  on  the  road.  Mother !  mother !" 
cried  he,  as  the  servant  departed  in  haste.    "Not  to  see  her 
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again- — oh,  it  would  be  frightful !"  And  sinking  upon  a 
chair,  overwhelmed  with  sorrow,  he  covered  his  face  with 
his  hands. 

This  great  grief  was  sincere — he  loved  tenderly  his  mother : 
that  divine  sentiment  had  accompanied  him,  unalterable  and 
pure,  through  all  the  phases  of  a  too  often  guilty  life. 

After  a  few  minutes,  Rodin  ventured  to  say  to  his  master, 
as  he  showed  him  the  second  letter:  "This,  also,  has  just 
been  brought  from  M.  Duplessis.  It  is  very  important — 
very  pressing " 

"See  what  it  is,  and  answer  it.  I  have  no  head  for  bus- 
iness." 

"The  letter  is  confidential,"  said  Rodin,  presenting  it  to 
his  master.  "I  dare  not  open  it,  as  you  may  see  by  the 
mark  on  the  cover." 

At  sight  of  this  mark,  the  countenance  of  Rodin's  master 
assumed  an  indefinable  expression  of  respect  and  fear.  With 
a  trembling  hand  he  broke  the  seal.  The  note  contained 
only  the  following  words :  "Leave  all  business,  and  without 
losing  a  minute,  set  out  and  come.  M.  Duplessis  will 
replace  you.    He  has  orders." 

"Great  God !"  cried  this  man  in  despair.  "Set  out  before 
I  have  seen  my  mother !  It  is  frightful,  impossible — it  would 
perhaps  kill  her — yes,  it  would  be  matricide. !" 

Whilst  he  uttered  these  words,  his  eyes  rested  on  the 
huge  globe,  marked  with  red  crosses.  A  sudden  revolution 
seemed  to  take  place  within  him;  he  appeared  to  repent  of 
the  violence  of  his  regrets ;  his  face,  though  still  sad,  became 
once  more  calm  and  grave.  He  handed  the  fatal  letter  to 
his  secretary,  and  said  to  him,  whilst  he  stifled  a  sigh:  "To 
be  classed  under  its  proper  number." 

Rodin  took  the  letter,  wrote  a  number  upon  it,  and  placed 
it  in  a  particular  box.  After  a  moment's  silence,  his  master 
resumed:  "You  will  take  orders  from  M.  Duplessis,  and 
work  with  him.  You  will  deliver  to  him  the  note  on  the 
affair  of  the  medals ;  he  knows  to  whom  to  address  it.  You 
will  write  to  Batavia,  Leipsic,  and  Charlestown,  in  the  sense 
agreed.  Prevent,  at  any  price,  the  daughters  of  General 
Simon  from  quitting  Leipsic ;  hasten  the  arrival  of  Gabriel 
in  Paris ;  and  should  Prince  Djalma  come  to  Batavia,  tell 
M.  Joshua  Van  Dael,  that  we  count  on  his  zeal  and  obedience 
to  keep  him  there." 

And  this  man,  who,  while  his  dying  mother  called  to  him  in 
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vain,  could  thus  preserve  his  presence  of  mind,  entered  his 
own  apartments;  whilst  Rodin  husied  himself  with  the  an- 
swers he  had  been  ordered  to  write,  and  transcribed  them  in 
cipher. 

In  about  three  quarters  of  an  hour,  the  bells  of  the  post- 
horses  were  heard  jingling  without.  The  old  servant  again 
entered,   after   discreetly   knocking  at   the   door,   and   said : 

"The  carriage  is  ready." 

Rodin  nodded,  and  the  servant  withdrew.  The  secretary, 
in  his  turn,  went  to  knock  at  the  door  of  the  inner  room. 
His  master  appeared,  still  grave  and  cold,  but  fearfully 
pale,  and  holding  a  letter  in  his  hand. 

"This  for  my  mother,"  said  he  to  Rodin;  "you  will  send 
a  courier  on  the  instant." 

"( »n  the  instant,"  replied  the  secretary. 

"Let  the  three  letters  for  Leipsic,  Batavia  and  Charlestown, 
leave  to-day  by  the  ordinary  channel.  They  are  of  the  last 
importance.     You  know  it." 

Those  were  his  last  words.  Executing  merciless  orders 
with  a  merciless  obedience,  he  departed  without  even  at- 
tempting to  see  his  mother.  His  secretary  accompanied  him 
respectfully  to  his  carriage. 

"What  road,  sir?"  asked  the  postilion,  turning  round  on 
his  saddle. 

"The  road  to  Italy!"  answered  Rodin's  master,  with  so 
deep  a  sigh  that  it  almost  resembled  a  sob. 

******* 

As  the  horses  started  at  full  gallop,  Rodin  made  a  low 
bow  ;  then  he  returned  to  the  large,  cold,  bare  apartment.  The 
attitude,  countenance,  and  gait  of  this  personage  seemed  to 
have  undergone  a  sudden  change.  He  appeared  to  have 
increased  in  dimensions.  He  was  no  longer  an  automaton, 
moved  by  the  mechanism  of  humble  obedience.  His  features, 
till  now  impassible,  his  glance,  hitherto  subdued,  became 
suddenly  animated  with  an  expression  of  diabolical  craft ;  a 
sardonic  smile  curled  his  thin,  pale  lips,  and  a  look  of  grim 
satisfaction  relaxed  his  cadaverous  face. 

In  turn,  he  stopped  before  the  huge  globe.  In  turn,  he 
contemplated  it  in  silence,  even  as  his  master  had  done. 
Then,  bending  over  it,  and  embracing  it,  as  it  were,  in  his 
arms,  he  gloated  with  his  reptile-eye  on  it  for  some  moments, 
drew  his  coarse  finger  along  its  polished  surface,  and  tapped 
his  flat,  dirty  nail  on  three  of  the  places  dotted  with  red 
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crosses.  And,  whilst  he  thus  pointed  to  three  towns,  in  very- 
different  parts  of  the  world,  he  named  them  aloud,  with  a 
sneer.     "Leipsic — Charlestown — Batavia." 

"In  each  of  these  three  places,"  he  added,  "distant  as  they 
are  from  one  another,  there  exist  persons  who  little  think  that 
here,  in  this  obscure  street,  from  the  recesses  of  this  chamber, 
wakeful  eyes  are  upon  them — that  all  their  movements  are 
followed,  all  their  actions  known — and  that  hence  will  issue 
new  instructions,  which  deeply  concern  them,  and  which  will 
be  inexorably  executed ;  for  an  interest  is  at  stake,  which  may 
have  a  powerful  influence  on  Europe — on  the  world.  Luckily, 
we  have  friends  at  Leipsic,  Charlestown,  and  Batavia." 

This  funny,  old,  sordid,  ill-dressed  man,  with  his  livid  and 
death-like  countenance,  thus  crawling  over  the  sphere  before 
him,  appeared  still  more  awful  than  his  master,  when  the 
latter,  erect  and  haughty,  had  imperiously  laid  his  hand 
upon  that  globe,  which  he  seemed  desirous  of  subjecting  by 
the  strength  of  his  pride  and  courage.  The  one  resembled 
the  eagle,  that  hovers  above  his  prey — the  other  the  reptile, 
that  envelops  its  victim  in  its  inextricable  folds. 

After  some  minutes,  Rodin  approached  his  desk,  rubbing 
his  hands  briskly  together,  and  wrote  the  following  epistle 
in  a  cipher  unknown  even  to  his  master : 

"He  is  gone — but  he  hesitated! 

"When  he  received  the  order,  his  dying  mother  had  just  sum- 
moned him  to  her.  He  might,  they  told  him,  save  her  by  his  presence, 
and  he  exclaimed :  'Not  to  go  to  my  mother  would  be  matricide !' 

"Still,  he  is  gone — but  he  hesitated.  I  keep  my  eye  upon  him  con- 
tinually.   These  lines  will  reach  Rome  at  the  same  time  as  himself. 

"P.  S. — Tell  the  Cardinal  Prince  that  he  may  rely  on  me,  but  I 
hope  for  his  active  aid  in  return." 

When  he  had  folded  and  sealed  this  letter,  Rodin  put  it 
into  his  pocket.  The  clock  struck  ten,  M.  Rodin's  hour  for 
breakfast.  He  arranged  and  locked  up  his  papers  in  a  draw- 
er, of  which  he  carried  away  the  key,  brushed  his  old  greasy 
hat  with  his  sleeve,  took  a  patched  umbrella  in  his  hand,  and 
went  out.* 


*  Having  cited  the  excellent,  courageous  letters  of  M.  Libri,  and  the 
curious  work  edited  by  M.  Paulin,  it  is  our  duty  likewise  to  mention 
many  bold  and  conscientious  writings  on  the  subject  of  the  "Society 
of  Jesus,"  recently  published  by  the  elder  Dupin,  Michelet,  Quinet, 
(renin,  and  the  Count  de  Saint  Priest — works  of  high  and  impartial 
intellects,  in  which  the  fatal  theories  of  the  order  are  admirably  ex- 
posed   and    condemned.      We    esteem    ourselves    haopy,    if    w*»    can 
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Whilst  these  two  men,  in  the  depths  of  their  obscure  re- 
treat,  were  thus  framing  a  plot,  which  was  to  involve  the 
seven  descendants  of  a  race  formerly  proscrihed — a  strange 
mysterious  defender  was  planning  how  to  protect  this  fam- 
ily, which  was  also  his  own. 


INTERVAL. 

THE    WANDERING   JEW'S   SENTENCE. 

The  site  is  wild  and  rugged.  It  is  a  lofty  eminence  cov- 
ered with  huge  houlders  of  sandstone,  between  which  rise 
birch  trees  and  oaks,  their  foliage  already  yellowed  by 
autumn.  These  tall  trees  stand  out  from  the  background  of 
red  light,  which  the  sun  has  left  in  the  west,  resembling 
the  reflection  of  a  great  fire. 

From  this  eminence  the  eye  looks  down  into  a  deep  valley, 
shady,  fertile,  and  half -veiled  in  light  vapor  by  the  evening 
mist.  The  rich  meadows,  the  tufts  of  bushy  trees,  the  fields 
from  which  the  ripe  corn  has  been  gathered  in,  all  blend  to- 
gether in  one  dark,  uniform  tint,  which  contrasts  with  the 
limpid  azure  of  the  heavens.  Steeples  of  gray  stone  or 
slate  lift  their  pointed  spires,  at  intervals,  from  the 
midst  of  this  valley ;  for  many  villages  are  spread  about 
it,  bordering  a  high-road  which  leads  from  the  north  to  the 
west. 

It  is  the  hour  of  repose — the  hour  when,  for  the  most  part, 
every  cottage  window  brightens  to  the  joyous  crackling  of 
the  rustic  hearth,  and  shines  afar  through  shade  and  foliage, 
whilst  clouds  of  smoke  issue  from  the  chimneys,  and  curl  up 
slowly  towards  the  sky.  But  now,  strange  to  say,  every 
hearth  in  the  country  seems  cold  and  deserted.  Stranger 
and  more  fatal  still,  every  steeple  rings  out  a  funeral  knell. 
Whatever  there  is  of  activity,  movement,  or  life,  appears 
concentrated  in  that  lugubrious  and  far-sounding  vibration. 

Lights  begin  to  show  themselves  in  the  dark  villages,  but 
they  rise  not  from  the  cheerful  and  pleasant  rustic  hearth. 
They  are  as  red  as  the  fires  of  the  herdsmen,  seen  at  night 
through  the  midst  of  the  fog.  And  then  these  lights  do  not 
remain  motionless.     They  creep  slowly  towards  the  church- 


bring  one  stone  towards  the  erection  of  the  strong,  and.  we  hope, 
durable,  embankment  which  these  generous  hearts  and  noble  minds 
are  raising  against  the  encroachments  of  an  impure  and  always 
menacing  Hood. — E.   S. 
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yard  of  every  village.  Louder  sounds  the  death-knell,  the 
air  trembles  beneath  the  strokes  of  so  many  bells,  and,  at  rare 
intervals,  the  funeral  chant  rises  faintly  to  the  summit  of 
the  hill. 

Why  so  many  interments?  What  valley  of  desolation  is 
this,  where  the  peaceful  songs  which  follow  the  hard  labors  of 
the  day  are  replaced  by  the  death  dirge  ?  where  the  repose  of 
evening  is  exchanged  for  the  repose  of  eternity?  What  is 
this  valley  of  the  shadow,  where  every  village  mourns  for 
its  many  dead,  and  buries  them  at  the  same  hour  of  the 
same  night? 

Alas !  the  deaths  are  so  sudden  and  numerous  and  fright- 
ful that  there  is  hardly  time  to  bury  the  dead.  During  day 
the  survivors  are  chained  to  the  earth  by  hard  but  neces- 
sary toil ;  and  only  in  the  evening,  when  they  return  from 
the  fields,  are  they  able,  though  sinking  with  fatigue,  to 
dig  those  other  furrows,  in  which  their  brethren  are  to  lie 
heaped  Hke  grains  of  corn. 

And  this  valley  is  not  the  only  one  that  has  seen  the  deso- 
lation. During  a  series  of  fatal  years,  many  villages,  many 
towns,  many  cities,  many  great  countries,  have  seen,  like 
this  valley,  their  hearths  deserted  and  cold — have  seen,  like 
this  valley,  mourning  take  the  place  of  joy,  and  the  death- 
knell  substituted  for  the  noise  of  festival — have  wept  in  the 
same  day  for  their  many  dead,  and  buried  them  at  night  by 
the  lurid  glare  of  torches. 

For,  during  those  fatal  years,  an  awful  wayfarer  had 
slowly  journeyed  over  the  earth,  from  one  pole  to  the 
other — from  the  depths  of  India  and  Asia  to  the  ice  of 
Siberia — from  the  ice  of  Siberia  to  the  borders  of  the  seas  of 
France. 

This  traveller,  mysterious  as  death,  slow  as  eternity,  im- 
placable as  fate,  terrible  as  the  hand  of  heaven,  was  the 
Cholera  ! 


The  tolling  of  bells  and  the  funeral  chants  still  rose  from 
the  depths  of  the  valley  to  the  summit  of  the  hill,  like  the  com- 
plaining of  a  mighty  voice;  the  glare  of  the  funeral  torches 
was  still  seen  afar  through  the  mist  of  evening;  it  was  the 
hour  of  twilight — that  strange  hour,  which  gives  to  the  most 
solid  forms  a  vague,  indefinite  fantastic  appearance — when 
the  sound  of  firm  and  regular  footsteps  was  heard  on  the 
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stony  soil  of  the  rising  ground,  and,  between  the  black  trunks 
of  the  trees,  a  man  passed  slowly  onward. 

His  figure  was  tall,  his  head  was  bowed  upon  his  breast ; 
his  countenance  was  noble,  gentle,  and  sad ;  his  eyebrows, 
uniting  in  the  midst,  extended  from  one  temple  to  the  other, 
like  a  fatal  mark  on  his  forehead. 

This  man  did  not  seem  to  hear  the  distant  tolling  of  so 
many  funeral  bells — and  yet,  a  few  days  before,  repose  and 
happiness,  health  and  joy,  had  reigned  in  those  villages 
through  which  he  had  slowly  passed,  and  which  he  now  left 
behind  him,  mourning  and  desolate.  But  the  traveller  con- 
tinued on  his  way,  absorbed  in  his  own  reflections. 

"The  13th  of  February  approaches,"  thought  he;  "the 
day  approaches,  in  which  the  descendants  of  my  beloved 
sister,  the  last  scions  of  our  race,  should  meet  in  Paris. 
Alas!  it  is  now  a  hundred  and  fifty  years  since,  for  the  third 
time,  persecution  scattered  this  family  over  all  the  earth — 
this  family,  that  I  have  watched  over  with  tenderness  for 
eighteen  centuries,  through  all  its  migrations  and  exiles,  its 
changes  of  religion,  fortune,  and  name! 

"Oh !  for  this  family,  descended  from  the  sister  of  the 
poor  shoemaker,*  what  grandeur  and  what  abasement,  what 
obscurity  and  what  splendor,  what  misery  and  what  glory ! 
By  how  many  crimes  has  it  been  sullied,  by  how  many  vir- 
tues honored !  The  history  of  this  single  family  is  the 
history  of  the  human  race  ! 

"Passing,  in  the  course  of  so  many  generations,  through 
the  veins  of  the  poor  and  the  rich,  of  the  sovereign  and  the 
bandit,  of  the  wise  man  and  the  fool,  of  the  coward  and  the 
brave,  of  the  saint  and  the  atheist,  the  blood  of  my  sister 
has  transmitted  itself  to  this  hour. 

"What  scions  of  this  family  are  now  remaining?  Seven 
only. 

"Two  orphans,  the  daughters  of  proscribed  parents — a  de- 
throned  prince — a   poor   missionary   priest — a   man    of    the 


*  It  is  known  that,  according-  to  the  legend,  the  Wandering  Jew  was 
a  shoemaker  at  Jerusalem.  The  Saviour,  carrying  his  cross,  passed  be- 
fore the  house  of  the  artisan,  and  asked  him  to  be  allowed  to  rest  an 
instant  on  the  stone  bench  at  his  door.  "Go  on!  go  on !"  said  the  Jew, 
harshly,  pushing  him  away.  "Thou  shalt  go  on  till  the  end  of  time," 
answered  the  Saviour,  in  a  stern  though  sorrowful  tone.  For  further 
details,  see  the  eloquent  and  learned  notice  by  Charles  Magnin,  ap- 
pended to  the  magnificent  poem  of  "Ahasuerus,"  by  Ed.  Quinet—  E.  S. 
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middle  class — a  young  girl  of  a  great  name  and  large  fort- 
une— a  mechanic. 

"Together,  they  comprise  in  themselves  the  virtues,  the 
courage,  the  degradation,  the  splendor,  the  miseries  of  our 
species ! 

"Siberia — India — America — France — behold  the  divers 
places  where  fate  has  thrown  them ! 

"My  instinct  teaches  me  when  one  of  them  is  in  peril. 
Then,  from  the  North  to  the  South,  from  the  East  to  the 
West,  I  go  to  seek  them.  Yesterday  amid  the  polar  frosts 
■ — to-day  in  the  temperate  zone — to-morrow  beneath  the  fires 
of  the  tropics — but  often,  alas !  at  the  moment  when  my 
presence  might  save  them,  the  invisible  hand  impels  me, 
the  whirlwind  carries  me  away,  and  the  voice  speaks  in  my 
ear:     'Go  on  !     Go  on  !' 

"Oh,  that  I  might  only  finish  my  task ! — 'Go  on  !' — A  sin- 
gle hour — only  a  single  hour  of  repose  ! — 'Go  on  !' — Alas  !  I 
leave  those  I  love  on  the  brink  of  the  abyss ! — 'Go  on  !  Go 
on!' 

"Such  is  my  punishment.  If  it  is  great,  my  crime  was 
greater  still !  An  artisan,  devoted  to  privations  and  misery, 
my  misfortunes  had  made  me  cruel. 

"Oh,  cursed,  cursed  be  the  day,  when,  as  I  bent  over  my 
work,  sullen  with  hate  and  despair,  because,  in  spite  of  my 
incessant  labor,  I  and  mine  wanted  for  everything,  the 
Saviour  passed  before  my  door. 

"Reviled,  insulted,  covered  with  blows,  hardly  able  to 
sustain  the  weight  of  his  heavy  cross,  He  asked  me  to  let 
Him  rest  a  moment  on  my  stone  bench.  The  sweat 
poured  from  His  forehead,  His  feet  were  bleeding,  He  was 
well-nigh  sinking  with  fatigue,  and  He  said  to  me,  in  a  mild, 
heart-piercing  voice:  T  suffer!'  'And  I  too  suffer,'  I  re- 
plied, as  with  harsh  anger  I  pushed  Him  from  the  place ;  'I 
suffer,  and  no  one  comes  to  help  me !  I  find  no  pity,  and 
will  give  none.  Go  on !  go  on !'  Then,  with  a  deep  sigh  of 
pain,  He  answered,  and  spake  this  sentence :  'Verily,  thou 
shalt  go  on  till  the  day  of  thy  redemption,  for  so  wills  the 
Father  which  art  in  heaven !' 

"And  so  my  punishment  began.  Too  late  I  opened  these 
eyes  to  the  light,  too  late  I  learned  repentance  and  charity, 
too  late  I  understood  those  divine  words  of  Him  I  had  out- 
raged, words  which  should  be  the  law  of  the  whole  human 
race,  'love  ye  one  another/ 
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"In  vain  through  successive  ages,  gathering  strength  and 
eloquence  from  those  celestial  words,  have  I  lahored  to  earn 
my  pardon,  by  filling  with  commiseration  and  love  hearts 
that  were  overflowing  with  envy  and  bitterness,  by  inspiring 
many  a  soul  with  a  sacred  horror  of  oppression  and  injustice. 
For  me  the  day  of  mercy  has  not  yet  dawned! 

"And  even  as  the  first  man.  by  his  fall,  devoted  his  pos- 
terity to  misfortune,  it  would  seem  as  if  I,  the  workman, 
had  consigned  the  whole  race  of  artisans  to  endless  sorrows, 
and  as  if  they  were  expiating  my  crime:  for  they  alone, 
during  these  eighteen  centuries,  have  not  yet  been  de- 
livered. 

"For  eighteen  centuries,  the  powerful  and  the  happy  of 
this  world  have  said  to  the  toiling  people  what  I  said  to  the 
imploring  and  suffering  Saviour:  'Go  on!  go  on!'  And 
the  people,  sinking  with  fatigue,  bearing  their  heavy  cross, 
have  answered  in  the  bitterness  of  their  grief :  'Oh,  for  pity's 
sake!  a  few  moments  of  repose;  we  are  worn  out  with  toil.' 
— 'Go  on!' — 'And  if  we  perish  in  our  pain,  what  will 
become  of  our  little  children  and  our  aged  mothers?' — 'Go 
on!  go  on!'  And,  for  eighteen  centuries,  they  and  I  have 
continued  to  struggle  forward  and  to  suffer,  and  no  char- 
itable voice  has  yet  pronounced  the  word  'Enough!' 

"Alas!  such  is  my  punishment.  It  is  immense,  it  is  two- 
fold. I  suffer  in  the  name  of  humanity,  when  I  see  these 
wretched  multitudes  consigned  without  respite  to  profitless 
and  oppressive  toil.  I  suffer  in  the  name  of  my  family, 
when,  poor  and  wandering.  I  am  unable  to  bring  aid  to  the 
descendants  of  my  dear  sister.  But,  when  the  sorrow  is 
above  my  strength,  when  I  foresee  some  danger  from  which 
I  cannot  preserve  my  own,  then  my  thoughts,  travelling 
over  the  world,  go  in  search  of  that  woman  like  me  accur 
that  daughter  of  a  queen,  who.  like  me,  the  son  of  a  laborer, 
wanders,  and  will  wander  on,  till  the  day  of  her  redemption.* 

"Once  in  a  century,  as  two  planets  draw  nigh  to  each 
other  in  their  revolutions,  I  am  permitted  to  meet  this 
woman  during  the  dread  week  of  the  Passion.  And  after 
this  interview,  filled  with  terrible  remembrances  and  bound- 


*  According  to  a  legend  very  little  known,  for  which  we  are  indebtec 
to  the  kindness  of  M.  Maury,  the  learned  sub-librarian  of  the  Institute 
Herodias  was  condemned  to  wander  till  the  day  of  judgment,  for 
having  asked  for  the  death  of  St.  John  the  Baptist. — E.  S. 
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less  griefs,  wandering  stars  of  eternity,  we  pursue  our  infi- 
nite course. 

"And  this  woman,  the  only  one  upon  earth  who,  like  me, 
sees  the  end  of  every  century,  and  exclaims :  'What ! 
another?'  this  woman  responds  to  my  thought,  from  the 
furthest  extremity  of  the  world.  She,  who  alone  shares  my 
terrible  destiny,  has  chosen  to  share  also  the  only  interest 
that  has  consoled  me  for  so  many  ages.  Those  descendants 
of  my  dear  sister,  she  too  loves,  she  too  protects  them.  For 
them  she  journeys  likewise  from  East  to  West  and  from 
North  to  South. 

"But  alas !  the  invisible  hand  impels  her,  the  whirlwind 
carries  her  away,  and  the  voice  speaks  in  her  ear :  'Go  on !' 
— 'Oh  that  I  might  finish  my  sentence !'  repeats  she  also, 
— 'Go  on !' — 'A  single  hour — only  a  single  hour  of  repose  V 
— 'Go  on !' — T  leave  those  I  love  on  the  brink  of  the 
abyss.' — 'Go  on!    Go  on!' " 

Whilst  this  man  thus  went  over  the  hill  absorbed  in  his 
thoughts,  the  light  evening  breeze  increased  almost  to  a  gale, 
a  vivid  flash  streamed  across  the  sky,  and  long,  deep  whis- 
tlings announced  the  coming  of  a  tempest. 

On  a  sudden  this  doomed  man,  who  could  no  longer  weep 
or  smile,  started  with  a  shudder.  No  physical  pain  could 
reach  him,  and  yet  he  pressed  his  hand  hastily  to  his  heart, 
as  though  he  had  experienced  a  cruel  pang.  "Oh !"  cried 
he ;  "I  feel  it.  This  hour,  many  of  those  whom  I  love — the 
descendants  of  my  dear  sister — suffer,  and  are  in  great  peril. 
Some  in  the  centre  of  India — some  in  America — some  here 
in  Germany.  The  struggle  recommences,  the  detestable 
passions  are  again  awake.  Oh,  thou  that  hearest  me — thou, 
like  myself  wandering  and  accursed — Herodias !  help  me  to 
protect  them !  May  my  invocation  reach  thee,  in  those  Ameri- 
can solititudes  where  thou  now  lingerest — and  may  we  arrive 
in  time !" 

Thereon  an  extraordinary  event  happened.  Night  was 
come.  The  man  made  a  movement,  precipitately,  to  retrace 
his  steps — but  an  invisible  force  prevented  him,  and  carried 
him  forward  in  the  opposite  direction. 

At  this  moment,  the  storm  burst  forth  in  its  murky 
majesty.  One  of  those  whirlwinds,  which  tear  up  trees  by 
the  roots,  and  shake  the  foundations  of  the  rocks,  rushed 
over  the  hill  rapid  and  loud  as  thunder. 
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In  the  midst  of  the  roaring  of  the  hurricane,  hy  the  glare 
of  the  fiery  hashes,  the  man  with  the  hlack  mark  on  his  hrow 
was  seen  descending  the  hill,  stalking  with  huge  strides 
among  the  rocks,  and  between  trees  bent  beneath  the  efforts 
of  the  storm. 

The  tread  of  this  man  was  no  longer  slow,  firm,  and  steady 
— but  painfully  irregular,  like  that  of  one  impelled  by  an 
irresistible  power,  or  carried  along  by  the  whirl  of  a  frightful 
wind.  In  vain  he  extended  his  supplicating  hands  to  heaven. 
n  he  disappeared  in  the  shades  of  night,  and  amid  the 
roar  of  the  tempest. 


CHAPTER  XVII. 


THE  AJOUPA. 

While  Rodin  despatched  his  cosmopolite  correspondence 
fnun  his  retreat  in  the  Rue  du  Milieu  des  Ursins,  in  Paris — ■ 
while  the  daughters  of  General  Simon,  after  quitting  as  fugi- 
tives the  White  Falcon,  were  detained  prisoners  at  Leipsic 
along  with  Dagobert — other  scenes,  deeply  interesting  to 
these  different  personages,  were  passing,  almost  as  it  were 
at  the  same  moment,  at  the  other  extremity  of  the  world,  in 
the  furthermost  parts  of  Asia — that  is  to  say,  in  the  island 
of  Java,  not  far  from  the  city  of  Batavia,  the  residence  of 
M.  Joshua  Van  Dael,  one  of  the  correspondents  of  Rodin. 

Java !  magnificent  and  fatal  country,  where  the  most 
admirable  flowers  conceal  hideous  reptiles,  where  the  bright- 
est fruits  contain  subtle  poisons,  where  grow  splendid  trees, 
whose  very  shadow  is  death — where  the  gigantic  vampire 
bat  sucks  the  blood  of  its  victims  whilst  it  prolongs  their 
sleep,  by  surrounding  them  with  a  fresh  and  balmy  air,  no 
fan  moving  so  rapidly  as  the  great  perfumed  wings  of  this 
monster ! 

The  month  of  October,  1831,  draws  near  its  close.  It  is 
noon — an  hour  well  nigh  mortal  to  him  who  encounters  the 
fiery  heat  of  the  sun,  which  spreads  a  sheet  of  dazzling  light 
over  the  deep  blue  enamel  of  the  skv. 

An  ajoupa,  or  hut,  made  of  cane  mats,  suspended  from 
long  bamboos,  which  are  driven  far  into  the  ground,  rises  in 
the  midst  of  the  bluish  shadows  cast  by  a  tuft  of  trees, 
whose  glittering  verdure  resembles  green  porcelain.  Thes< 
quaintly  formed  trees,  rounded  into  arches,  pointing  like 
spires,  overspreading  like  parasols,  are  so  thick  in  foliage, 
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so  entangled  one  with  the  other,  that  their  dome  is  impen- 
etrable to  the  rain. 

The  soil,  ever  marshy,  notwithstanding  the  insupportable 
heat,  disappears  beneath  an  inextricable  mass  of  creepers, 
ferns,  and  tufted  reeds,  of  a  freshness  and  vigor  of  vegetation 
almost  incredible,  reaching  nearly  to  the  top  of  the  ajoupa, 
which  lies  hid  like  a  nest  among  the  grass. 

Nothing  can  be  more  suffocating  than  the  atmosphere, 
heavily  laden  with  moist  exhalations  like  the  steam  of  hot 
water,  and  impregnated  with  the  strongest  and  sharpest 
scents ;  for  the  cinnamon-tree,  ginger-plant,  stephanotis  and 
Cape  jasmine,  mixed  with  these  trees  and  creepers,  spread 
around  in  puffs  their  penetrating  odors.  A  roof,  formed  of 
large  Indian  fig-leaves,  covers  the  cabin;  at  one  end  is  a 
square  opening,  which  serves  for  a  window,  shut  in  with  a 
fine  lattice-work  of  vegetable  fibres,  so  as  to  prevent  the  rep- 
tiles and  venomous  insects  from  creeping  into  the  ajoupa. 
The  huge  trunk  of  a  dead  tree,  still  standing,  but  much  bent, 
and  with  its  summit  reaching  to  the  roof  of  the  ajoupa,  rises 
from  the  midst  of  the  brushwood.  From  every  crevice  in 
its  black,  rugged,  mossy  bark,  springs  a  strange,  almost 
fantastic  flower;  the  wing  of  a  butterfly  is  not  of  a  finer 
tissue,  of  a  more  brilliant  purple,  of  a  more  glossy  black: 
those  unknown  birds  we  see  in  our  dreams,  have  no  more 
grotesque  forms  than  these  specimens  of  the  orchis — winged 
flowers,  that  seem  always  ready  to  fly  from  their  frail  and 
leafless  stalks.  The  long,  flexible  stems  of  the  cactus,  which 
might  be  taken  for  reptiles,  encircle  also  this  trunk,  and 
clothe  it  with  their  bunches  of  silvery  white,  shaded  inside 
with  bright  orange.  These  flowers  emit  a  strong  scent  of 
vanilla. 

A  serpent,  of  a  brick-red,  about  the  thickness  of  a  large 
quill,  and  five  or  six  inches  long,  half  protrudes  its  flat  head 
from  one  of  those  enormous,  perfumed  calyces,  in  which  it 
lies  closely  curled  up. 

Within  the  ajoupa,  a  young  man  is  extended  on  a  mat  in 
a  profound  sleep.  His  complexion  of  a  clear  golden  yellow, 
gives  him  the  appearance  of  a  statue  of  pale  bronze,  on 
which  a  ray  of  sun  is  playing.  His  attitude  is  simple  and 
graceful ;  his  right  arm  sustains  his  head,  a  little  raised  and 
turned  on  one  side ;  his  ample  robe  of  white  muslin,  with 
hanging  sleeves,  leaves  uncovered  his  chest  and  arms  worthy 
of  the  Antoinoiis.     Marble  is  not  more  firm,  more  polished 
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than  his  skin,  the  golden  hue  of  which  contracts  strongly  with 
the  whiteness  of  his  garments.  Upon  his  broad  manly  chest 
a  deep  scar  is  visible — the  mark  of  the  musket-ball  he 
received  in  defending  the  life  of  General  Simon,  the  father 
of  Rose  and  Blanche. 

Suspended  from  his  neck,  he  wears  a  medal  similar  to 
that  in  the  possession  of  the  two  sisters.  This  Indian  is 
Djal  ma. 

His  features  are  at  once  very  noble  and  very  beautiful. 
His  hair  of  a  blue  black,  parted  upon  his  forehead,  falls 
waving,  but  not  curled  over  his  shoulders ;  whilst  his  eye- 
brows, boldly  and  yet  delicately  defined,  are  of  as  deep  a  jet 
as  the  long  eyelashes,  that  cast  their  shadow  upon  his  beard- 
cheek.  His  bright,  red  lips  are  slightly  apart,  and  he 
breathes  uneasily ;  his  sleep  is  heavy  and  troubled,  for  the 
heat  becomes  every  moment  more  and  more  suffocating. 

Without,  the  silence  is  profound.  Not  a  breath  of  air  i? 
stirring.  Yet  now  the  tall  ferns,  which  cover  the  soil,  begin 
to  move  almost  imperceptibly,  as  though  their  stems  were 
shaken  by  the  slow  progress  of  some  crawling  body.  From 
time  to  time,  this  trifling  oscillation  suddenly  ceases,  and  all 
is  again  motionless.  But,  after  several  of  these  alternations 
of  rustling  and  deep  silence,  a  human  head  appears  in  the 
midst  of  the  jungle,  a  little  distance  from  the  trunk  of  the 
dead  tree. 

The  man  to  whom  it  belonged  was  possessed  of  a  grim 
countenance,  with  a  complexion  the  color  of  greenish  bronze, 
long  black  hair  bound  about  his  temples,  eyes  brilliant  with 
savage  fire,  and  an  expression  remarkable  for  its  intelligence 
and  ferocity.  Holding  his  breath,  he  remained  quite  still  for 
a  moment ;  then,  advancing  upon  his  hands  and  knees,  push- 
ing aside  the  leaves  so  gently,  that  not  the  slightest  noise 
could  be  heard,  he  arrived  cautiously  and  slowly  at  the  trunk 
of  the  dead  tree,  the  summit  of  which  nearly  touched  the 
roof  of  the  ajoupa. 

This  man,  of  Malay  origin,  belonging  to  the  sect  of  the 
Lughardars  (  Stranglers),  after  having  again  listened,  rose 
almost  entirely  from  amongst  the  brushwood.  With'  the 
exception  of  white  cotton  drawers,  fastened  around  his 
middle  by  a  parti-colored  sash,  he  was  completely  naked. 
His  bronze,  supple,  and  nervous  limbs  were  overlaid  with  a 
thick  coat  of  oil.  Stretching  himself  along  the  huge  trunk 
on  the  side  furthest  from  the  cabin,  and  thus  sheltered  by 
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the  whole  breadth  of  the  tree  with  its  surrounding  creepers, 
he  began  to  climb  silently,  with  as  much  patience  as  caution. 
In  the  undulations  of  his  form,  in  the  flexibility  of  his  move- 
ments, in  the  restrained  vigor,  which  fully  put  forth  would 
have  been  alarming,  there  was  some  resemblance  to  the 
stealthy  and  treacherous  advance  of  the  tiger  upon  its  prey. 

Having  reached,  completely  unperceived,  the  inclined 
portion  of  the  tree,  which  almost  touched  the  roof  of  the 
cabin,  he  was  only  separated  from  the  window  by  a  distance 
of  about  a  foot.  Cautiously  advancing  his  head,  he  looked 
down  into  the  interior,  to  see  how  he  might  best  find  an 
entrance. 

At  sight  of  Djalma  in  his  deep  sleep,  the  Thug's  bright 
eyes  glittered  with  increased  brilliancy;  a  nervous  contrac- 
tion, or  rather  a  mute,  ferocious  laugh,  curling  the  corners 
Df  his  mouth,  drew  them  up  towards  the  cheek-bones,  and 
exposed  rows  of  teeth,  filed  sharp  like  the  points  of  a  saw, 
and  dyed  of  a  shining  black. 

Djalma  was  lying  in  such  a  manner  and  so  near  the  door 
of  the  ajoupa,  which  opened  inwards,  that,  were  it  moved  in 
the  least,  he  must  be  instantly  awakened.  The  Strangler, 
with  his  body  still  sheltered  by  the  tree,  wishing  to  examine 
more  attentively  the  interior  of  the  cabin,  leaned  very  for- 
ward, and  in  order  to  maintain  his  balance,  lightly  rested 
his  hand  on  the  ledge  of  the  opening  that  served  for  a  win- 
dow. This  movement  shook  the  large  cactus-flowers,  within 
which  the  little  serpent  lay  curled,  and,  darting  forth  it 
twisted  itself  rapidly  round  the  wrist  of  the  Strangler. 
Whether  from  pain  or  surprise,  the  man  uttered  a  low  cry; 
and  as  he  drew  back  swiftly,  still  holding  by  the  trunk  of 
the  tree,  he  perceived  that  Djalma  had  moved. 

The  young  Indian,  though  retaining  his  supine  posture, 
had  half  opened  his  eyes,  and  turned  his  head  towards  the 
window,  whilst  his  breast  heaved  with  a  deep-drawn  sigh, 
for,  beneath  that  thick  dome  of  moist  verdure,  the  concen- 
trated heat  was  intolerable. 

Hardly  had  he  moved,  when,  from  behind  the  tree,  was 
heard  the  shrill,  brief,  sonorous  note,  which  the  bird  of  para- 
dise utters  when  it  takes  its  flight — a  cry  which  resembles 
that  of  the  pheasant.  This  note  was  soon  repeated,  but  more 
faintly,  as  though  the  brilliant  bird  were  already  at  a  dis- 
tance. Djalma,  thinking  he  had  discovered  the  cause  of  the 
noise  which  had  aroused  him  for  an  instant,  stretched  out 
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the  arm  upon  which  his  head  had  rested,  and  went  to  sleep 
again,  with  scarcely  any  change  of  position, 

For  some  minues,  the  most  profound   silence  once  more 
■ned  in  this  solitude,  and  everything  remained  motionless. 

The  Strangler,  by  his  skilful  imitation  of  the  hird,  had 
repaired  the  imprudence  of  that  exclamation  of  surprise  and 
pain,  which  the  reptile  hite  had  forced  from  him.  When  he 
thought  all  was  safe,  he  again  advanced  his  head,  and  saw 
the  young  Indian  once  more  plunged  in  sleep.  Then  he 
descended  the  tree  with  the  same  precautions,  though  his 
left  hand  was  somewhat  swollen  from  the  sting  of  the 
serpent,  and  disappeared  in  the  jungle. 

At  that  instant  a  song  of  monotonous  and  melancholy 
cadence  was  heard  in  the  distance.  The  Strangler  raised 
himself,  and  listened  attentively,  and  his  face  took  an  expres- 
sion of  surprise  and  deadly  anger.  The  song  came  nearer 
and  nearer  to  the  cabin,  and,  in  a  few  seconds,  an  Indian, 
passing  through  an  open  space  in  the  jungle,  approached 
the  spot  where  the  Thug  lay  concealed. 

The  latter  unwound  from  his  waist  a  long  thin  cord,  to 
one  of  the  ends  of  which  was  attached  a  leaden  ball,  of  the 
form  and  size  of  an  egg ;  having  fastened  the  other  end  of 
this  cord  to  his  right  wrist,  the  Strangler  again  listened,  and 
then  disappeared,  crawling  through  the  tall  grass  in  the 
direction  of  the  Indian,  who  still  advanced  slowly,  without 
interrupting  his  soft  and  plaintive  song. 

He  was  a  young  fellow  scarcely  twenty,  with  a  bronzed 
complexion,  the  slave  of  Djalma,  his  vest  of  blue  cotton  was 
confined  at  the  waist  by  a  parti-colored  sash ;  he  wore  a  red 
turban,  and  silver  rings  in  his  ears  and  about  his  wrists. 
He  was  bringing  a  message  to  his  master,  who,  during  the 
great  heat  of  the  day  was  reposing  in  the  ajoupa,  which  stood 
at  some  distance  from  the  house  he  inhabited. 

Arriving  at  a  place  where  two  paths  separated,  the  slave, 
without  hesitation  took  that  which  led  to  the  cabin,  from 
which  he  was  now  scarce  forty  paces  distant. 

One  of  those  enormous  Java  butterflies,  whose  wings 
extend  six  or  eight  inches  in  length,  and  offer  to  the  eye  two 
streaks  of  gold  on  a  ground  of  ultramarine,  fluttering  from 
leaf  to  leaf,  alighted  on  a  bush  of  Cape  jasmine,  within  the 
reach  of  the  young  Indian.  The  slave  stopped  in  his  song, 
stood  still,  advanced  first  a  foot,  then  a  hand,  and  seized  the 
butterfly. 
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Suddenly  he  sees  a  dark  figure  rise  before  him ;  he  hears 
a  whizzing  noise  like  that  of  a  sling ;  he  feels  a  cord,  thrown 
with  as  much  rapidity  as  force,  encircle  his  neck  with  a 
triple  band,  and,  almost  in  the  same  instant,  the  leaden  ball 
strikes  violently  against  the  back  of  his  head. 

This  attack  was  so  abrupt  and  unforseen,  that  Djalma's 
servant  could  not  even  utter  a  single  cry,  a  single  groan.  He 
tottered — the  Strangler  gave  a  vigorous  pull  at  the  cord — the 
bronzed  countenance  of  the  slave  became  purple,  and  he  fell 
upon  his  knees,  convulsively  moving  his  arms.  Then  the 
Strangler  threw  him  quite  down,  and  pulled  the  cord  so 
violently,  that  the  blood  spurted  from  the  skin.  The  victim 
struggled  for  a  moment — and  all  was  over. 

During  his  short  but  intense  agony,  the  murderer,  kneel- 
ing before  his  victim,  and  watching  with  ardent  eye  his  least 
convulsions,  seemed  plunged  into  an  ecstasy  of  ferocious  joy. 
His  nostrils  dilated,  the  veins  of  his  neck  and  temples  were 
swollen,  and  the  same  savage  laugh,  which  had  curled  his 
lips  at  the  aspect  of  the  sleeping  Djalma,  again  displayed 
his  pointed  black  teeth,  which  a  nervous  trembling  of  the 
jaws  made  to  chatter.  But  soon  he  crossed  his  arms  upon 
his  heaving  breast,  bowed  his  forehead,  and  murmured  some 
mysterious  words,  which  sounded  like  an  invocation  or  a 
prayer.  Immediately  after,  he  returned  to  the  contempla- 
tion of  the  dead  body.  The  hyena  and  the  tiger-cat,  who, 
before  devouring,  crouch  beside  the  prey  that  they  have  sur- 
prised or  hunted  down,  have  not  a  wilder  or  more  sanguin- 
ary look  than  this  man. 

But,  remembering  that  his  task  was  not  yet  accomplished 
tearing  himself  unwillingly  from  the  hideous  spectacle,  he 
unbound  the  cord  from  the  neck  of  his  victim,  fastened  it 
round  his  own  body,  dragged  the  corpse  out  of  the  path, 
and,  without  attempting  to  rob  it  of  its  silver  rings,  concealed 
it  in  a  thick  part  of  the  jungle. 

Then  the  Strangler  again  began  to  creep  on  his  knees  and 
belly,  till  he  arrived  at  the  cabin  of  Djalma — that  cabin  con- 
structed of  mats  suspended  from  bamboos.  After  listening 
attentively,  he  drew  from  his  girdle  a  knife,  the  sharp-pointed 
blade  of  which  was  wrapped  in  a  fig-leaf,  made  in  the 
matting  an  incision  of  three  feet  in  length.  This  was  done 
with  such  quickness,  and  with  so  fine  a  blade,  that  the  light 
touch  of  the  diamond  cutting  glass  would  have  made  more 
noise.    Seeing,  by  means  of  this  opening,  which  was  to  serve 
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nim   for  a  passage,   that   Djalma   was   still    fast  asleep,   the 
Thug,   with  incredible  temerity,   glided   into  the  cabin. 


CHAPTER  XVIII. 


THE    TATTOOING 


The  heavens,  which  had  been  till  now  of  transparent 
blue,  became  gradually  of  a  greenish  tint,  and  the  sun  was 
veiled  in  red,  lurid  vapor.  This  strange  light  gave  to  every 
object  a  weird  appearance,  of  which  one  might  form  an  idea, 
by  looking  at  a  landscape  through  a  piece  of  copper-colored 
glass.  In  those  climates,  this  phenomenon,  when  united 
with  an  increase  of  burning  heat,  always  announces  the 
approach  of  a  storm. 

From  time  to  time  there  was  a  passing  odor  of  sulphur; 
then  the  leaves,  slightly  shaken  by  electric  currents,  would 
tremble  upon  their  stalks ;  till  again  all  would  return  to  the 
former  motionless  silence.  The  weight  of  the  burning  atmos- 
phere, saturated  with  sharp  perfumes,  became  almost  intol- 
erable. Large  drops  of  sweat  stood  in  pearls  on  the  forehead 
of  Djalma,  still  plunged  in  enervating  sleep* — for  it  no  longer 
resembled  rest,  but  a  painful  stupor. 

The  Strangler  glided  like  a  reptile  along  the  sides  of  the 
ajoupa,  and,  crawling  on  his  belly,  arrived  at  the  sleeping- 
mat  of  Djalma,  beside  which  he  squatted  himself,  so  as  to 
occupy  as  little  space  as  possible.  Then  began  a  fearfui 
scene,  by  reason  of  the  mystery  and  silence  which  sur- 
rounded it. 

Djalma's  life  was  at  the  mercy  of  the  Strangler.  The 
latter,  resting  upon  his  hands  and  knees,  with  his  neck 
stretched  forward,  his  eye  fixed  and  dilated,  continued 
motionless  as  a  wild  beast  about  to  spring.  Only  a  slight 
nervous  trembling  of  the  jaws  agitated  that  mask  of  bronze. 

But  soon  his  hideous  features  revealed  a  violent  struggle 
that  was  passing  within  him — a  struggle  between  the  thirst, 
the  craving  for  the  enjoyment  of  murder,  which  the  recent 
assassination  of  the  slave  had  made  still  more  active,  and 
the  orders  he  had  received  not  to  attempt  the  life  of  Djalma, 
though  the  design,  which  brought  him  to  the  ajoupa,  might 
perhaps  be  as  fatal  to  the  young  Indian  as  death  itself. 
Twice  did  the  Strangler,  with  look  of  flame,  resting  only  on 
his  left  hand,  seize  with  his  right  the  rope's  end  ;  and  twice 
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his  hand  fell — the  instinct  of  murder  yielding  to  a  powerful 
will,  of  which  the  Malay  acknowledged  the  irresistible 
empire. 

In  him,  the  homicidal  craving  must  have  amounted  to 
madness,  for,  in  these  hesitations,  he  lost  much  precious 
time:  at  any  moment,  Djalma,  whose  vigor,  skill,  and  cour- 
age were  known  and  feared,  might  awake  from  his  sleep, 
and,  though  unarmed,  he  would  prove  a  terrible  adversary. 
At  length  the  Thug  made  up  his  mind ;  with  a  suppressed 
sigh  of  regret,  he  set  about  accomplishing  his  task. 

This  task  would  have  appeared  impossible  to  any  one  else. 
The  reader  may  judge. 

Djalma,  with  his  face  turned  towards  the  left,  leaned  his 
head  upon  his  curved  arm.  It  was  first  necessary,  without 
waking  him,  to  oblige  him  to  turn  his  face  towards  the  right 
(that  is,  towards  the  door),  so  that,  in  case  of  his  being  half- 
roused,  his  first  glance  might  not  fall  upon  the  Strangler. 
The  latter,  to  accomplish  his  projects,  would  have  to  remain 
many  minutes  in  the  cabin. 

The  heavens  became  darker ;  the  heat  arrived  at  its  last 
degree  of  intensity;  everything  combined  to  increase  the 
torpor  of  the  sleeper,  and  so  favor  the  Strangler's  designs. 
Kneeling  down  close  to  Djalma,  he  began,  with  the  tips 
of  his  supple,  well-oiled  fingers,  to  stroke  the  brow,  temples, 
and  eyelids  of  the  young  Indian,  but  with  such  extreme 
lightness,  that  the  contact  of  the  two  skins  was  hardly  sen- 
sible. When  this  kind  of  magnetic  incantation  had  lasted 
for  some  seconds,  the  sweat,  which  bathed  the  forehead  of 
Djalma,  became  more  abundant:  he  heaved  a  smothered 
sigh,  and  the  muscles  of  his  face  gave  several  twitches,  for 
the  strokings,  although  too  light  to  rouse  him,  yet  caused  in 
him  a  feeling  of  indefinable  uneasiness. 

Watching  him  with  his  restless  and  burning  eye,  the 
Strangler  continued  his  manceuvers  with  so  much  patience, 
that  Djalma,  still  sleeping,  but  no  longer  able  to  bear  this 
vague,  annoying  sensation,  raised  his  right  hand  mechanically 
to  his  face,  as  if  he  would  have  brushed  away  an  importunate 
insect.  But  he  had  not  strength  to  do  it ;  almost  immediately 
after,  his  hand,  inert  and  heavy,  fell  back  upon  his  chest. 
The  Strangler  saw,  by  this  symptom,  that  he  was  attaining 
his  object,  and  continued  to  stroke,  with  the  same  address, 
the  eyelids,  brow,  and  temples. 

Whereupon  Djalma,  more  and  more  oppressed  by  heavy 
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sleep,  and  having  neither  strength  nor  will  to  raise  his  hand 
to  his  face,  mechanically  turned  round  his  head,  which  fell 
languidly  upon  his  right  shoulder,  seeking  by  this  change  of 
attitude,  to  escape  from  the  disagreeable  sensation  which 
pursued  him.  The  first  point  gained,  the  Strangler  could 
act  more  freely. 

To  render  as  profound  as  possible  the  sleep  he  had  half 
interrupted,  he  now  strove  to  imitate  the  vampire,  and,  feign- 
ing the  action  of  a  fan,  he  rapidly  moved  his  extended  hands 
about  the  burning  face  of  the  young  Indian.  Alive  to  a 
feeling  of  such  sudden  and  delicious  coolness,  in  the  height 
of  suffocating  heat,  the  countenance  of  Djalma  brightened, 
his  bosom  heaved,  his  half -opened  lips  drank  in  the  grate- 
ful air,  and  he  fell  into  a  sleep  only  the  more  invincible, 
because  it  had  been  at  first  disturbed,  and  was  now  yielded 
to  under  the  influence  of  a  pleasing  sensation. 

A  sudden  Hash  of  lightning  illumined  the  shady  dome  that 
sheltered  the  ajoupa:  fearing  that  the  first  clap  of  thunder 
might  rouse  thf  young  Indian,  the  Strangler  hastened  to 
complete  his  task.  Djalma  lay  on  his  back,  with  his  head 
resting  on  his  right  shoulder,  and  his  left  arm  extended: 
the  Thug,  crouching  at  his  left  side,  ceased  by  degrees  the 
process  of  fanning ;  then,  with  incredible  dexterity,  he  suc- 
ceeded in  rolling  up,  above  the  elbow,  the  long  wide  sleeve  of 
white  muslin  that  covered  the  left  arm  of  the  sleeper. 

He  next  drew  from  the  pocket  of  his  drawers  a  copper 
box,  from  which  he  took  a  very  fine,  sharp-pointed  needle, 
and  a  piece  of  a  black-looking  root.  He  pricked  this  root 
several  times  with  the  needle,  and  on  each  occasion  there 
issued  from  it  a  white,  glutinous  liquid. 

When  the  Strangler  thought  the  needle  sufficiently  im- 
pregnated with  this  juice,  he  bent  down,  and  began  to  blow 
gently  over  the  inner  surface  of  Dj alma's  arm,  so  as  to 
cause  a  fresh  sensation  of  coolness ;  then,  with  the  point  of 
his  needle,  he  traced  almost  imperceptibly  on  the  skin  of  the 
sleeping  youth  some  mysterious  and  symbolical  signs.  All 
this  was  performed  so  cleverly  and  the  point  of  the  needle 
was  so  hne  and  keen,  that  Djalma  did  not  feel  the  action  of 
the  acid  upon  the  skin. 

The  signs,  which  the  Strangler  had  traced,  soon  appeared 
on  the  surface,  at  first  in  characters  of  a  pale  rose-color,  as 
fine  as  a  hair ;  but  such  was  the  slowly  corrosive  powe"  of 
the   juice,  that,  as  it  worked  and  spread  beneath  the  skin, 
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they  would  become  in  a  few  hours  of  a  violet  red,  and  as 
apparent  as  they  were  now  almost  invisible. 

The  Strangler,  having  so  perfectly  succeeded  in  his  project, 
threw  a  last  look  of  ferocious  longing  on  the  slumbering 
Indian,  and  creeping  away  from  the  mat,  regained  the  open- 
ing by  which  he  had  entered  the  cabin ;  next,  closely  uniting 
the  edges  of  the  incision,  so  as  to  obviate  all  suspicion,  he 
disappeared  just  as  the  thunder  began  to  rumble  hoarsely 
in  the  distance.* 

CHAPTER  XIX. 

THE  SMUGGLER. 

The  tempest  of  the  morning  has  long  been  over.  The  sun 
is  verging  towards  the  horizon.     Some  hours  have  elapsed, 

*  We  read  in  the  letters  of  the  late  Victor  Jacquemont  upon  India, 
with  regard  to  the  incredible  dexterity  of  these  men :  "They  crawl  on 
the  ground,  ditches,  in  the  furrows  of  fields,  imitate  a  hundred  differ- 
ent voices,  and  dissipate  the  effect  of  any  accidental  noise  by  raising 
the  yelp  of  the  jackal  or  note  of  some  bird — then  are  silent,  and  an- 
other imitates  the  call  of  the  same  animal  in  the  distance.  They  can 
molest  a  sleeper  by  all  sorts  of  noises  and  slight  touches,  and  make 
his  body  and  limbs  take  any  position  which  suits  their  purpose."  Count 
Edward  de  Warren,  in  his  excellent  work  on  English  India,  which  we 
shall  have  again  occasion  to  quote,  expresses  himself  in  the  same  man- 
ner as  to  the  inconceivable  address  of  the  Indians :  "They  have  the 
art,"  says  he,  "to  rob  you,  without  interrupting  your  sleep,  of  the 
very  sheet  in  which  you  are  enveloped.  This  is  not  'a  traveller's  tale.' 
but  a  fact.  The  movements  of  the  bheel  are  those  of  the  serpent.  If 
you  sleep  in  your  tent,  with  a  servant  lying  across  each  entrance,  the 
bheel  will  come  and  crouch  on  the  outside,  in  some  shady  corner, 
where  he  can  hear  the  breathing  of  those  within.  As  soon  as  the 
European  sleeps,  he  feels  sure  of  success,  for  the  Asiatic  will  not 
long  resist_ the  attraction  of  repose.  At  the  proper  moment,  he  makes 
a  vertical  incision  in  the  cloth  of  the  tent,  on  the  spot  where  he  hap- 
pens to  be,  and  just  large  enough  to  admit  him.  He  glides  through 
like  a  phantom,  without  making  the  least  grain  of  sand  creak  beneath 
his  tread.  He  is  perfectly  naked,  and  all  his  body  is  rubbed  over  with 
oil;  a  two-edged  knife  is  suspended  from  his  neck.  He  will  squat 
down  close  to  your  couch,  and,  with  incredible  coolness  and  dexterity, 
will  gather  up  the  sheet  in  very  little  folds,  so  as  to  occupy  the  least 
surface  possible ;  then,  passing  to  the  other  side,  he  will  lightly  tickle 
the  sleeper,  whom  he  seems  to  magnetize,  till  the  latter  shrinks  back 
involuntarily,  and  ends  by  turning  round,  and  leaving  the  sheet  folded 
behind  him.  Should  he  awake,  and  strive  to  seize  the  robber,  he 
catches  at  a  slippery  form,  which  slides  through  his  hands  like  an  eel; 
should  he  even  succeed  in  seizing  him,  it  would  be  fatal — the  dagger 
strikes  him  to  the  heart,  he  falls  bathed  in  his  blood,  and  the  assassin 
disappears." — E.  S. 
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since  the  Strangler  introduced  himself  into  Dj alma's  cabin., 
and  tattooed  him  with  a  mysterious  sign  during  his  sleep. 

A  horseman  advances  rapidly  down  a  long  avenue  of 
spreading  trees.  Sheltered  by  the  thick  and  verdant  arch, 
a  thousand  birds  salute  the  splendid  evening  with  songs  and 
circlings ;  red  and  green  parrots  climb,  by  help  of  their  hooked 
beaks,  to  the  top  of  pink-blossomed  acacias ;  large  Morea 
birds  of  the  finest  and  richest  blue,  whose  throats  and  lomr 
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tails  change  in  the  light  to  a  golden  brown,  are  chasing  the 
prince-oriels,  clothed  in  their  glossy  feathers  of  black  and 
orange;  Kolo  doves,  of  a  changeable  violet  hue,  are  gently 
cooing  by  the  side  of  the  birds  of  paradise,  in  whose  brilliant 
plumage  are  mingled  the  prismatic  colors  of  the  emerald  and 
ruby,  the  topaz  and  sapphire. 

This  avenue,  a  little  raised,  commanded  a  view  of  a  small 
pond,  which  reflected  at  intervals  the  green  shade  of  tama- 
rind trees.  In  the  calm,  limpid  waters,  many  fish  were  visible, 
some  with  silver  scales  and  purple  fins,  others  gleaming 
with  azure  and  vermilion ;  so  still  were  they  that  they  looked 
as  if  set  in  a  mass  of  bluish  crystal,  and,  as  they  dwelt  mo- 
tionless near  the  surface  of  the  pool,  on  which  played  a 
dazzling  ray  of  the  sun,  they  revelled  in  the  enjoyment  of  the 
light  and  heat.  A  thousand  insects — living  gems,  with 
wings  of  flame — glided,  fluttered  and  buzzed  over  the  trans- 
parent wave,  in  which,  at  an  extraordinary  depth,  were 
mirrored  the  variegated  tints  of  the  aquatic  plants  on  the 
bank. 

It  is  impossible  to  give  an  adequate  idea  of  the  exuberant 
nature  of  this  scene,  luxuriant  in  the  sunlight,  colors,  and 
perfumes,  which  served,  so  to  speak,  as  a  frame  to  the  young 
and  brilliant  rider,  who  was  advancing  along  the  avenue.  It 
was  Djalma.  He  had  not  yet  perceived  the  indelible  marks, 
which  the  Strangler  had  traced  upon  his  left  arm. 

His  Japanese  mare,  of  slender  make,  full  of  fire  and  vigor, 
is  black  as  night.  A  narrow  red  cloth  serves  instead  of 
saddle.  To  moderate  the  impetuous  bounds  of  the  animal, 
Djalma  uses  a  small  steel  bit,  with  headstall  and  reins  of 
twisted  scarlet  silk,  fine  as  a  thread. 

Not  one  of  those  admirable  riders,  sculptured  so  masterly 
on  the  frieze  of  the  Parthenon,  sits  his  horse  more  gracefully 
and  proudly  than  this  young  Indian,  whose  fine  face,  illu- 
mined by  the  setting  sun,  is  radiant  with  serene  happiness; 
his    eyes    sparkle    with    joy,    and    his    dilated    nostrils    and 
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unclosed  lips  inhale  with  delight  the  balmy  breeze,  that  brings 
to  him  the  perfume  of  flowers  and  the  scent  of  fresh  leaves, 
for  the  trees  are  still  moist  from  the  abundant  rain  that  fell 
after  the  storm. 

A  red  cap,  similar  to  that  worn  by  the  Greeks,  surmount- 
ing the  black  locks  of  Djalma,  sets  off  to  advantage  the 
golden  tint  of  his  complexion ;  his  throat  is  bare ;  he  is  clad 
in  his  robe  of  white  muslin  with  large  sleeves,  confined  at 
the  waist  by  a  scarlet  sash ;  very  full  drawers,  in  white  cotton 
stuff,  leave  half  uncovered  his  tawny  and  polished  legs ; 
their  classic  curve  stands  out  from  the  dark  sides  of  the 
horse,  which  he  presses  tightly  between  his  muscular  calves. 
He  has  no  stirrups ;  his  foot,  small  and  narrow,  is  shod  with 
a  sandal  of  morocco  leather. 

The  rush  of  his  thoughts,  by  turns  impetuous  and 
restrained,  was  expressed  in  some  degree  by  the  pace  he  im- 
parted to  his  horse — now  bold  and  precipitate,  like  the  flight 
of  unbridled  imagination — now  calm  and  measured,  like 
the  reflection  which  succeeds  an  idle  dream.  But,  in  all 
this  fantastic  course,  his  least  movements  were  distinguished 
by  a  proud,  independent  and  somewhat  savage  grace. 

Dispossessed  of  his  paternal  territory  by  the  English,  and 
at  first  detained  by  them  as  a  state-prisoner  after  the  death 
of  his  father — who  (as  M.  Joshua  Van  Dael  had  written  to 
M.  Rodin)  had  fallen  sword  in  hand — Djalma  had  at  length 
been  restored  to  liberty.  Abandoning  the  continent  of  India, 
and  still  accompanied  by  General  Simon,  who  had  lingered 
hard  by  the  prison  of  his  old  friend's  son,  the  young  Indian 
came  next  to  Batavia,  the  birth-place  of  his  mother,  to  collect 
the  modest  inheritance  of  his  maternal  ancestors.  And 
amongst  this  property,  so  long  despised  or  forgotten  by  his 
father,  he  found  some  important  papers,  and  a  medal  exactly 
similar  to  that  worn  by  Rose  and  Blanche. 

General  Simon  was  not  more  surprised  than  pleased  at 
this  discovery,  which  not  only  established  a  tie  of  kindred 
between  his  wife  and  Djalma's  mother,  but  which  also 
seemed  to  promise  great  advantages  for  the  future.  Leaving 
Djalma  at  Batavia,  to  terminate  some  business  there,  he  had 
gone  to  the  neighboring  island  of  Sumatra,  in  the  hope  of 
finding  a  vessel  that  would  make  the  passage  to  Europe 
directly  and  rapidly ;  for  it  was  now  necessary  that,  cost 
what  it  might,  the  young  Indian  also  should  be  at  Paris  on 
the   13th  February,    1832.     Should   General   Simon  find  a 
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vessel  ready  to  sail  for  Europe,  he  was  to  return  immediately 
to  fetch  Djalma;  and  the  latter,  expecting  him  daily    was 
now  going  to  the  pier  of  Batavia,  hoping  to  see  the  father 
of  kose  and  Blanche  arrive  by  the  mail-boat  from  Sumatra 

A  few  words  are  here  necessary  on  the  early  life  of  the  son 
of  Kadja-sing. 

Having  lost  his  mother  very  young,  and  brought  up  with 
rude  simplicity,  he  had  accompanied  his  father,  whilst  yet 
a  child,  to  the  great  tiger  hunts,  as  dangerous  as  battles  ■ 
and,  in  the  first  dawn  of  youth,  he  had  followed  him  to  the 
stern  bloody  war,  which  he  waged  in  defence  of  his  country 
Ihus  living,  from  the  time  of  his  mother's  death,  in  the 
midst  of  forests  and  mountains  and  continual  combats  his 
vigorous  and  ingenuous  nature  had  preserved  itself  pure 
and  he  well  merited  the  name  of  "The  Generous"  bestowed 
on  him.  Born  a  prince,  he  was— which  by  no  means  follows 
—a  prince  indeed.  During  the  period  of  his  captivity  the 
silent  dignity  of  his  bearing  had  overawed  his  jailers  Never 
a  reproach  never  a  complaint— a  proud  and  melancholy 
calm  was  all  that  he  opposed  to  a  treatment  as  unjust  as  it 
was  barbarous,  until  he  was  restored  to  freedom. 

Having  thus  been  always  accustomed  to  a  patriarchal  life 
or  to  a  war  ot  mountaineers,  which  he  had  only  quitted  to' 
pass  a  few  months  in  prison,  Djalma  knew  nothing,  so  to 
speak  of  civilized  society.  Without  its  exactly  amounting  to 
a  defect  he  certainly  carried  his  good  qualities  to  their 
extreme  limits.  Obstinately  faithful  to  his  pledged  word 
devoted  to  the  death,  confiding  to  blindness,  good  almost  to 
a  complete  forgetfulness  of  himself,  he  was  inflexible 
towards  ingratitude,  falsehood,  or  perfidy.  He  would  have 
felt  no  compunction  to  sacrifice  a  traitor,  because,  could  he 
himself  have  committed  a  treason,  he  would  have  thought  it 
only  just  to  expiate  it  with  his  life.  & 

He  was,  in  a  word,  the  man  of  natural  feelings,  absolute 
and  entire.  Such  a  man,  brought  into  contact  with  the  tem- 
peraments, calculations,  falsehoods,  deceptions,  tricks 
restrictions,  and  hollowness  of  a  refined  society,  such  as 
fans,  for  example,  would,  without  doubt,  form  a  verv 
curious  subject  for  speculation.  We  raise  this  hypothesis 
because  since  his  journey  to  France  had  been  determined 
Mi,  Djalma  had  one  fixed,  ardent  desire— to  be  in  Paris. 

In  Paris— that  enchanted  city — of  which,  even  in    Asia 


150  THE    WANDERING    JEW 

the   land   of    enchantment,    so   many   marvelous   tales   were 
told. 

What  chiefly  inflamed  the  fresh,  vivid  imagination  of  the 
young  Indian,  was  the  thought  of  French  women — those 
attractive  Parisian  beauties,  miracles  of  elegance  and  grace, 
who  eclipsed,  he  was  informed,  even  the  magnificence  of  the 
capitals  of  the  civilized  world.  And  at  this  very  moment, 
in  the  brightness  of  that  warm  and  splendid  evening,  sur- 
rounded by  the  intoxication  of  flowers  and  perfumes,  which 
accelerated  the  pulses  of  his  young  fiery  heart,  Djalma  was 
dreaming  of  those  exquisite  creatures,  whom  his  fancy  loved 
to  clothe  in  the  most  ideal  garbs. 

It  seemed  to  him  as  if,  at  the  end  of  the  avenue,  in  the 
midst  of  that  sheet  of  golden  light,  which  the  trees  encom- 
passed with  their  full,  green  arch,  he  could  see  pass  and 
repass,  white  and  sylph-like,  a  host  of  adorable  and  voluptu- 
ous phantoms,  that  threw  him  kisses  from  the  tips  of  their 
rosy  fingers.  Unable  to  restrain  his  burning  emotions, 
carried  away  by  a  strange  enthusiasm,  Djalma  uttered 
exclamations  of  joy,  deep,  manly,  and  sonorous,  and  made 
his  vigorous  courser  bound  under  him  in  the  excitement  of 
a  mad  delight.  Just  then  a  sunbeam,  piercing  the  dark 
vault  of  the  avenue,  shone  full  upon  him. 

For  several  minutes,  a  man  had  been  advancing  rapidly 
along  a  path,  which,  at  its  termination,  intersected  the 
avenue  diagonally.  He  stopped  a  moment  in  the  shade,  look- 
ing at  Djalma  with  astonishment.  It  was  indeed  a  charm- 
ing sight,  to  behold,  in  the  midst  of  a  blaze  of  dazzling  lustre, 
this  youth,  so  handsome,  joyous,  and  ardent,  clad  in  his 
white  and  flowing  vestments,  gayly  and  lightly  seated  on  his 
proud  black  mare,  who  covered  her  red  bridle  with  her 
foam,  and  whose  long  tail  and  thick  mane  floated  on  the 
evening  breeze. 

But,  with  that  reaction  which  takes  place  in  all  human 
desires,  Djalma  soon  felt  stealing  over  him  a  sentiment  of 
soft,  undefinable  melancholy.  He  raised  his  hand  to  his 
eyes,  now  dimmed  with  moisture,  and  allowed  the  reins  to 
fall  on  the  mane  of  his  docile  steed,  which,  instantly  stopping, 
stretched  out  its  long  neck,  and  turned  its  head  in  the 
direction  of  the  personage,  whom  it  could  see  approaching 
through  the  coppice. 

This  man,  Mahal  the  Smuggler,  was  dressed  nearly  like 
European  sailors.     He  wore  jacket  and  trousers  of  white 
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duck,  a  broad  red  sash,  and  a  very  low-crowned  straw  hat. 
His  face  was  brown,  with  strongly-marked  features,  and, 
though  forty  years  of  age,  he  was  quite  beardless. 

In  another  moment,  Mahal  was  close  to  the  young  Indian. 
"1  ou  are  Prince  Djalma  ?"  said  he,  in  not  very  good  French' 
raising  his  hand  respectfully  to  his  hat. 

"What  would  you?"  said' the  Indian. 

"You  are  the  son  of  Kadja-sing?" 

"Once  again,  what  would  you?" 

"The  friend  of  General  Simon  ?" 

"General  Simon?"  cried  Djalma. 

"You  are  going  to  meet  him,  as  you  have  gone  every 
evening,  since  you  expect  his  return  from  Sumatra?" 

"Yes,  but  how  do  you  know  all  this?"  said  the  Indian 
looking  at  the  Smuggler  with  as  much  surprise  as  curiosity 

^Is  he  not  to  land  at  Batavia,  to-day  or  to-morrow?" 

"Are  you  sent  by  him?" 

"Perhaps."  said  Mahal,  with  a  distrustful  air.  "But  are 
you  really  the  son  of  Kadja-sing?" 

"Yes.  I  tell  you— but  where  have  you  seen  General 
Simon? 

"If  you  are  the  son  of  Kadja-sing,"  resumed  Mahal,  con- 
tinuing to  regard  Djalma  with  a  suspicious  eve,  "what  is 
your  surname?" 

"My  sire  was  called  the  'Father  of  the  Generous,'  "  an- 
swered the  young  Indian,  as  a  shade  of  sorrow  passed  over 
his  fine  countenance. 

_  These  words  appeared  in  part  to  convince  Mahal  of  the 
identity  of  Djalma;  but,  wishing  doubtless  to  be  still  more 
certain,  he  resumed:  "You  must  have  received,  two  days 
ago,  a  letter  from  General  Simon,  written  from  Sumatra?" 
i  es ;  but  why  so  many  questions  ?" 

"To  assure  myself  that  you  are  really  the  son  of  Kad; 
sing,  and  to  execute  the  orders  I  have  received." 

"From  whom?" 

"From  General  Simon." 
"But  where  is  he?*5 

"When  I  have  proof  that  you  are  Prince  Djalma.  I  will 
tell  you.  I  was  informed  that  you  would  be  mounted  on  a 
black  mare,  with  a  red  bridle.    But " 

"By  the  soul  of  my  mother!  speak  what  you  have  to  say!'' 
"I  will  tell  you  all — if  you  can  tell  me  what  was  the  printed 
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paper,  contained  in  the  last  letter  that  General  Simon  wrote 
you  from  Sumatra." 

"It  was  a  cutting  from  a  French  newspaper." 

"Did  it  announce  good  or  bad  news  for  the  general?" 

"Good  news — for  it  related  that,  during  his  absence,  they 
had  acknowledged  the  last  rank  and  title  bestowed  on  him 
by  the  Emperor,  as  they  had  done  for  others  of  his  brothers 
in  arms,  exiled  like  him." 

"You  are  indeed  Prince  Djalma,"  said  the  Smuggler,  after 
a  moment's  reflection.  "I  may  speak.  General  Simon  landed 
last  night  in  Java,  but  on  a  desert  part  of  the  coast." 

"On  a  desert  part  ?" 

"Because  he  has  to  hide  himself." 

"Hide  himself !"  exclaimed  Djalma,  in  amazement ;  "why?' 

"That  I  don't  know." 

"But  where  is  he?"  asked  Djalma,  growing  pale  with 
alarm. 

"He  is  three  leagues  hence — near  the  sea-shore — in  the 
ruins  of  Tchandi." 

"Obliged  to  hide  himself !"  repeated  Djalma,  and  his 
countenance  expressed  increasing  surprise  and  anxiety. 

"Without  being  certain,  I  think  it  is  because  of  a  duel 
he  fought  in  Sumatra,"  said  the  Smuggler,  mysteriously. 

"A  duel — with  whom?" 

"I  don't  know — I  am  not  at  all  certain  on  the  subject. 
But  do  you  know  the  ruins  of  Tchandi  ?" 

"Yes." 

"The  general  expects  you  there;  that  is  what  he  ordered 
me  to  tell  you." 

"So  you  came  with  him  from  Sumatra?" 

"I  was  pilot  of  the  little  smuggling  coaster,  that  landed 
him  in  the  night  on  a  lonely  beach.  He  knew  that  you  went 
every  day  to  the  mole,  to  wait  for  him ;  I  was  almost  sure 
that  I  should  meet  you.  He  gave  me  details  about  the  letter 
you  received  from  him  as  a  proof  that  he  had  sent  me.  If  he 
could  have  found  the  means  of  writing,  he  would  have 
written." 

"But  he  did  not  tell  you  why  he  was  obliged  to  hide  him- 
self?" 

"He  told  me  nothing.  Certain  words  made  me  suspect 
what  I  told  you — a  duel." 

Knowing  the  mettle  of  General  Simon,  Djalma  thought 
the  suspicions  of  the  Smuggler  not  unfounded.     After  a 
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moment's  silence  he  said  to  him:  "Can  you  undertake  to 
lead  home  my  horse?  My  dwelling  is  without  the  town- 
there,  in  the  midst  of  those  trees— bv  the  side  of  the  new 
mosque.  In  ascending  the  mountain  of  Tehandi,  my  horse 
would  be  in  my  way ;  I  shall  go  much  faster  on  foot?' 

"I  know  where  you  live;  General  Simon  told  me  I 
should  have  gone  there  if  I  had  not  met  you.  Give  me 
your  horse." 

Djalma  sprang  lightly  to  the  ground,   threw  the  bridle 
to  Mahal,  unrolled  one  end  of  his  sash,  took  out  a  silk  purse 
and  gave  it  to  the  Smuggler,  saying :  "You  have  been  faith- 
ful and  obedient.    Here  !— it  is  a  trille— but  I  have  no  more  " 

Kadja-sing  was  rightly  called  the  'Father  of  the  Gen- 
erous,      said  the  Smuggler,  bowing  with  respect  and  grati- 
tude.    He  took  the  road  to  Batavia,  leading  Djalma's  horse 
Ihe  young  Indian,  on  the  contrary,  plunged  into  the  coppice 
and,    walking    with    great    strides,    he    directed    his    course 
towards  the  mountain,  on  which  were  the  ruins  of  Tehandi 
where  he  could  not  arrive  before  msht 

CHAPTER  XX. 

M.   JOSHUA   VAX   DAEL. 

M.  Joshua  van  Dael,  a  Dutch  merchant,  and  correspond- 
ent of  M.  Rodin,  was  born  at  Batavia,  the  capital  of  the 
island  of  Java;  his  parents  had  sent  him  to  be  educated  at 
Pondicherry,  in  a  celebrated  religious  house,  long  established 
in  that  place,  and  belonging  to  the  "Society  of  Jesus."  It 
was  there  that  he  was  initiated  into  the  order  as  "professor 
of  the  three  vows,"  or  lay  member,  commonly  called  "tem- 
poral coadjutor." 

Joshua  was  a  man  of  probity  that  passed  for  stainless ;  of 
strict  accuracy  in  business,  cold,  careful,  reserved,  and 
remarkably  skill ul  and  sagacious;  his  financial  operations 
were  almost  always  successful,  for  a  protecting  power  gave 
him  ever  in  time,  knowledge  of  events  which  might  advan- 
tageously influence  his  commercial  transactions.  The  relig- 
ious house  of  Pondicherry  was  interested  in  his  affairs 
having  charged  him  with  the  exportation  and  exchange  of 
the  produce  of  its  large  possessions  in  this  colonv. 

Speaking  little,  hearing  much,  never  disputing,  polite  in 
the  extreme— giving  seldom,  but  with  choice  and  purpose- 
Joshua,   without  inspiring  sympathy,  commanded  generally 
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that  cold  respect,  which  is  always  paid  to  the  rigid  moral- 
ist ;  for  instead  of  yielding  to  the  influence  of  lax  and  disso- 
lute colonial  manners,  he  appeared  to  live  with  great  regu- 
larity, and  his  exterior  had  something  of  austerity  about  it, 
which  tended  to  overawe. 

The  following  scene  took  place  at  Batavia,  while  Djalma 
was  on  his  way  to  the  ruins  of  Tchandi  in  the  hope  of  meet- 
ing General  Simon. 

M.  Joshua  had  just  retired  into  his  cabinet,  in  which  were 
many  shelves  filled  with  paper  boxes,  and  huge  ledgers  and 
cash  boxes  lying  open  upon  desks.  The  only  window  of 
this  apartment,  which  was  on  the  ground  floor,  looked  out 
upon  a  narrow  empty  court,  and  was  protected  externally 
by  strong  iron  bars ;  instead  of  glass,  it  was  fitted  with  a 
Venetian  blind,  because  of  the  extreme  heat  of  the  climate. 

M.  Joshua,  having  placed  upon  his  desk  a  taper  in  a  glass 
globe,  looked  at  the  clock.  "Half-past  nine,"  said  he.  "Mahal 
ought  soon  to  be  here." 

Saying  this,  he  went  out,  passing  through  an  antechamber, 
opened  a  second  thick  door,  studded  with  nail-heads,  in  the 
Dutch  fashion,  cautiously  entered  the  court  (so  as  not  to  be 
heard  by  the  people  in  the  house),  and  drew  back  the  secret 
bolt  of  a  gate  six  feet  high,  formidably  garnished  with  iron 
spikes.  Leaving  this  gate  unfastened,  he  regained  his  cabi- 
net, after  he  had  successively  and  carefully  closed  the  two 
Dther  doors  behind  him. 

M.  Joshua  next  seated  himself  at  his  desk,  and  took  from 
a  drawer  a  long  letter,  or  rather  statement,  commenced 
some  time  before,  and  continued  day  by  day.  It  is  superflu- 
ous to  observe,  that  the  letter  already  mentioned,  as 
addressed  to  M.  Rodin,  was  anterior  to  the  liberation  of 
Djalma  and  his  arrival  at  Batavia. 

The  present  statement  was  also  addressed  to  M.  Rodin, 
and  Van  Dael  thus  went  on  with  it : 

"Fearing  the  return  of  General  Simon,  of  which  I  had 
been  informed  by  intercepting  his  letters — I  have  already 
told  you,  that  I  had  succeeded  in  being  employed  by  him  as 
his  agent  here ;  having  then  read  his  letters,  and  sent  them 
on  as  if  untouched  to  Djalma,  I  felt  myself  obliged,  from 
the  pressure  of  the  circumstances,  to  have  recourse  to  ex- 
treme measures — taking  care  always  to  preserve  appear- 
ances, and  rendering  at  the  same  time  a  signal  service  to 
humanity,  which  last  reason  chiefly  decided  me. 
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"A  new  danger  imperiously  commanded  these  measures. 
The  steamship  'Ruvter'  came  in  yesterday,  and  sails  to-mor- 
row in  the  course  of  the  day.  She  is  to  make  the  voyage  to 
Europe  via  the  Arabian  Gulf ;  her  passengers  will  disem- 
bark at  Suez,  cross  the  Isthmus,  and  go  on  board  another 
vessel  at  Alexandria,  which  will  bring  them  to  France.  This 
voyage,  as  rapid  as  it  is  direct,  will  not  take  more  than  seven 
or  eight  weeks.  We  are  now  at  the  end  of  October;  Prince 
Djalma  might  then  be  in  France  by  the  commencement  of  the 
month  of  January ;  and  according  to  your  instructions,  of 
which  I  know  not  the  motive,  but  which  I  execute  with  zeal 
and  submission,  his  departure  must  be  prevented  at  all  haz- 
ards, because,  you  tell  me,  some  of  the  gravest  interests  of 
the  Society  would  be  compromised,  by  the  arrival  of  this 
young  Indian  in  Paris  before  the  13th  of  February.  Now, 
if  I  succeed,  as  I  hope,  in  making  him  miss  this  opportunity 
of  the  'Ruvter'  it  will  be  materially  impossible  for  him  to 
arrive  in  France  before  the  month  of  April ;  for  the  'Ruyter' 
is  the  only  vessel  which  makes  the  direct  passage,  the  others 
taking  at  least  four  or  five  months  to  reach  Europe. 

"Before  telling  you  the  means  which  I  have  thought  right 
to  employ,  to  detain  Prince  Djalma — of  the  success  of  which 
means  I  am  yet  uncertain — it  is  well  that  you  should  be 
acquainted  with  the  following  facts. 

"They  have  just  discovered,  in  British  India,  a  community 
whose  members  call  themselves  'Brothers  of  the  Good  Work,' 
or  'Phansegars,'  which  signifies  simply  'Thugs'  or  'Strang- 
les ;'  these  murderers  do  not  shed  blood,  but  strangle  their 
victims,  less  for  the  purpose  of  robbing  them,  than  in  obedience 
to  a  homicidal  vocation,  and  to  the  laws  of  an  infernal  divin- 
ity named  by  them  'Bowanee.' 

"I  cannot  better  give  you  an  idea  of  this  horrible  sect, 
than  by  transcribing  here  some  lines  from  the  introduction 
of  a  report  by  Colonel  Sleeman,  who  has  hunted  out  this 
dark  association  with  indefatigable  zeal.  The  report  in 
question  was  published  about  two  months  ago.  Here  is  the 
extract ;  it  is  the  colonel  who  speaks : 

"  'From  1822  to  1824,  when  I  was  charged  with  the  magis- 
tracy and  civil  administration  of  the  district  of  Nersingpore, 
not  a  murder,  not  the  least  robbery  was  committed  by  an 
ordinary  criminal,  without  my  being  immediately  informed 
of  it;  but  if  any  one  had  come  and  told  me  at  this  period, 
that  a  band  of  hereditary  assassins  by  profession  lived  in 
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the  village  of  Kundelie,  within  about  four  hundred  yards  of 
my  court  of  justice — that  the  beautiful  groves  of  the  village 
of  Mundesoor,  within  a  day's  march  of  my  residence,  formed 
one  of  the  most  frightful  marts  of  assassination  in  all  India 
■ — that  numerous  bands  of  'Brothers  of  the  Good  Work/ 
coming  from  Hindostan  and  the  Deccan,  met  annually  be- 
neath these  shades,  as  at  a  solemn  festival,  to  exercise  their 
dreadful  vocation  upon  all  the  roads  which  cross  each  other 
in  this  locality — I  should  have  taken  such  a  person  for  a 
madman,  or  one  who  had  been  imposed  upon  by  idle  tales. 
And  yet  nothing  could  be  truer ;  hundreds  of  travellers  had 
been  buried  every  year  in  the  groves  of  Mundesoor ;  a  whole 
tribe  of  assassins  lived  close  to  my  door,  at  the  very  time 
I  was  supreme  magistrate  of  the  province,  and  extended 
their  devastations  to  the  cities  of  Poonah  and  Hyderabad. 
I  shall  never  forget,  when,  to  convince  me  of  the  fact,  one 
of  the  chiefs  of  the  Stranglers,  who  had  turned  informer 
against  them,  caused  thirteen  bodies  to  be  dug  up  from  the 
ground  beneath  my  tent,  and  offered  to  produce  any  number 
from  the  soil  in  the  immediate  vicinity.'* 

"These  few  words  of  Colonel  Sleeman  will  give  some  idea 
of  this  dread  society,  which  has  its  laws,  duties,  customs, 
opposed  to  all  other  laws,  human  and  divine.  Devoted  to 
each  other,  even  to  heroism,  blindly  obedient  to  their  chiefs, 
who  profess  themselves  the  immediate  representatives  of 
their  dark  divinity,  regarding  as  enemies  all  who  do  not 
belong  to  them,  gaining  recruits  everywhere  by  a  frightful 
system  of  proselytism — these  apostles  of  a  religion  of  mur- 
der go  preaching  their  abominable  doctrines  in  the  shade,  and 
spreading  their  immense  net  over  the  whole  of  India. 

"Three  of  their  principal  chiefs,  and  one  of  their  adepts, 
flying  from  the  determined  pursuit  of  the  English  governor- 
general,  having  succeeded  in  making  their  escape,  had  arrived 
at  the  Straits  of  Malacca,  at  no  great  distance  from  our 
island ;  a  smuggler,  who  is  also  something  of  a  pirate, 
attached  to  their  association,  and  by  name  Mahal,  took  them 
on  board  his  coasting  vessel,  and  brought  them  hither,  where 
they  think  themselves  for  some  time  in  safety — as,  follow- 
ing the  advice  of  the  smuggler,  they  lie  concealed  in  a  thick 


*  This  report  is  extracted  from  Count  Edward  de  Warren's  excellent 
work,  "British  India  in  1831."— E.  S. 
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forest,   in   which  are   many   ruined   temples   and   numcr 
subterranean  retreal 

"Amongst  these  chiefs,  all  three  remarkably  intelligent, 
there  is  one  in  particular,  named  Faringhea,  whose  extraor- 
dinary energy  and  eminent  qualities  make  him  every  way 
redoubtable.  He  is  of  the  mixed  race,  half -white  and  Hin- 
doo, has  long  inhabited  towns  in  which  are  European  fac- 
tories and  speaks  English  and  French  very  well.  The  other 
two  chiefs  are  a  Negro  and  a  Hindoo:  the  adept  is  a  Malay, 

"The  smuggler.  Mahal,  considering  that  he  could  obtain 
a  large  reward  by  giving  up  these  three  chiefs  and  their 
adept,  came  to  me,  knowing,  as  all  the  world  knows,  my 
intimate  relations  with  a  person  who  has  great  influence 
with  our  governor.  Two  days  ago,  he  offered  me,  on  certain 
conditions,  to  deliver  up  the  Negro,  the  half-caste,  the  Hin- 
doo, and  the  Malay.  These  conditions  are — a  considerable 
sum  of  money,  and  a  free  passage  on  board  a  vessel  sailing 
for  Europe  or  America,  in  order  to  escape  the  implacable 
vengeance  of  the  Thugs. 

"I  joyfully  seized  the  occasion  to  hand  over  three  such 
murderers  to  human  justice,  and  I  promised  Mahal  to  ar- 
range matters  for  him  with  the  governor,  but  also  on  certain 
conditions,  innocent  in  themselves,  and  which  concerned 
Djalma.  Should  my  project  succeed.  I  will  explain  myself 
more  at  length ;  I  shall  soon  know  the  result,  for  I  expect 
Mahal  every   minute. 

"But  before  I  close  these  despatches,  which  are  to  go  to- 
morrow by  the  'Ruyter' —  in  which  vessel  I  have  alsc 
engaged  a  passage  for  Mahal  the  Smuggler,  in  the  event  of 
the  success  of  my  plans — I  must  include  in  parentheses  a 
subject  of  some  importance. 

"In  my  last  letter,  in  which  I  announced  to  you  the  death 
of  Djalma's  father,  and  his  own  imprisonment  by  the  Eng- 
lish, I  asked  for  some  information  as  to  the  solvency 
Baron  Tripeaud.  banker  and  manufacturer  at  Paris,  who  has 
also  an  agency  at  Calcutta.  This  information  will  now  be 
useless,  if  what  I  have  just  learned  should,  unfortunately, 
turn  out  to  be  correct,  and  it  will  be  for  you  to  act  according 
to  circumstances. 

"This  house  at  Calcutta  owes  considerable  sums  both  to 
me  and  our  colleague  at  Pondicherry,  and  it  is  said  that  M. 
Tripeaud  has  involved  himself  to  a  dangerous  extent  in 
attempting  to  ruin,  by  opposition,  a  very  flourishing  estab- 


158  THE    WANDERING    JEW 

Hshment,  founded  some  time  ago  by  M.  Francois  Hardy,  an 
eminent  manufacturer.  I  am  assured  that  M.  Tripeaud  has 
already  sunk  and  lost  a  large  capital  in  this  enterprise :  he 
has  no  doubt  done  a  great  deal  of  harm  to  M.  Franqois 
Hardy ;  but  he  has  also,  they  say,  seriously  compromised 
his  own  fortune — and,  were  he  to  fail,  the  effects  of  his 
disaster  would  be  very  fatal  to  us,  seeing  that  he  owes  a 
large  sum  of  money  to  me  and  to  us. 

"In  this  state  of  things  it  would  be  very  desirable  if,  by 
the  employment  of  the  powerful  means  of  every  kind  at  our 
disposal,  we  could  completely  discredit  and  break  down  the 
house  of  M.  Franqois  Hardy,  already  shaken  by  M.  Tri- 
peaud's  violent  opposition.  In  that  case,  the  latter  would 
soon  regain  all  he  has  lost ;  the  ruin  of  his  rival  would  insure 
his  prosperity,  and  our  demands  would  be  securely  covered. 

"Doubtless,  it  is  painful,  it  is  sad,  to  be  obliged  to  have 
recourse  to  these  extreme  measures,  only  to  get  back  our 
own ;  but,  in  these  days,  are  we  not  surely  justified  in  some- 
times using  the  arms  that  are  incessantly  turned  against  us? 
If  we  are  reduced  to  such  steps  by  the  injustice  and  wicked- 
ness of  men,  we  may  console  ourselves  with  the  reflection 
that  we  only  seek  to  preserve  our  worldly  possessions,  in 
order  to  devote  them  to  the  greater  glory  of  God ;  whilst,  in 
the  hands  of  our  enemies,  those  very  goods  are  the  danger- 
ous instruments  of  perdition  and  scandal. 

"After  all  it  is  merely  a  humble  proposition  that  I  submit 
to  you.  Were  it  in  my  power  to  take  an  active  part  in  the 
matter,  I  should  do  nothing  of  myself.  My  will  is  not  my 
own.  It  belongs,  with  all  I  possess,  to  those  whom  I  have 
sworn  absolute  obedience." 

Here  a  slight  noise  interrupted  M.  Joshua,  and  drew  his 
attention  from  his  work.  He  rose  abruptly,  and  went 
straight  to  the  window.  Three  gentle  taps  were  given  on 
the  outside  of  one  of  the  slats  of  the  blind. 

"Is  it  you,  Mahal?"  asked  M.  Joshua,  in  a  low  voice. 

"It  is  I,"  was  answered  from  without,  also  in  a  low  tone. 

"And  the  Malay?" 

"He  has  succeeded." 

"Really!"  cried  M.  Joshua,  with  an  expression  of  great 
satisfaction ;  "are  you  sure  of  it?" 

"Quite  sure :  there  is  no  devil  more  clever  and  intrepid." 

"And  Djalma?" 

"The  parts  of  the  letter,  which  I  quoted,  convinced  him 
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that  I  came  from  General  Simon,  and  that  he  would  find  him 
at  the  ruins  of  Tchandi." 

"Therefore,  at  this  moment " 

"Djalma  goes  to  the  ruins,  where  he  will  encounter  the 
black,  the  half-blood,  and  the  Indian.  It  is  there  they  have 
appointed  to  meet  the  Malay,  who  tattooed  the  prince  during 
his  sleep." 

"Have  you  been  to  examine  the  subterraneous  passage?" 

"I  went  there  yesterday.  One  of  the  stones  of  the  ped- 
estal of  the  statue  turns  upon  itself;  the  stairs  are  large;  it 
will  do." 

"And  the  three  chiefs  have  no  suspicion?" 

"None — I  saw  them  in  the  morning — and  this  evening 
the  Malay  came  to  tell  me  all,  before  he  went  to  join  them 
at  the  ruins  of  Tchandi — for  he  had  remained  hidden 
amongst  the  bushes,  not  daring  to  go  there  in  the  daytime.'' 

"Mahal — if  you  have  told  the  truth,  and  if  all  succeed — > 
your  pardon  and  ample  reward  are  assured  to  you.  Youi 
berth  has  been  taken  on  board  the  'Ruyter;'  you  will  sail 
to-morrow ;  you  will  thus  be  safe  from  the  malice  of  the 
Stranglers,  who  would  follow  you  hither  to  revenge  the 
death  of  their  chiefs.  Providence  having  chosen  you  to 
deliver  those  three  great  criminals  to  justice.  Heaven  will 
bless  you ! — Go  and  wait  for  me  at  the  door  of  the  governor's 
house:  I  will  introduce  you.  The  matter  is  so  important 
that  I  do  not  hesitate  to  disturb  him  thus  late  in  the  night. 
Go  quickly ! — I  will  follow  on  my  side." 

The  steps  of  Mahal  were  distinctly  audible,  as  he  withdrew 
precipitately,  and  then  silence  reigned  once  more  in  the 
house.  Joshua  returned  to  his  desk,  and  hastily  added  these 
words  to  the  despatch,  which  he  had  before  commenced: 

"Whatever  may  now  happen,  it  will  be  impossible  for 
Djalma  to  leave  Batavia  at  present.  You  may  rest  quite 
satisfied:  he  will  not  be  at  Paris  by  the  13th  of  next  Feb- 
ruary. As  I  foresaw,  I  shall  have  to  be  up  all  night — I  am 
just  going  to  the  governor's.  To-morrow  I  will  add  a  few 
lines  to  this  long  statement,  which  the  steamship  'Ruyter' 
will  convey  to  Europe." 

Having  locked  up  his  papers.  Joshua  rang  the  bell  loudly. 
and,  to  the  great  astonishment  of  his  servants,  not  accustomed 
to  see  him  leave  home  in  the  middle  of  the  night,  went  in  all 
haste  to  the  residence  of  the  governor  of  the  island. 

We  now  conduct  the  reader  to  the  ruins  of  Tchandi. 
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CHAPTER  XXL 

THE    RUINS    OF    TCHANDI. 

To  the  storm  in  the  middle  of  the  day,  the  approach  of 
which  so  well  served  the  Strangler's  designs  upon  Djalma, 
has  succeeded  a  calm  and  serene  night.  The  disk  of  the 
moon  rises  slowly  behind  a  mass  of  lofty  ruins,  situate  on  a 
hill,  in  the  midst  of  a  thick  wood,  about  three  leagues  from 
Batavia. 

Long  ranges  of  stone,  high  walls  of  brick,  fretted  away  by 
time,  porticoes  covered  with  parasitical  vegetation,  stand 
out  boldly  from  the  sheet  of  silver  light  which  blends  the 
horizon  with  the  limpid  blue  of  the  heavens.  Some  rays  of 
the  moon,  gliding  through  the  opening  on  one  of  these  porti- 
coes, fall  upon  two  colossal  statues  at  the  foot  of  an  im- 
mense staircase,  the  loose  stones  of  which  are  almost  entire- 
ly concealed  by  grass,  moss,  and  brambles. 

The  fragments  of  one  of  these  statues,  broken  in  the  mid- 
dle, lie  strewed  upon  the  ground;  the  other,  which  remains 
whole  and  standing,  is  frightful  to  behold.  It  represents  a 
man  of  gigantic  proportions,  with  a  head  three  feet  high; 
the  expression  of  the  countenance  is  ferocious,  eyes  of  bril- 
liant slaty  black  are  set  beneath  gray  brows,  the  large,  deep 
mouth  gapes  immoderately,  and  reptiles  have  made  their 
nest  between  the  lips  of  stone ;  by  the  light  of  the  moon,  a 
hideous  swarm  is  there  dimly  visible.  A  broad  girdle, 
adorned  with  symbolic  ornaments,  encircles  the  body  of  this 
statue,  and  fastens  a  long  sword  to  its  right  side.  The  giant 
has  four  extended  arms,  and,  in  his  great  hands,  he  bears  an 
elephant's  head,  a  twisted  serpent,  a  human  skull,  and  a 
bird  resembling  a  heron.  The  moon,  shedding  her  light  on 
the  profile  of  this  statue,  serves  to  augment  the  weirdness 
of  its  aspect. 

Here  and  there,  enclosed  in  the  half -crumbling  walls  of 
brick,  are  fragments  of  stone  bas-reliefs,  very  boldly  cut; 
one  of  those  in  the  best  preservation  represents  a  man  with 
the  head  of  an  elephant,  and  the  wings  of  a  bat,  devouring 
a  child.  Nothing  can  be  more  gloomy  than  these  ruins, 
buried  among  thick  trees  of  a  dark  green,  covered  with 
frightful  emblems,  and  seen  by  the  moonlight,  in  the  midst 
of  the  deep  silence  of  night. 

Againsi  one  of  the  walls  of  this  ancient  temple,  dedicated 
to  some  mysterious  and  bloody  Javanese  divinity,  leans  a 


THE    WANDERING    JEW  161 

kind  of  hut,  rudely  constructed  of  fragments  of  brick  and 
stone;  the  door,  made  of  woven  rushes,  is  open,  and  a  red 
light  streams  from  it,  which  throws  its  rays  on  the  tall  grass 
that  covers  the  ground.  Three  men  are  assembled  in  this 
hovel,  around  a  clay-lamp,  with  a  wick  of  cocoanut  fibre 
steeped  in  palm-oil. 

The  first  of  these  three,  about  forty  years  of  age,  is  poorly 
clad  in  the  European  fashion;  his  pale,  almost  white,  com- 
plexion, announces  that  he  belongs  to  the  mixed  race,  being 
offspring  of  a  white  father  and  Indian  mother. 

The  second  is  a  robust  African  negro,  with  thick  lips, 
vigorous  shoulders,  and  lank  legs ;  his  woolly  hair  is  begin- 
ning to  turn  gray ;  he  is  covered  with  rags,  and  stands  close 
beside  the  Indian.  The  third  personage  is  asleep,  and 
stretched  on  a  mat  in  the  corner  of  the  hovel. 

These  three  men  are  the  three  Thuggee  chiefs,  who, 
obliged  to  fly  from  the  continent  of  India,  have  taken  refuge 
in  Java,  under  the  guidance  of  Mahal  the  Smuggler. 

"The  Malay  does  not  return,"  said  the  half-blood,  named 
Faringhea,  the  most  redoubtable  chief  of  this  homicidal  sect, 
"in  executing  our  orders,  he  has  perhaps  been  killed  by 
Djalma." 

"The  storm  of  this  morning  brought  every  reptile  out  of 
the  earth,"  said  the  negro;  "the  Malay  must  have  been 
bitten,  and  his  body  ere  now  a  nest  of  serpents." 

"To  serve  the  good  work,"  proceeded  Faringhea,  with  a 
gloomy  air,  "one  must  know  how  to  brave  death." 

"And  to  inflict  it,"  added  the  negro. 

A  stifled  cry,  followed  by  some  inarticulate  words,  here 
drew  the  attention  of  these  two  men,  who  hastily  turned 
their  heads  in  the  direction  of  the  sleeper.  This  latter  was 
thirty  years  old  at  most.  His  beardless  face,  of  a  bright 
copper  color,  his  robe  of  coarse  stuff,  his  turban  striped 
brown  and  yellow,  showed  that  he  belonged  to  the  pure 
Hindoo  race.  His  sleep  appeared  agitated  by  some  painful 
vision  ;  an  abundant  sweat  streamed  over  his  countenance, 
contracted  by  terror;  he  spoke  in  his  dream,  but  his  words 
were  brief  and  broken,  and  accompanied  with  convulsive 
starts. 

"Again    that    dream!"    said    Faringhea    to    the    negro. 
"Alwavs  the  remembrance  of  that  man." 

"What  man?" 

"Do  you  not  remember,  how,  five  years  ago,  that  savage, 
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Colonel  Kennedy,  butcher  of  the  Indians,  came  to  the  banks 
of  the  Ganges,  to  hunt  the  tiger,  with  twenty  horses,  four 
elephants,  and  fifty  servants?" 

"Yes,  yes,"  said  the  negro ;  "and  we  three,  hunters  of 
men,  made  a  better  day's  sport  than  he  did.  Kennedy,  his 
horses,  his  elephants,  and  his  numerous  servants  did  not 
get  their  tiger — but  we  got  ours,"  he  added,  with  grim 
irony.  "Yes ;  Kennedy,  that  tiger  with  a  human  face,  fell 
into  our  ambush,  and  the  brothers  of  the  good  work  offered 
up  their  fine  prey  to  our  goddess  Bowanee." 

"If  you  remember,  it  was  just  at  the  moment  when  we 
gave  the  last  tug  to  the  cord  round  Kennedy's  neck,  that  we 
perceived  on  a  sudden  a  traveller  close  at  hand.  He  had  seen 
us,  and  it  was  necessary  to  make  away  with  him.  Now, 
since  that  time,"  added  Faringhea,  "the  remembrance  of 
the  murder  of  that  man  pursues  our  brother  in  his  dreams," 
and  he  pointed  to  the  sleeping  Indian. 

"And  even  when  he  is  awake,"  said  the  negro,  looking 
at  Faringhea  with  a  significant  air. 

"Listen !"  said  the  other,  again  pointing  to  the  Indian,  who, 
in  the  agitation  of  his  dream,  recommenced  talking  in  abrupt 
sentences ;  "listen !  he  is  repeating  the  answers  of  the 
traveller,  when  we  told  him  he  must  die,  or  serve  with  us  on 
Thuggee.  His  mind  is  still  impressed — deeply  impressed- — 
with  those  words." 

And,  in  fact,  the  Indian  repeated  aloud  in  his  sleep,  a  sort 
of  mysterious  dialogue,  of  which  he  himself  supplied  both 
questions  and  answers. 

''  'Traveller,'  said  he,  in  a  voice  broken  by  sudden  pauses, 
'why  that  black  mark  on  your  forehead,  stretching  from 
one  temple  to  the  other?  It  is  a  mark  of  doom  and  your 
look  is  sad  as  death.  Have  you  been  a  victim?  Come  with 
us ;  Kallee  will  avenge  you.  You  have  suffered  ?' — 'Yes, 
I  have  greatly  suffered.' — 'For  a  long  time?' — 'Yes,  for  a 
very  long  time.' — 'You  suffer  even  now?' — 'Yes,  even  now/ 
— 'What  do  you  reserve  for  those  who  injure  you?' — 'My 
pity.' — 'Will  you  not  render  blow  for  blow?' — T  will 
return  love  for  hate.' — 'Who  are  you,  then,  that  render 
good  for  evil?' — T  am  one  who  loves,  and  suffers,  and 
forgives.'  " 

"Brother,  do  you  hear?"  said  the  negro  to  Faringhea; 
"he  has  not  forgotten  the  words  of  the  traveller  before  his 
death." 
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"The  vision  follows  him.  Listen !  he  will  speak  again. 
How  pale  he  is !"  Still  under  the  influence  of  his  dream, 
the  Indian  continued: 

'Traveller,  we  are  three;  we  are  brave;  we  have  your 
life  in  our  hands — you  have  seen  us  sacrifice  to  the  good 
work.  Be  one  of  us,  or  die — die — die!  Oh,  that  look !  Not 
thus — do  not  look  at  me  thus !'  "  As  he  uttered  these  last 
words,  the  Indian  made  a  sudden  movement,  as  if  to  keep  off 
some  approaching  object,  and  awoke  with  a  start.  Then, 
passing  his  hand  over  his  moist  forehead,  he  looked  round 
him  with  a  bewildered  eye. 

"What!  again  this  dream,  brother?"  said  Faringhea, 
"For  a  bold  hunter  of  men,  you  have  a  weak  head.  Luckily 
you  have  a  strong  heart  and  arm." 

The  other  remained  a  moment  silent,  his  face  buried  in 
his  hands ;  then  he  replied :  "It  is  long  since  I  last  dreamed 
of  that  traveller." 

"Is  he  not  dead?"  said  Faringhea,  shrugging  his  shoul- 
ders. "Did  you  not  yourself  throw  the  cord  around  his 
neck  ?" 

"Yes,"  replied  the  Indian  shuddering. 

"Did  we  not  dig  his  grave  by  the  side  of  Colonel  Ken- 
nedy's? Did  we  not  bury  him  with  the  English  butcher, 
under  the  sand  and  the  rushes  ?"  said  the  negro. 

"Yes,  we  dug  his  grave,"  said  the  Indian,  trembling ; 
"and  yet,  only  a  year  ago,  I  was  seated  one  evening  at  the 
gate  of  Bombay,  waiting  for  one  of  our  brothers — the  sun 
was  setting  behind  the  pagoda,  to  the  right  of  the  little  hill 
—the  scene  is  all  before  me  now — I  was  seated  under  a  fig- 
tree — when  I  heard  a  slow,  firm,  even  step,  and,  as  I  turned 
round  my  head — I  saw  him — coming  out  of  the  town." 

"A  vision,"  said  the  negro ;  "always  the  same  vision !" 

"A  vision,"  added  Faringhea,  "or  a  vague  resemblance." 

"I  knew  him  by  the  black  mark  on  his  forehead;  it  was 
none  but  he.  I  remained  motionless  with  fear,  gazing  at 
him  with  eyes  aghast.  He  stopped,  bending  upon  me  his 
calm,  sad  look.  In  spite  of  myself,  I  could  not  help  exclaim- 
ing: 'It  is  he!' — 'Yes,'  he  replied,  in  his  gentle  voice, 
'it  is  I.  Since  all  whom  thou  killest  must  needs  live  again.' 
and  he  pointed  to  heaven  as  he  spoke,  'why  shouldst  thou 
kill? — Hear  me!  I  have  just  come  from  Java;  I  am  going 
to  the  other  end  of  the  world,  to  a  country  of  never-melting 
snow;  but,  here  or  there,  on  plains  of  fire  or  plains  of  ice,  I 
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shall  still  be  the  same.  Even  so  is  it  with  the  souls  of  those 
who  fall  beneath  thy  kalleepra;  in  this  world  or  up  above, 
in  this  garb  or  in  another,  the  soul  must  still  be  a  soul ;  thou 
canst  not  smite  it.  Why  then  kill?' — and  shaking  his  head 
sorrowfully,  he  went  on  his  way,  walking  slowly,  with  down- 
cast eyes;  he  ascended  the  hill  of  the  pagoda;  I  watched 
him  as  he  went,  without  being  able  to  move :  at  the  moment 
the  sun  set,  he  was  standing  on  the  summit  of  the  hill,  his 
tall  figure  thrown  out  against  the  sky — and  so  he  disap- 
peared. Oh !  it  was  he !"  added  the  Indian  with  a  shudder, 
after  a  long  pause :  "it  was  none  but  he." 

In  this  story  the  Indian  had  never  varied,  though  he  had 
-often  entertained  his  companions  with  the  same  mysterious 
adventure.  This  persistency  on  his  part  had  the  effect  of 
shaking  their  incredulity,  or  at  least  of  inducing  them  to 
seek  some  natural  cause  for  this  apparently  superhuman 
event. 

"Perhaps,"  said  Faringhea,  after  a  moment's  reflection, 
"the  knot  round  the  traveller's  neck  got  jammed,  and  some 
breath  was  left  him,  the  air  may  have  penetrated  the  rushes 
with  which  we  covered  his  grave,  and  so  life  have  returned 
to  him." 

"No,  no,"  said  the  Indian,  shaking  his  head,  "this  man 
is  not  of  our  race." 

"Explain." 

"Now  I  know  it!" 
'What  do  you  know?" 

'Listen!"  said  the  Indian,  in  a  solemn  voice;  "the 
number  of  victims  that  the  children  of  Bpwanee  have  sacri- 
ficed since  the  commencement  of  ages,  is  nothing  compared 
to  the  immense  heap  of  dead  and  dying,  whom  this  terrible 
traveller  leaves  behind  him  in  his  murderous  march." 

"He  ?"  cried  the  negro  and  Faringhea. 

"Yes,  he  I"  repeated  the  Hindoo,  with  a  convinced  accent, 
that  made  its  impression  upon  his  companions.  "Hear  me 
and  tremble ! — When  I  met  this  traveller  at  the  gates  of 
Bombay,  he  came  from  Java,  and  was  going  towards  the 
north,  he  said.  The  very  next  day,  the  town  was  a  prey  to 
the  cholera,  and  we  learned  sometime  after,  that  this  plague 
had  first  broken  out  here,  in  Java." 

"That  is  true,"  said  the  negro. 

"Hear  me  still  further !"  resumed  the  other.  "  T  am 
going  towards  the  north,  to  a  country  of  eternal  snow,'  said 
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the  traveller  to  me.  The  cholera  also  went  towards  the 
north,  passing  through  Muscat — Ispahan — Tauris — Tiflis — 
till  it  overwhelmed  Siberia." 

"True,"  said  Faringhea,  becoming  thoughtful. 
\nd  the  cholera,"   resumed  the   Indian,   ''only  travelled 
its  five  or  six  leagues  a  day — a  man's  tramp — never  appeared 
in  two  places  at  once — but  swept  on  slowly,  steadily, — even 
as  a  man  proceeds." 

At  the  mention  of  this  strange  coincidence,  the  Hindoo's 
companions  looked  at  each  other  in  amazement.  After  a 
silence  of  some  minutes,  the  awe-struck  negro  said  to  the 
last  speaker:  "So  you  think  that  this  man " 

"I  think  that  this  man,  whom  we  killed,  restored  to  life 
by  some  infernal  divinity,  has  been  commissioned  to  bear 
this  terrible  scourge  over  the  earth,  and  to  scatter  round  his 
steps  that  death,  from  which  he  is  himself  secure.  Remem- 
ber!" added  the  Indian,  with  gloomy  enthusiasm,  "this 
awful  wayfarer  passed  through  Java — the  cholera  wasted 
Java.  He  passed  through  Bombay — the  cholera  wasted 
Bombay.  He  went  towards  the  north — the  cholera  wasted 
the  north." 

So  saying,  the  Indian  fell  into  a  profound  reverie.  The 
negro  and  Faringhea  were  seized  with  gloomy  astonish- 
ment. 

The  Indian  spoke  the  truth  as  to  the  mysterious  march 
(still  unexplained)  of  that  fearful  malady,  which  has  never 
been  known  to  travel  more  than  five  or  six  leagues  a  day,  or 
to  appear  simultaneously  in  two  spots.  Nothing  can  be  more 
curious,  than  to  trace  out,  on  the  maps  prepared  at  the  period 
in  question,  the  slow,  progressive  course  of  this  travelling 
pestilence,  which  offers  to  the  astonished  eye  all  the  capri- 
cious incidents  of  a  tourist's  journey.  Passing  this  way 
rather  than  that — selecting  provinces  in  a  country — towns 
in  a  province — one  quarter  in  a  town — one  street  in  a  quarter 
— one  house  in  a  street — having  its  place  of  residence  and 
repose,  and  then  continuing  its  slow,  mysterious,  fear-in- 
spiring march. 

The  words  of  the  Hindoo,  by  drawing  attention  to  these 
dreadful  eccentricities,  made  a  strong  impression  upon  the 
minds  of  the  negro  and  Faringhea — wild  natures,  brought 
1  y  horrible  doctrines  to  the  monomania  of  murder. 

Yes— for  this  also  is  an  established  fact — there  have  been 
in  India  members  of  an  abominable  community,  who  killed 
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without  motive,  without  passion — killed  for  the  sake  of 
killing — for  the  pleasure  of  murder — to  substitute  death  for 
life — to  make  of  a  living  man  a  corpse,  as  they  have  them- 
selves declared  in  one  of  their  examinations. 

The  mind  loses  itself  in  the  attempt  to  penetrate  the  causes 
of  these  monstrous  phenomena.  By  what  incredible  series 
of  events,  have  men  been  induced  to  devote  themselves  to 
this  priesthood  of  destruction?  Without  doubt,  such  a 
religion  could  only  flourish  in  countries  given  up,  like  India, 
to  the  most  atrocious  slavery,  and  to  the  most  merciless 
iniquity  of  man  to  man. 

Such  a  creed ! — is  it  not  the  hate  of  exasperated  humanity, 
wound  up  to  its  highest  pitch  by  oppression? — May  not  this 
homicidal  sect,  whose  origin  is  lost  in  the  night  of  ages,  have 
been  perpetuated  in  these  regions,  as  the  only  possible  protest 
of  slavery  against  despotism?  May  not  an  inscrutable 
wisdom  have  here  made  Phansegars,  even  as  are  made  tigers 
and  serpents? 

What  is  most  remarkable  in  this  awful  sect,  is  the  mys- 
terious bond,  which  uniting  its  members  amongst  them- 
selves, separates  them  from  all  other  men.  They  have  laws 
and  customs  of  their  own,  they  support  and  help  each  other, 
but  for  them  there  is  neither  country  nor  family ;  they  owe 
no  allegiance  save  to  a  dark,  invisible  power,  whose  decrees 
they  obey  with  blind  submission,  and  in  whose  name  they 
spread  themselves  abroad,  to  make  corpses,  according  to 
their  own  savage  expression.* 


*  The  following  are  some  passages  from  the  Count  de  Warren's  very 
curious  book,  "British  India  in  1831" :  "Besides  the  robbers,  who  kill 
for  the  sake  of  the  booty  they  hope  to  find  upon  travellers,  there  is  a 
class  of  assassins,  forming  an  organized  society,  with  chiefs  of  their 
own,  a  slang-language,  a  science,  a  free-masonry,  and  even  a  religion, 
which  has  its  fanaticism  and  its  devotion,  its  agents,  emissaries,  allies, 
its  militant  forces,  and  its  passive  adherents,  who  contribute  their 
money  to  the  good  work.  This  is  the  community  of  the  Thugs  or 
Phansegars  (deceivers  or  stranglers,  from  thugna,  to  deceive,  and 
phansna,  to  strangle),  a  religious  and  economical  society,  which  spec- 
ulates with  the  human  race  by  exterminating  men ;  its  origin  is  lost 
in  the  night  of  ages. 

"Until  1810  their  existence  was  unknown,  not  only  to  the  European 
conquerors,  but  even  to  the  native  governments.  Between  the  years 
1816  and  18.30.  several  of  their  bands  were  taken  in  the  act,  and  pun- 
ished :  but  until  this  last  epoch,  all  the  revelations  made  on  the  subject 
by  officers  of  great  experience,  had  appeared  too  monstrous  to  obtain 
the  attention  or  belief  of  the  public;  they  had  been  rejected  and  de- 
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For  some  moments  the  three  Stranglers  had  maintained  a 
profound  silence. 

Outside  the  hut,  the  moon  continued  to  throw  great 
masses  of  white  radiance,  and  tall  bluish  shadows,  over  the 
imposing  fabric  of  the  ruins ;  the  stars  sparkled  in  the 
heavens ;  from  time  to  time,  a  faint  breeze  rustled  through 
the  thick  and  varnished  leaves  of  the  bananas  and  the  palms. 


spiscd  as  the  dreams  of  a  heated  imagination.  And  yet  for  many  years, 
at  the  very  least  for  half  a  century,  this  social  wound  had  been  fright- 
fully on  the  increase,  devouring  the  population  from  the  Himalayas  to 
Cape  Comorin,  and  from  Cutch  to  Assam. 

"It  was  in  the  year  1830  that  the  revelations  of  a  celebrated  chief, 
whose  life  was  spared  on  condition  of  his  denouncing  his  accomplices, 
laid  bare  the  whole  system.  The  basis  of  the  Thuggee  Society  is  a  re- 
ligious belief — the  worship  of  Bowanee,  a  gloomy  divinity,  who  is  only 
pleased  with  carnage,  and  detests  above  all  things  the  human  race.  Her 
most  agreeable  sacrifices  are  human  victims,  and  the  more  of  these  her 
disciple  may  have  offered  up  in  this  world,  the  more  he  will  be  recom- 
pensed in  the  next  by  all  the  delights  of  soul  and  sense,  by  women 
always  beautiful,  and  joys  eternally  renewed.  If  the  assassin  meets  the 
scaffold  in  his  career,  he  dies  with  the  enthusiasm  of  a  martyr,  because 
he  expects  his  reward.  To  obey  his  divine  mistress,  he  murders,  with- 
out anger  and  without  remorse,  the  old  man.  woman  and  child ;  whilst, 
to  his  fellow-religionists,  he  may  be  charitable,  humane,  generous,  de- 
voted, and  may  share  all  in  common  with  them,  because,  like  himself, 
they  are  the  ministers  and  adopted  children  of  Bowanee.  The  destruc- 
tion of  his  fellow-creatures,  not  belonging  to  his  community — the 
diminution  of  the  human  race — that  is  the  primary  object  of  his  pur- 
suit;  it  is  not  as  a  means  of  gain,  for  though  plunder  may  be  a  fre- 
quent, and  doubtless  an  agreeable  accessory,  it  is  only  secondary  in  his 
estimation.  Destruction  is  his  end,  his  celestial  mission,  his  calling:  it 
is  also  a  delicious  passion,  the  most  captivating  of  all  sports — this 
hunting  of  men ! — 'You  find  great  pleasure,'  said  one  of  those  that  were 
condemned,  'in  tracking  the  wild  beast  to  his  den,  in  attacking  the 
boar,  the  tiger,  because  there  is  danger  to  brave,  energy  and  courage 
to  display.  Think  how  this  attraction  must  be  redoubled,  when  the 
contest  is  with  man,  when  it  is  man  that  is  to  be  destroyed.  Instead 
of  the  single  faculty  of  courage,  all  must  be  called  into  action — cour- 
age, cunning,  foresight,  eloquence,  intrigue.  What  springs  to  put 
in  motion  !  what  plans  to  develop !  To  sport  with  all  the  passions,  to 
touch  the  chords  of  love  and  friendship,  and  so  draw  the  prey  into 
one's  net— that  is  a  glorious  chase — it  is  a  delight,  a  rapture,  I  tell 
you !' 

"Whoever  was  in  India  in  the  years  1831  and  1832,  must  remember 
the  stupor  and  affright,  which  the  discovery  of  this  vast  infernal  ma- 
chine spread  through  all  classes  of  society.  A  preat  number  of  magis- 
trates and  administrators  of  provinces  refused  to  believe  in  it,  and 
could  not  be  brought  to  comprehend  that  such  a  system  had  so  long 
preyed  on  the  body  politic,  under  their  eves  as  it  were,  silently,  and 
without  betraying  itself."— See  "British '  India  in  1831,"  by  Count 
Edward  de  Warren.  2  vols,  in  8vo.     Paris,  18-14.— E.  S. 
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The  pedestal  of  the  gigantic  statue,  which,  still  entire, 
stood  on  the  left  side  of  the  portico,  rested  upon  large  flag- 
stones, half  hidden  with  brambles.  Suddenly,  one  of  these 
stones  appeared  to  fall  in ;  and  from  the  aperture,  which  thus 
formed  itself  without  noise,  a  man,  dressed  in  uniform,  half 
protruded  his  body,  looked  carefully  around  him,  and 
listened. 

Seeing  the  rays  of  the  lamp,  which  lighted  the  interior  of 
the  hovel,  tremble  upon  the  tall  grass,  he  turned  round  to 
make  a  signal,  and  soon,  accompanied  by  two  other  soldiers, 
he  ascended,  with  the  greatest  silence  and  precaution,  the 
last  steps  of  the  subterranean  staircase,  and  went  gliding 
amongst  the  ruins.  For  a  few  moments,  their  moving 
shadows  were  thrown  upon  the  moonlit  ground;  then  they 
disappeared  behind  some  fragments  of  broken  wall. 

At  the  instant  when  the  large  stone  resumed  its  place  and 
level,  the  heads  of  many  other  soldiers  might  have  been 
seen  lying  close  in  the  excavation.  The  half-caste,  the  In- 
dian, and  the  negro,  still  seated  thoughtfully  in  the  hut,  did 
not  perceive  what  was  passing. 


CHAPTER  XXII. 

THE  AMBUSCADE 


The  half-blood  Faringhea,  wishing  doubtless  to  escape 
from  the  dark  thoughts  which  the  words  of  the  Indian  on 
the  mysterious  course  of  the  Cholera  had  raised  within  him, 
abruptly  changed  the  subject  of  conversation.  His  eye 
shone  with  lurid  fire,  and  his  countenance  took  an  expres- 
sion of  savage  enthusiasm,  as  he  cried :  "Bowanee  will  al- 
ways watch  over  us,  intrepid  hunters  of  men !  Courage, 
brothers,  courage!  The  world  is  large;  our  prey  is  every- 
where. The  English  may  force  us  to  quit  India,  three  chiefs 
of  the  good  work — but  what  matter?  We  leave  there  our 
brethren,  secret,  numerous,  and  terrible,  as  black  scorpions, 
whose  presence  is  only  known  by  their  mortal  sting.  Exiles 
will  widen  our  domains.  Brother,  you  shall  have  America !" 
said  he  to  the  Hindoo,  with  an  inspired  air.  "Brother,  you 
shall  have  Africa!"  said  he  to  the  negro.  "Brothers,  I 
will  take  Europe!  Wherever  men  are  to  be  found,  there 
must  be  oppressors  and  victims — wherever  there  are 
victims,  there  must  be  hearts  swollen  with  hate — it  is  for 
•us  to  inflame  that  hate  with  all  the  ardor  of  vengeance!     It 
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is  for  us,  servants  of  Bowanec,  to  draw  towards  us,  by  se- 
ducing wiles,  all  whose  zeal,  courage,  and  audacity  may  be 
useful  to  the  cause.  Let  us  rival  each  other  in  devotion  and 
sacrifices;  let  us  lend  each  other  strength,  help,  support! 
That  all  who  are  not  with  us  may  be  our  prey,  let  us  stand 
alone  in  the  midst  of  all,  against  all,  and  in  spite  of  all.  For 
us,  there  must  he  neither  country  nor  family.  Our  family 
is  composed  of  our  brethren ;  our  country  is  the  world." 

This  kind  of  savage  eloquence  made  a  deep  impression  on 
the  negro  and  the  Indian,  over  whom  Faringhea  generally 
exercised  considerable  influence,  his  intellectual  powers 
being  very  superior  to  theirs,  though  they  were  themselves 
two  of  the  most  eminent  chiefs  of  this  bloody  association. 
"Yes,  you  are  right,  brother!"  cried  the  Indian,  sharing  the 
enthusiasm  of  Faringhea;  "the  world  is  ours.  Even  here, 
in  Java,  let  us  leave  some  trace  of  our  passage.  Before  we 
depart,  let  us  establish  the  good  work  in  this  island ;  it  will 
increase  quickly,  for  here  also  is  great  misery,  and  the 
Dutch  are  rapacious  as  the  English.  Brother,  I  have  seen 
in  the  marshy  rice-fields  of  this  island,  always  fatal  to  those 
who  cultivate  them,  men  whom  absolute  want  forced  to  the 
deadly  task — they  were  livid  as  corpses — some  of  them 
worn  out  with  sickness,  fatigue,  and  hunger,  fell — never  to 
rise  again.  Brothers,  the  good  work  will  prosper  in  this 
country !" 

"The  other  evening,"  said  the  half-caste,  "I  was  on  the 
banks  of  the  lake,  behind  a  rock ;  a  young  woman  came 
there — a  few  rags  hardly  covered  her  lean  and  sun-scorched 
body — in  her  arms  she  held  a  little  child,  which  she  pressed 
weeping  to  her  milkless  breast.  She  kissed  it  three  times, 
and  said  to  it:  'You,  at  least,  shall  not  be  so  unhappy  as  your 
father' — and  she  threw  it  into  the  lake.  It  uttered 
one  wail,  and  disappeared.  On  this  cry,  the  alligators, 
hidden  amongst  the  reeds,  leaped  joyfully  into  the  water. 
There  are  mothers  here  who  kill  their  children  out  of  pity. 
— Brothers,  the  good  work  will  prosper  in  this  country!" 

"This  morning,"  said  the  negro,  "whilst  they  tore  the 
flesh  of  one  of  his  black  slaves  with  whips,  a  withered  old 
merchant  of  Batavia  left  his  country-house  to  come  to  the 
town.  Lolling  in  his  palanquin,  he  received,  with  languid 
indolence,  the  sad  caresses  of  two  of  those  Lrirls,  whom  he 
had  bought,  to  people  his  harem,  from  parents  too  poor  to 
give  them  food.     The  palanquin,  which  held  this  little  old 
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man,  and  the  girls,  was  carried  by  twelve  young  and  robust 
men.  There  are  here,  you  see,  mothers  who  in  their  misery 
sell  their  own  daughters — slaves  that  are  scourged — men 
that  carry  other  men,  like  beasts  of  burden. — Brothers,  the 
good  work  will  prosper  in  this  country!" 

"Yes,  in  this  country — and  in  every  land  of  oppression, 
distress,  corruption,  and  slavery." 

"Could  we  but  induce  Djalma  to  join  us,  as  Mahal  the 
Smuggler  advised,"  said  the  Indian,  "our  voyage  to  Java 
would  doubly  profit  us ;  for  we  should  then  number  among 
our  band  this  brave  and  enterprising  youth,  who  has  so 
many  motives  to  hate  mankind." 

"He  will  soon  be  here;  let  us  envenom  his  resentments." 

"Remind  him  of  his  father's  death !" 

"Of  the  massacre  of  his  people!" 

"His  own  captivity !" 

"Only  let  hatred  inflame  his  heart,  and  he  will  be  ours." 

The  negro,  who  had  remained  for  some  time  lost  in 
thought,  said  suddenly:  "Brothers,  suppose  Mahal  the 
Smuggler  were  to  betray  us?" 

"He?"  cried  the  Hindoo,  almost  with  indignation;  "he 
gave  us  an  asylum  on  board  his  bark ;  he  secured  our  flight 
from  the  Continent ;  he  is  again  to  take  us  with  him  to 
Bombay,  where  we  shall  find  vessels  for  America,  Europe, 
Africa." 

"What  interest  would  Mahal  have  to  betray  us?"  said 
Faringhea.  "Nothing  could  save  him  from  the  vengeance 
of  the  sons  of  Bowanee,  and  that  he  knows." 

"Well,"  said  the  black,  "he  promised  to  get  Djalma  to 
come  hither  this  evening,  and,  once  amongst  us,  he  must 
needs  be  our  own." 

"Was  it  not  the  Smuggler  who  told  us  to  order  the  Malay 
to  enter  the  ajoupa  of  Djalma,  to  surprise  him  during  his 
sleep,  and,  instead  of  killing  him  as  he  might  have  done,  to 
trace  the  name  of  Bowanee  upon  his  arm?  Djalma  will 
thus  learn  to  judge  of  the  resolution,  the  cunning  and  obedi- 
ence of  our  brethren,  and  he  will  understand  what  he  has  to 
hope  or  fear  from  such  men.  Be  it  through  admiration  or 
through  terror,  he  must  become  one  of  us." 

"But  if  he  refuses  to  join  us,  notwithstanding  the  reasons 
he  has  to  hate  mankind?" 

"Then — Bowanee  will  decide  his  fate,"  said  Faringhea, 
with  a  gloomy  look;  "I  have  my  plan." 
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''But  will  the  Malay  succeed  in  surprising  Djalma  during 
his  sleep:"  said  the  negro. 

"There  is  none  nobler,  more  agile,  more  dexterous,  than  the 
Malay,"  said  Faringhea.  "He  once  had  the  daring  to  surprise 
in  her  den  a  black  panther,  as  she  suckled  her  cub.  He 
killed  the  dam,  and  took  away  the  young  one,  which  he 
afterwards  sold  to  some  European  ship's  captain." 

"The  Malay  has  succeeded !"  exclaimed  the  Indian,  listen- 
ing to  a  singular  kind  of  hoot,  which  sounded  through  the 
profound  silence  of  the  night  and  of  the  woods. 

"Yes.  it  is  the  scream  of  the  vulture  seizing  its  prey," 
said  the  negro,  listening  in  his  turn ;  "it  is  also  the  signal 
of  our  brethren,  after  they  have  seized  their  prey." 

In  a  few  minutes,  the  Malay  appeared  at  the  door  of  the 
hut.  He  had  wound  around  him  a  broad  length  of  cotton, 
adorned  with  bright  colored  stripes. 

"Well,"  said  the  negro,  anxiously;  "have  you  succeeded?" 

"Djalma  must  bear  all  his  life  the  mark  of  the  good 
work,"  said  the  Malay,  proudly.  "To  reach  him,  I  was 
forced  to  offer  up  to  Bowanee  a  man  who  crossed  my  path — 
I  have  left  his  body  under  the  brambles,  near  the  ajoupa. 
But  Djalma  is  marked  with  the  sign.  Mahal  the  Smuggler 
was  the  first  to  know  it." 

"And  Djalma  did  not  awake?"  said  the  Indian,  con- 
founded by  the  Malay's  adroitness. 

"Had  he  awoke,"  replied  the  other,  calmly,  "I  should  have 
been  a  dead  man — as  I  was  charged  to  spare  his  life." 

"Because  his  life  may  be  more  useful  to  us  than  his 
death,"  said  the  half-caste.  Then,  addressing  the  Malay,  he 
added:  "Brother,  in  risking  life  for  the  good  work,  you 
have  done  to-day  what  we  did  yesterday,  what  we  may  do 
again  to-morrow.  This  time,  you  obey;  another  you  will 
command." 

"We  all  belong  to  Bowanee,"  answered  the  Malay. 
"What  is  there  yet  to  do? — I  am  ready."  Whilst  he  thus 
spoke,  his  face  was  turned  towards  the  door  of  the  hut ;  on 
a  sudden,  he  said  in  a  low  voice:  "Here  is  Djalma.  He 
approaches  the  cabin.     Mahal  has  not  deceived  us." 

"He  must  not  see  me  yet,"  said  Faringhea.  retiring  to  an 
obscure  corner  of  the  cabin,  and  hiding  himself  under  a  mat  ; 
"try  to  persuade  him.     If  he  resists — I  have  my  project." 

Hardly  had  Faringhea  disappeared,  saying  these  words, 
when  Djalma  arrived  at  the  door  of  the  hovel.     At  sight 
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of  those  three  personages  with  their  forbidding  aspect, 
Djalma  started  in  surprise.  But  ignorant  that  these  men 
belonged  to  the  Phansegars,  and  knowing  that,  in  a  country 
where  there  are  no  inns,  travellers  often  pass  the  night  under 
a  tent,  or  beneath  the  shelter  of  some  ruins,  he  continued  to 
advance  towards  them.  After  the  first  moment,  he  per- 
ceived by  the  complexion  and  the  dress  of  one  of  these  men, 
that  he  was  an  Indian,  and  he  accosted  him  in  the  Hindoo 
language :  "I  thought  to  have  found  here  a  European — a 
Frenchman " 

"The  Frenchman  is  not  yet  come,"  replied  the  Indian; 
"but  he  will  not  be  long." 

.  Guessing  by  Djalma's  question  the  means  which  Mahal 
had  employed  to  draw  him  into  the  snare,  the  Indian  hoped 
to  gain  time  by  prolonging  his  error. 

"You  knew  this  Frenchman?"  asked  Djalma  of  the 
Phansegar. 

"He  appointed  us  to  meet  here,  as  he  did  you,"  an- 
swered the  Indian. 

"For  what?"  inquired  Djalma,  more  and  more  astonished. 

"You  will  know  when  he  arrives." 

"General  Simon  told  you  to  be  at  this  place  ?" 

"Yes,  General  Simon,"  replied  the  Indian. 

There  was  a  moment's  pause,  during  which  Djalma  sought 
in  vain  to  explain  to  himself  this  mysterious  adventure. 
"And  who  are  you?"  asked  he,  with  a  look  of  suspicion; 
for  the  gloomy  silence  of  the  Phansegar's  two  companions, 
who  stared  fixedly  at  each  other,  began  to  give  him  some 
uneasiness. 

"We  are  yours,  if  you  will  be  ours,"  answered  the  Indian. 

"I  have  no  need  of  you — nor  you  of  me." 

"Who  knows?" 

"I  know  it." 

"You  are  deceived.  The  English  killed  your  father, 
a  king;  made  you  a  captive;  proscribed  you,  you  have  lost 
all  your  possessions." 

At  this  cruel  reminder,  the  countenance  of  Djalma  dark- 
ened. He  started,  and  a  bitter  smile  curled  his  lip.  The 
Phansegar  continued : 

"Your  father  was  just  and  brave — beloved  by  his  subjects 
— they  called  him  'Father  of  the  Generous,'  and  he  was  well 
named.  Will  you  leave  his  death  unavenged?  Will  the 
hate,  which  gnaws  at  your  heart,  be  without  fruit?" 
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"Mv  father  died  with  arm.,  in  his  hand.  I  revenged  his 
death 'on  the  English  whom  I  killed  in  war.  lie.  who  has 
sirux-  been  a  father  to  me.  and  who  fought  also  in  the  same 
cause,  told  me.  that  it  would  now  be  madness  to  attempt  to 
recover  my  territory  from  the  English.  When  they  save 
me  my  libertv.  1  swore  never  again  to  set  foot  in  India 
— and  I  keep  the  oaths  I  make." 

"Those  who  despoiled  you,  who  took  you  captive,  who 
killed  your  father — were  men.  Are  there  not  other  men,  on 
whom' you  can  avenge  yourself!  Let  your  hate  fall  upon 
them !" 

"You,  who  speak  thus  of  men,  are  not  a  man!" 

"I,  and  those  who  resemble  me,  are  more  than  men.  We 
are,  to  the  rest  of  the  human  race,  what  the  bold  hunter 
is  to  the  wild  beasts,  which  they  run  down  in  the  forest. 
Will  you  be,  like  us,  more  than  a  man?  Will  you  glut 
surely,  largely,  safely — the  hate  which  devours  your  heart, 
for  all  the  evil  done  you?" 

"Your  words  become  more  and  more  obscure:  I  have  no 
hatred  in  my  heart,"  said  Djalma.  "When  an  enemy  is 
worthy  of  me,  I  fight  with  him ;  when  he  is  unworthy,  I 
despise  him.  So  that  I  have  no  hate — either  for  brave  men 
or  cowards." 

"Treachery!"  cried  the  negro  on  a  sudden,  pointing  with 
rapid  gesture  to  the  door,  for  Djalma  and  the  Indian  had 
now  withdrawn  a  little  from  it,  and  were  standing  in  one 
corner  of   the  hovel. 

At  the  shout  of  the  negro,  Faringhea,  who  had  not  been 
perceived  by  Djalma,  threw  off  abruptly  the  mat  which 
covered  him,  drew  his  crease,  started  up  like  a  tiger,  and 
with  one  bound  was  out  of  the  cabin.  Then,  seeing  a  body 
of  soldiers  advancing  cautiously  in  a  circle,  he  dealt  one  of 
them  a  mortal  stroke,  threw  down  two  others,  and  dis- 
appeared in  the  midst  of  the  ruins.  All  this  passed  so 
instantaneously,  that,  when  Djalma  turned  round,  to 
ascertain  the  cause  of  the  negro's  cry  of  alarm,  Faringhea 
had  already  disappeared. 

The  muskets  of  several  soldiers,  crowding  to  the  door 
were  immediately  pointed  at  Djalma  and  the  three  Stran- 
gles, whilst  others  went  in  pursuit  of  Faringhea.  The 
ne^ro,  the  Malay,  and  the  Indian,  seeing  the  impossibility 
of   resistance,  exchanged  a   few  rapid  words,  and   offere-d 
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their  hands  to  the  cords,  with  which  some  of  the  soldiers 
had  provided  themselves. 

The  Dutch  captain,  who  commanded  the  squad,  entered 
the  cabin  at  this  moment.  "And  this  other  one?"  said  he, 
pointing  out  Djalma  to  the  soldiers,  who  were  occupied  in 
binding  the  three  Phansegars. 

"Each  in  his  turn,  captain !"  said  an  old  sergeant.  "We 
come  to  him  next." 

Djalma  had  remained  petrified  with  surprise,  not  under- 
standing what  was  passing  round  him :  but,  when  he  saw 
the  sergeant  and  two  soldiers  approach  with  ropes  to  bind 
him,  he  repulsed  them  with  violent  indignation,  and  rushed 
towards  the  door  where  stood  the  officer.  The  soldiers,  who 
had  supposed  that  Djalma  would  submit  to  his  fate  with  the 
same  impassibility  as  his  companions,  were  astounded  by 
this  resistance,  and  recoiled  some  paces,  being  struck  in 
spite  of  themselves,  with  the  noble  and  dignified  air  of  the 
son  of  Kadja-sing. 

"Why  would  you  bind  me  like  these  men?"  cried 
Djalma,  addressing  himself  in  Hindoostanee  to  the  officer, 
who  understood  that  language  from  his  long  service  in  the 
Dutch  colonies. 

"Why  would  we  bind  you,  wretch? — because  you  form 
part  of  this  band  of  assassins.  What?"  added  the  officer  in 
Dutch,  speaking  to  the  soldiers,  "are  you  afraid  of  him  ? — Tie 
the  cord  tight  about  his  wrists ;  there  will  soon  be  another 
about  his  neck." 

"You  are  mistaken,"  said  Djalma,  with  a  dignity  and 
calmness  which  astonished  the  officer ;  "I  have  hardly  been 
in  this  place  a  quarter  of  an  hour — I  do  not  know  these  men. 
I  came  here  to  meet  a  Frenchman." 

"Not  a  Phansegar  like  them? — Who  will  believe  the 
falsehood  ?" 

"Them!"  cried  Djalma,  with  so  natural  a  movement  and 
expression  of  horror,  that  with  a  sign  the  officer  stopped  the 
soldiers,  who  were  again  advancing  to  bind  the  son  of 
Kadja-sing;  "these  men  form  part  of  that  horrible  band  of 
murderers !  and  you  accuse  me  of  being  their  accomplice ! — ■ 
Oh,  in  this  case,  sir !  I  am  perfectly  at  ease,"  said  the  young 
man,  with  a  smile  of  disdain. 

"It  will  not  be  sufficient  to  say  that  you  are  tranquil," 
replied  the  officer ;  "thanks  to  their  confessions,  we  now 
know  by  what  mysterious  signs  to  recognize  the  Thugs." 
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"I  repeat,  sir,  that  I  hold  these  murderers  in  the  greatest 
horror,  and  that  T  came  here " 

The  negro,  interrupting  Djalma,  said  to  the  officer  with  a 
ferocious  joy:  "You  have  hit  it;  the  sons  of  the  good  work 
do  know  each  other  by  marks  tatooed  on  their  skin.  For  us, 
me  hour  has  come — we  give  our  necks  to  the  cord.  Often 
enough  have  we  twined  it  round  the  necks  of  those  who 
served  not  with  us  the  good  work.  Now,  look  at  our  arms, 
and  look  at  the  arms  of  this  youth !" 

The  officer,  misinterpreting  the  words  of  the  negro,  said 
to  Djalma:  "It  is  quite  clear,  that  if,  as  this  negro  tells  us, 
you  do  not  bear  on  your  arm  the  mysterious  symbol — (we 
are  going  to  assure  ourselves  of  the  fact),  and  if  you  can  ex- 
plain your  presence  here  in  a  satisfactory  manner,  you  may 
be  at  liberty  within  two  hours." 

"You  do  not  understand  me,"  said  the  negro  to  the 
officer ;  "Prince  Djalma  is  one  of  us,  for  he  bears  on  his  left 
arm  the  name  of  Bowanee." 

"Yes !  he  is  like  us,  a  son  of  Kalle !"  added  the  Malay. 

"He  is  like  us,  a  Phansegar,"  said  the  Indian. 

The  three  men,  irritated  at  the  horror  which  Djalma  had 
manifested  on  learning  that  they  were  Phansegars,  took  a 
savage  pride  in  making  it  believed  that  the  son  of  Kadja- 
sing  belonged  to  their  frightful  association. 

"What  have  you  to  answer?"  said  the  officer  to  Djalma. 
The  latter  again  gave  a  look  of  disdainful  pity,  raised  with 
his  right  hand  his  long,  wide  left  sleeve,  and  displayed  his 
naked  arm. 

"What  audacity!"  cried  the  officer,  for  on  the  inner  part 
of  the  fore-arm,  a  little  below  the  bend,  the  name  of  the 
Bowanee,  in  bright  red  Hindoo  characters,  was  distinctly 
visible.  The  officer  ran  to  the  Malay,  and  uncovered  his 
arm ;  he  saw  the  same  word,  the  same  signs.  Not  yet 
satisfied,  he  assured  himself  that  the  negro  and  the  Indian 
were  likewise  so  marked. 

"Wretch!"  cried  he,  turning  furiously  towards  Djalma; 
"you  inspire  even  more  horror  than  your  accomplices. 
Bind  him  like  a  cowardly  assassin,"  added  he  to  the 
soldiers ;  "like  a  cowardly  assassin,  who  lies  upon  the  brink 
of  the  grave,  for  his  execution  will  not  be  long  delayed." 

Struck  with  stupor,  Djalma,  who  for  some  moments  had 
kept  his  eye  riveted  on  the  fatal  mark,  was  unable  to  pro- 
nounce a  word,  or  make  the  least  movement :  his  powers  of 
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thought  seemed  to  fail  him,  in  presence  of  this  incompre- 
hensible fact. 

"Would  you  dare  deny  this  sign?"  said  the  officer  to 
him,  with  indignation. 

"I  cannot  deny  what  I  see — what  is,"  said  Djalma,  quite 
overcome. 

"It  is  lucky  that  you  confess  at  last,"  replied  the  officer. 
"Soldiers,  keep  watch  over  him  and  his  accomplices — you 
answer  for  them." 

Almost  believing  himself  the  sport  of  some  wild  dream, 
Djalma  offered  no  resistance,  but  allowed  himself  to  be 
bound  and  removed  with  mechanical  passiveness.  The 
officer,  with  part  of  his  soldiers,  hoped  still  to  discover 
Faringhea  amongst  the  ruins ;  but  his  search  was  vain,  and, 
after  spending  an  hour  in  fruitless  endeavors,  he  set  out  for 
Batavia,  where  the  escort  of  the  prisoners  had  arrived 
before  him. 

Some  hours  after  these  events,  M.  Joshua  van  Dael  thus 
finished  his  long  despatch,  addressed  to  M.  Rodin,  of  Paris: 

"Circumstances  were  such,  that  I  could  not  act  other- 
wise ;  and,  taking  all  into  consideration,  it  is  a  very  small 
evil  for  a  great  good.  Three  murderers  are  delivered  over 
to  justice,  and  the  temporary  arrest  of  Djalma  will  only 
serve  to  make  his  innocence  shine  forth  with  redoubled 
lustre. 

"Already  this  morning  I  went  to  the  governor,  to  protest 
in  favor  of  our  young  prince.  'As  it  was  through  me,'  I 
said,  'that  those  three  great  criminals  fell  into  the  hands  of 
the  authorities,  let  them  at  least  show  me  some  gratitude, 
by  doing  everything  to  render  clear  as  day  the  innocence  of 
Prince  Djalma,  so  interesting  by  reason  of  his  misfortunes 
and  noble  qualities.  Most  certainly,'  I  added,  'when  I 
came  yesterday  to  inform  the  governor,  that  the  Phansegars 
would  be  found  assembled  in  the  ruins  of  Tchandi,  I  was 
far  from  anticipating  that  any  one  would  confound  with 
those  wretches  the  adopted  son  of  General  Simon,  an  excel- 
lent man,  with  whom  I  have  had  for  some  time  the  most 
honorable  relations.  We  must,  then,  at  any  cost,  discover 
the  inconceivable  mystery  that  has  placed  Djalma  in  this 
dangerous  position ;  and,'  I  continued,  'so  convinced  am  I 
of  his  innocence,  that,  for  his  own  sake,  I  would  not  ask  for 
any  favor  on  his  behalf.     He  will  have  sufficient  courage 
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and  dignity  to  wait  patiently  in  prison  for  the  day  of 
justice.'  In  all  this,  you  see,  I  spoke  nothing  hut  the  truth, 
and  had  not  to  reproach  myself  with  the  least  deception,  for 
nobody  in  the  world  is  more  convinced  than  I  am  of  Djalma's 
innocence. 

"The  governor  answered  me  as  I  expected,  that  morally 
he  felt  as  certain  as  I  did  of  the  innocence  of  the  young 
prince,  and  would  treat  him  with  all  possible  consideration ; 
but  that  it  was  necessary  for  justice  to  have  its  course, 
because  it  would  be  the  only  way  of  demonstrating  the 
falsehood  of  the  accusation,  and  discovering  by  what 
unaccountable  fatality  that  mysterious  sign  was  tattooed  upon 
Djalma's  arm. 

"Mahal  the  Smuggler,  who  alone  could  enlighten  justice 
on  this  subject,  will  in  another  hour  have  quitted  Batavia, 
to  go  on  board  the  'Ruyter,'  which  will  take  him  to  Egypt ; 
for  he  has  a  note  from  me  to  the  captain,  to  certify  that  he 
is  the  person  for  whom  I  engaged  and  paid  the  passage.  At 
the  same  time,  he  will  be  the  bearer  of  this  long  despatch, 
for  the  'Ruyter'  is  to  sail  in  an  hour,  and  the  last  letter- 
bag  for  Europe  was  made  up  yesterday  evening.  But  I 
wished  to  see  the  governor  this  morning,  before  closing  the 
present. 

"Thus,  then,  is  Prince  Djalma  enforcedly  detained  for  a 
month,  and,  this  opportunity  of  the  'Ruyter'  once  lost,  it 
is  materially  impossible  that  the  young  Indian  can  be  in 
France  by  the  13th  of  next  February.  You  see,  therefore, 
that,  even  as  you  ordered,  so  have  I  acted  according  to  the 
means  at  my  disposal — considering  only  the  end  which 
justifies  them — for  you  tell  me  a  great  interest  of  the 
society  is  concerned. 

"In  your  hands,  I  have  been  what  we  all  ought  to  be  in 
the  hands  of  our  superiors — a  mere  instrument :  since,  for 
the  greater  glory  of  God,  we  become  corpses  with  regard  to 
the  will.*  Men  may  deny  our  unity  and  power,  and  the 
times  appear  opposed  to  us ;  but  circumstances  only  change ; 
we  are  ever  the  same. 


•It  is  known  that  the  doctrine  of  passive  and  absolute  obedience,  the 
main-spring  of  the  Society  of  Jesus,  is  summed  up  in  those  terrible 
w  rds  of  the  dying  Loyola:  "Every  member  of  the  Order  shall  be,  in 
the  hands  of  his  superiors,  even  as  a  corpse  (Perinde  ac  Cadaver)." — 
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"Obedience  and  courage,  secrecy  and  patience,  craft  and 
audacity,  union  and  devotion — these  become  us,  who  have 
the  world  for  our  country — our  brethren  for  family,  Rome 
for  our  Queen !  J.  V." 

******* 

About  ten  o'clock  in  the  morning,  Mahal  the  Smuggler  set 
out  with  this  despatch  (sealed)  in  his  possession,  to  board 
the  "Ruyter."  An  hour  later,  the  dead  body  of  this  same 
Mahal,  strangled  by  Thuggee,  lay  concealed  beneath  some 
reeds  on  the  edge  of  a  desert  strand,  whither  he  had  gone  to 
take  boat  to  join  the  r-essel. 

When  at  a  subsequent  period,  after  the  departure  of  the 
steamship,  they  found  the  corpse  of  the  smuggler,  M.  Joshua 
sought  in  vain  for  the  voluminous  packet,  which  he  had 
entrusted  to  his  care.  Neither  was  there  any  trace  of  the 
note  which  Mahal  was  to  have  delivered  to  the  captain  of 
the  "Ruyter,"  in  order  to  be  received  as  passenger. 

Finally,  the  searches  and  bushwhacking  ordered  through- 
out the  country  for  the  purpose  of  discovering  Faringhea, 
were  of  no  avail.  The  dangerous  chief  of  the  Stranglers  was 
never  seen  again  in  Java. 


CHAPTER  XXIII. 

M.    RODIN. 

Three  months  have  elapsed  since  Djalma  was  thrown  into 
Batavia  Prison  accused  of  belonging  to  the  murderous  gang 
of  Megpunnas.  The  following  scene  takes  place  in  France, 
at  the  commencement  of  the  month  of  February,  1832,  in 
Cardoville  Manor  House,  an  old  feudal  habitation  standing 
upon  the  tall  cliffs  of  Picardy,  not  far  from  Saint  Valery,  a 
dangerous  coast  on  which  almost  every  year  many  ships  are 
totally  wrecked,  being  driven  on  shore  by  the  northwesters, 
which  render  the  navigation  of  the  Channel  so  perilous. 

From  the  interior  of  the  Castle  is  heard  the  howling  of  a 
violent  tempest,  which  has  arisen  during  the  night ;  a 
frequent  formidable  noise,  like  the  discharge  of  artillery, 
thunders  in  the  distance,  and  is  repeated  by  the  echoes  of 
the  shore ;  it  is  the  sea  breaking  with  fury  against  the  high 
rocks  which  are  overlooked  by  the  ancient  Manor  House. 

It  is  about  seven  o'clock  in  the  morning.  Daylight  is  not 
yet  visible  through  the  windows  of  a  large  room  situate  on 
the  ground-floor.     In  this  apartment,   in  which  a  lamp  is 
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burning,  a  woman  of  about  sixty  years  of  age,  with  a  simple 
and  honest  countenance,  dressed  as  a  rich  farmer's  wife  of 
Picardy,  is  already  occupied  with  her  needle- work,  not- 
withstanding the  early  hour.  Close  by,  the  husband  of  this 
woman,  about  the  same  age  as  herself,  is  seated  at  a  large 
table,  sorting  and  putting  up  in  bags  divers  samples  of  wheat 
and  oats.  The  face  of  this  white-haired  man  is  intelligent 
and  open,  announcing  good  sense  and  honesty,  enlivened  by 
a  touch  of  rustic  humor ;  he  wears  a  shooting-jacket  of 
green  cloth,  and  long  gaiters  of  tan-colored  leather,  which 
half  conceal  his  black  velveteen  breeches. 

The  terrible  storm  which  rages  without  renders  still  more 
agreeable  the  picture  of  this  peaceful  interior.  A  rousing 
fire  burns  in  a  broad  chimney-place  faced  with  white  marble, 
and  throws  its  joyous  light  on  the  carefully  polished  floor; 
nothing  can  be  more  cheerful  than  the  old-fashioned  chintz 
hangings  and  curtains  with  red  Chinese  figures  upon  a  white 
ground,  and  the  panels  over  the  door  painted  with  pastoral 
scenes  in  the  style  of  Watteau.  A  clock  of  Sevres  china, 
and  rosewood  furniture  inlaid  with  green — quaint  and  portly 
furniture,  twisted  into  all  sorts  of  grotesque  shapes — com- 
plete the  decorations  of  this  apartment. 

Out-doors,  the  gale  continued  to  howl  furiously,  and  some- 
times a  gust  of  wind  would  rush  down  the  chimney,  or  shake 
the  fastenings  of  the  windows.  The  man  who  was  occupied 
in  sorting  the  samples  of  grain  was  M.  Dupont,  bailiff  of 
Cardoville  manor. 

"Holy  Virgin!"  said  his  wife;  "what  dreadful  weather, 
my  dear!  This  M.  Rodin,  who  is  to  come  here  this  morning, 
as  the  Princess  de  Saint-Dizier's  steward  announced  to  us, 
picked  out  a  very  bad  day  for  it." 

"Why,  in  truth,  I  have  rarely  heard  such  a  hurricane. 
If  M.  Rodin  has  never  seen  the  sea  in  its  fury,  he  may  feast 
his  eyes  to-day  with  the  sight." 

"What  can  it  be  that  brings  this  M.  Rodin,  my  dear?" 

"Faith !  I  know  nothing  about  it.  The  steward  tells  me 
in  his  letter  to  show  M.  Rodin  the  greatest  attention,  and  to 
obey  him  as  if  he  were  my  master.  It  will  be  for  him  to 
explain  himself,  and  for  me  to  execute  his  orders,  since  he 
comes  on  the  part  of  the  princess." 

"Bv  rights  he  should  come  from  Mademoiselle  Adrienne. 
as  the  land  belongs  to  her  since  the  death  of  the  duke  her 
father." 
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"Yes ;  but  the  princess  being  aunt  to  the  young  lady,  her 
■steward  managers  Mademoiselle  Adrienne's  affairs — so 
whether  one  or  the  other,  it  amounts  to  the  same  thing." 

"May  be  M.  Rodin  means  to  buy  the  estate.  Though,  to 
be  sure,  that  stout  lady  who  came  from  Paris  last  week  on 
purpose  to  see  the  chateau  appeared  to  have  a  great  wish 
*or  it." 

At  these  words  the  bailiff  began  to  laugh  with  a  sly  look. 

"What  is  there  to  laugh  at,  Dupont?"  asked  his  wife,  a 
Irery  good  creature,  but  not  famous  for  intelligence  or 
penetration. 

"I  laugh,"  answered  Dupont,  "to  think  of  the  face  and 
figure  of  that  enormous  womna:  with  such  a  look,  who  the 
devil  would  call  themselves  Madame  de  la  Sainte  Colombe — 
Mrs.  Holy  Dove?  A  pretty  saint,  and  a  pretty  dove,  truly! 
She  is  round  as  a  hogshead,  with  the  voice  of  a  town-crier, 
has  gray  moustachios  like  an  old  grenadier,  and  without  her 
knowing  it,  I  heard  her  say  to  her  servant :  'Stir  your 
stumps,  my  hearty!' — and  yet  she  calls  herself  Sainte 
Colombe !" 

"How  hard  on  her  you  are,  Dupont ;  a  body  don't  choose 
one's  name.  And,  if  she  has  a  beard,  it  is  not  the  lady's 
fault." 

"No — but  it  is  her  fault  to  call  herself  Sainte  Colombe. 
Do  you  imagine  it  her  true  name?  Ah,  my  poor  Catherine, 
you  are  yet  very  green  in  some  things." 

"While  you,  my  poor  Dupont,  are  well  read  in  slander! 
This  lady  seems  very  respectable.  The  first  thing  she  asked 
for  on  arriving  was  the  chapel  of  the  Castle,  of  which  she 
had  heard  speak.  She  even  said  that  she  would  make  some 
embellishments  in  it ;  and,  when  I  told  her  we  had  no  church 
in  this  little  place,  she  appeared  quite  vexed  not  to  have  a 
curate  in  the  village." 

"Oh,  to  be  sure !  that's  the  first  thought  of  your  upstarts — 
to    play  the  great  lady  of  the  parish,  like  your  titled  people." 

"Madame  de  la  Sainte  Colombe  need  not  play  the  great 
lady,  because  she  is  one." 

"She  !  a  great  lady?    Oh,  lor' !" 

"Yes — only  see  how  she  was  dressed,  in  scarlet  gown,  and 
violet  gloves  like  a  bishop's;  and,  when  she  took  off  her 
bonnet,  she  had  a  diamond  band  round  her  head-dress  of 
false,  light  hair,  and  diamond  ear-drops  as  large  as  my 
thumb,  and  diamond  rings  on  every  finger !     None  of  your 
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tuppenny  beauties  would  wear  so  many  diamonds  in  the 
middle  of  the  day." 

"You  are  a  pretty  judge!" 

"That  is  not  all." 

"Do  you  mean  to  say  there's  more?" 

"She  talked  of  nothing  but  dukes,  and  marquises,  and 
counts,  and  very  rich  gentlemen,  who  visit  at  her  house,  and 
are  her  most  intimate  friends ;  and  then,  when  she  saw  the 
summer  house  in  the  park,  half -burnt  by  the  Prussians, 
which  our  late  master  never  rebuilt,  she  asked,  'What  are 
those  ruins  there?'  and  I  answered:  'Madame,  it  was  in  the 
time  of  the  Allies  that  the  pavilion  was  burnt.' — 'Oh,  my 
dear,'  cried  she;  'our  allies,  good,  dear  allies!  they  and  the 
Restoration  began  my  fortune !'  So  you  see,  Dupont,  I  said 
to  myself  directly:  'She  was  no  doubt  one  of  the  noble 
women  who  fled  abroad '  " 

"Madame  de  la  Sainte  Colombe!"  cried  the  bailiff,  laugh- 
ing heartily.     "Oh,  my  poor,  poor  wife!" 

"Oh,  it  is  all  very  well ;  but  because  you  have  been  three 
years  at  Paris,  don't  think  yourself  a  conjurer!" 

"Catherine,  let's  drop  it :  you  will  make  me  say  some  folly, 
and  there  are  certain  things  which  dear,  good  creatures  like 
you  need  never  know." 

"I  cannot  tell  what  you  are  driving  at,  only  try  to  be 
less  slanderous — for,  after  all,  should  Madame  de  la  Sainte 
Colombe  buv  the  estate,  will  you  be  sorrv  to  remain  as  her 
bailiff,  eh?" 

"Not  I — for  we  are  getting  old,  my  good  Catherine ;  we 
have  lived  here  twenty  years,  and  we  have  been  too  honest 
to  provide  for  our  old  days  by  pilfering — and  truly,  at  our 
age,  it  would  be  hard  to  seek  another  place,  which  perhaps 
we  should  not  find.  What  I  regret  is,  that  Mademoiselle 
Adrienne  should  not  keep  the  land ;  it  seems  that  she  wished 
to  sell  it  against  the  will  of  the  princess." 

"Good  gracious.  Dupont !  is  it  not  very  extraordinary  that 
Mademoiselle  Adrienne  should  have  the  disposal  of  her  large 
fortune  so  early  in  life?" 

"Faith !  simple  enough.  Our  young  lady,  having  no  father 
or  mother,  is  mistress  of  her  property,  besides  having  a 
famous  little  will  of  her  own.  Dost  remember,  ten  years 
ago.  when  the  count  brought  her  down  here  one  summer? — 
what  an  imp  of  mischief!  and  then  what  eyes!  eh? — how 
they  sparkled,  even  then !" 
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"It  is  true  that  Mademoiselle  Adrienne  had  in  her  look— - 
an  expression — a  very  uncommon  expression  for  her  age." 

"If  she  has  kept  what  her  witching,  luring  face  promised, 
she  must  be  very  pretty  by  this  time,  notwithstanding  the 
peculiar  color  of  her  hair — for,  between  ourselves,  if  she  had 
been  a  tradesman's  daughter,  instead  of  a  young  lady  of  high 
birth,  they  would  have  called  it  red." 

"There  again !  more  slander." 

"What!  against  Mademoiselle  Adrienne?  Heaven  forbid! 
— I  always  thought  that  she  would  be  as  good  as  pretty,  and 
it  is  not  speaking  ill  of  her  to  say  she  has  red  hair.  On  the 
contrary,  it  always  appears  to  me  so  fine,  so  bright,  so  sunny, 
and  to  suit  so  well  her  snowy  complexion  and  black  eyes, 
that  in  truth  I  would  not  have  had  it  other  than  it  was;  and 
I  am  sure,  that  now  this  very  color  of  her  hair,  which  would 
be  a  blemish  in  any  one  else,  must  only  add  to  the  charm  of 
Mademoiselle  Adrienne's  face.  She  must  have  such  a  sweet 
vixen  look!" 

"Oh !  to  be  candid,  she  really  was  a  vixen — always  running 
about  the  park,  aggravating  her  governess,  climbing  the 
trees — in  fact,  playing  all  manner  of  naughty  tricks." 

"I  grant  you,  Mademoiselle  Adrienne  was  a  chip  of  the 
old  block ;  but  then  what  wit,  what  engaging  v/ays,  and 
above  all,  what  a  good  heart !" 

"Yes — that  she  certainly  had.  Once  I  remember  she  gave 
her  shawl  and  her  new  merino  frock  to  a  poor  little  beggar 
girl,  and  came  back  to  the  house  in  her  petticoat,  and  bare 
arms." 

"Oh,  an  excellent  heart — but  headstrong — terribly  head- 
strong !" 

"Yes — that  she  was ;  and  'tis  likely  to  finish  badly,  for  it 
seems  that  she  does  things  at  Paris — oh!  such  things " 

"What  things?" 

"Oh,  my  dear ;  I  can  hardly  venture " 

"Well,  but  what  are  they?" 

"Why,"  said  the  worthy  dame,  with  a  sort  of  embarrass- 
ment and  confusion,  which  showed  how  much  she  was 
shocked  by  such  enormities,  "they  say,  that  Mademoiselle 
Adrienne  never  sets  foot  in  a  church,  but  lives  in  a  kind  of 
heathen  temple  in  her  aunt's  garden,  where  she  has  masked 
women  to  dress  her  up  like  a  goddess,  and  scratches  them 
very  often,  because  she  gets  tipsy — without  mentioning,  that 
avery  night  she  plays  on  a  hunting  horn  of  massive  gold — 
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all  which  causes  the  utmost  grief  and  despair  to  her  poor 
aunt  the  princess." 

Here  the  bailiff  hurst  into  a  fit  of  laughter,  which  inter- 
rupted his  wife. 

"Now  tell  me,"  said  he,  when  this  first  access  of  hilarity 
was  over,  "where  did  you  get  these  fine  stories  about  Made- 
moiselle Adrienne?" 

"From  Rene's  wife,  who  went  to  Paris  to  look  for  a  child 
to  nurse;  she  called  at  Saint-Dizier  House,  to  see  Madame 
Grivois,  her  godmother. — Now  Madame  Grivois  is  first  bed- 
chamber woman  to  the  princess — and  she  it  was  who  told 
her  all  this — and  surely  she  ought  to  know,  being  in  the. 
house." 

"Yes,  a  fine  piece  of  goods  that  Grivois!  once  she  was  a 
regular  bad  'un,  but  now  she  professes  to  be  as  over-nice  as 
her  mistress ;  like  master  like  man,  they  say.  The  princess 
herself,  who  is  now  so  stiff  and  starched,  knew  how  to  carry 
on  a  lively  game  in  her  time.  Fifteen  years  ago,  she  was  no 
such  prude :  do  you  remember  that  handsome  colonel  of 
hussars,  who  was  in  garrison  at  Abbeville?  an  exiled  noble 
who  had  served  in  Russia,  whom  the  Bourbons  gave  a  regi- 
ment on  the  Restoration?" 

"Yes,  yes — I  remember  him;  but  you  are  really  too  back- 
biting." 

"Xot  a  bit — I  only  speak  the  truth.  The  colonel  spent 
his  whole  time  here,  and  every  one  said  he  was  very  warm 
with  this  same  princess,  who  is  now  such  a  saint.  Oh !  those 
were  the  jolly  times.  Every  evening,  some  new  entertain- 
ment at  the  chateau.  What  a  fellow  that  colonel  was,  to  set 
things  going ;  how  well  he  could  act  a  play ! — I  remem- 
ber  " 

The  bailiff  was  unable  to  proceed.  A  stout  maid-servant, 
wearing  the  costume  and  cap  of  Picardy,  entered  in  haste, 
and  thus  addressed  her  mistress :  "Madame,  there  is  a  per- 
son here  that  wants  to  speak  to  master;  he  has  come  in  the 
postmaster's  calash  from  Saint- Valery,  and  he  says  that  he 
is  M.  Rodin." 

"M.    Rodin?"    said    the    bailiff    rising.      "Show    him    in 

directlv !" 

******* 

A  moment  after,  M.  Rodin  made  his  appearance.  Accord- 
ing to  his  custom,  he  was  dressed  even  more  than  plainly. 
With  an  air  of  great  humility,  he  saluted  the  bailiff  and  his 
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wife,  and  at  a  sign  from  her  husband,  the  latter  withdrew. 

The  cadaverous  countenance  of  M.  Rodin,  his  almost  in- 
visible lips,  his  little  reptile  eyes,  half  concealed  by  their 
flabby  lids,  and  the  sordid  style  of  his  dress,  rendered  his 
general  aspect  far  from  prepossessing;  yet  this  man  knew 
how,  when  it  was  necessary,  to  affect,  with  diabolical  art,  so 
much  sincerity  and  good-nature — his  words  were  so  affec- 
tionate and  subtly  penetrating — that  the  disagreeable  feeling 
of  repugnance,  which  the  first  sight  of  him  generally  inspired, 
wore  off  little  by  little,  and  he  almost  always  finished  by 
involving  his  dupe  or  victim  in  the  tortuous  windings  of 
an  eloquence  as  pliant  as  it  was  honeyed  and  perfidious ;  for 
ugliness  and  evil  have  their  fascination,  as  well  as  what  is 
good  and  fair. 

The  honest  bailiff  looked  at  this  man  with  surprise,  when 
he  thought  of  the  pressing  recommendation  of  the  steward 
of  the  Princess  de  Saint-Dizier ;  he  had  expected  to  see  quite 
another  sort  of  personage,  and,  hardly  able  to  dissemble  his 
astonishment,  he  said  to  him :  "Is  it  to  M.  Rodin  that  I  have 
the  honor  to  speak?" 

"Yes,  sir; — and  here  is  another  letter  from  the  steward 
of  the  Princess  de  Saint-Dizier." 

"Pray,  sir,  draw  near  the  fire,  whilst  I  just  see  what  is  in 
this  letter.  The  weather  is  so  bad,"  continued  the  bailiff, 
obligingly,  "may  I  not  offer  you  some  refreshment?" 

"A  thousand  thanks,  my  dear  sir;  I  am  off  again  in  an 
hour." 

Whilst  M.  Dupont  read,  M.  Rodin  threw  inquisitive 
glances  round  the  chamber ;  like  a  man  of  skill  and  experi- 
ence, he  had  frequently  drawn  just  and  useful  inductions 
from  those  little  appearances,  which,  revealing  a  taste  or 
habit,  give  at  the  same  time  some  notion  of  a  character;  on 
this  occasion,  however,  his  curiosity  was  at  fault. 

"Very  good,  sir,"  said  the  bailiff,  when  he  had  finished 
reading ;  "the  steward  renews  his  recommendation,  and  tells 
me  to  attend  implicitly  to  your  commands." 

"Well,  sir,  they  will  amount  to  very  little,  and  I  shall  not 
trouble  you  long." 

"It  will  be  no  trouble,  but  an  honor." 

"Nay,  I  know  how  much  your  time  must  be  occupied,  for, 
as  soon  as  one  enters  this  chateau,  one  is  struck  with  the 
good  order  and  perfect  keeping  of  everything  in  it — which 
proves,  my  dear  sir,  what  excellent  care  you  take  of  it." 
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"Oh,  sir,  you  flatter  me." 

"Flatter  you? — a  poor  old  man  like  myself  has  something 
else  to  think  of.  But  to  come  to  business:  there  is  a  room 
here  which  is  called  the  Green  Chamber?" 

"Yes,  sir;  the  room  which  the  late  Count-Duke  de  Cardo- 
ville  used  for  a  study." 

"You  will  have  the  goodness  to  take  me  there." 

"In fortunately,  it  is  not  in  my  power  to  do  so.  After 
the  death  of  the  Count-Duke,  and  when  the  seals  were 
removed,  a  number  of  papers  were  shut  up  in  a  cabinet  in 
that  room,  and  the  lawyers  took  the  keys  with  them  to  Paris." 

"Here  are  those  keys,"  said  M.  Rodin,  showing  to  the 
bailiff  a  large  and  a  small  key  tied  together. 

"Oh,  sir !  that  is  different.    You  come  to  look  for  papers?" 

"Yes — for  certain  papers — and  also  for  a  small  mahogany 
casket,  with  silver  clasps — do  you  happen  to  know  it?" 

"Yes,  sir;  I  have  often  seen  it  on  the  count's  writing- 
table.  It  must  be  in  the  large,  lacquered  cabinet,  of  which 
you  have  the  key." 

"You  will  conduct  me  to  this  chamber,  as  authorized  by 
\he  Princess  de  Saint-Dizier?" 

"Yes,  sir;  the  princess  continues  in  good  health?" 

"Perfectly  so.    She  lives  altogether  above  worldly  things." 

"And  Mademoiselle  Adrienne?" 

"Alas,  my  dear  sir!"  said  M.  Rodin,  with  a  sigh  of  deep 
contrition  and  grief. 

"Good  heaven,  sir !  has  any  calamity  happened  to  Mademoi- 
selle Adrienne?" 

"In  what  sense  do  you  mean  it?" 

"Is  she  ill?" 

'No,  no — she  is,  unfortunately,  as  well  as  she  is  beautiful." 

"Cnfortunately !"  cried  the  bailiff,  in  surprise. 

"Alas,  yes!  for  when  beauty,  youth,  and  health  are  joined 
to  an  evil  spirit  of  revolt  and  perversity — to  a  character 
which  certainly  has  not  its  equal  upon  earth — it  would  be 
far  better  to  be  deprived  of  those  dangerous  advantages, 
which  only  become  so  many  causes  of  perdition.  But  I  con- 
jure you,  my  dear  sir,  let  us  talk  of  something  else:  this 
subject  is  too  painful,"  said  M.  Rodin,  with  a  voice  of  deep 
emotion,  lifting  the  tip  of  his  little  finger  to  the  corner  of 
his  right  eye,  as  if  to  stop  a  rising  tear. 

The  bailiff  did  not  see  the  tear,  but  he  saw  the  gesture, 
and  he  was  struck  with  the  change  in  Rodin's  voice.     He 
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answered  him,  therefore,  with  much  sympathy:  "Pardon 
my  indiscretion,  sir ;  I  really  did  not  know " 

"It  is  I  who  should  ask  pardon  for  this  involuntary  dis- 
play of  feeling — tears  are  so  rare  with  old  men — but  if  you 
had  seen,  as  I  have,  the  despair  of  that  excellent  princess, 
whose  only  fault  has  been  too  much  kindness,  too  much 
weakness,  with  regard  to  her  niece — by  which  she  has  en- 
couraged her — but,  once  more,  let  us  talk  of  something  else, 
my  dear  sir !" 

After  a  moment's  pause,  during  which  M.  Rodin  seemed 
to  recover  from  his  emotion,  he  said  to  Dupont:  "One  part 
of  my  mission,  my  dear  sir — that  which  relates  to  the  Green 
Chamber — I  have  now  told  you;  but  there  is  yet  another. 
Before  coming  to  it,  however,  I  must  remind  you  of  a 
circumstance  you  have  perhaps  forgotten — namely,  that  some 
fifteen  or  sixteen  years  ago,  the  Marquis  d'Aigrigny,  then 
colonel  of  the  hussars  in  garrison  at  Abbeville,  spent  some 
time  in  this  house." 

"Oh,  sir !  what  a  dashing  officer  was  there !  It  was  only 
just  now,  that  I  was  talking  about  him  to  my  wife.  He  was 
the  life  of  the  house! — how  well  he  could  perform  plays — 
particularly  the  character  of  a  scapegrace.  In  the  Tzvo 
Edmonds,  for  instance,  he  would  make  you  die  with  laughing, 
in  that  part  of  a  drunken  soldier — and  then,  with  what  a 
charming  voice  he  sang  Joconde,  sir — better  than  they  could 
sing  it  at  Paris!" 

Rodin,  having  listened  complacently  to  the  bailiff,  said  to 
him :  "You  doubtless  know  that,  after  a  fierce  duel  he  had 
with  a  furious  Bonapartist,  one  General  Simon,  the  Marquis 
d'Aigrigny  (whose  private  secretary  I  have  now  the  honor  to 
be)  left  the  world  for  the  church." 

"No,  sir!  is  it  possible?     That  fine  officer!" 

"That  fine  officer — brave,  noble,  rich,  esteemed,  and  flat- 
tered— abandoned  all  those  advantages  for  the  sorry  black 
gown ;  and,  notwithstanding  his  name,  position,  high  connec- 
tions, his  reputation  as  a  great  preacher,  he  is  still  what  he 
was  fourteen  years  ago — a  plain  abbe — whilst  so  many,  who 
have  neither  his  merit  nor  his  virtues,  are  archbishops  and 
cardinals." 

M.  Rodin  expressed  himself  with  so  much  goodness,  with 
such  an  air  of  conviction,  and  the  facts  he  cited  appeared  to 
be  so  incontestable,  that  M.  Dupont  could  not  help  exclaim- 
ing:    "Well,  sir,  that  is  splendid  conduct!" 
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"Splendid?  Oh,  no!"  said  M.  Rodin,  with  an  inimitable 
expression  of  simplicity  ;  "it  is  quite  a  matter  of  course- — 
when  one  has  a  heart  like  M.  d'Aigrigny's.  But  amongst  all 
his  good  qualities,  he  has  particularly  that  of  never  forgetting 
worthy  people — people  of  integrity,  honor,  conscience — and 
therefore,  my  dear  M.  Dupont,  he  has  not  forgotten  you.'' 

"What,  the  most  noble  marquis  deigns  to  remember " 

"Three  days  ago,  I  received  a  letter  from  him,  in  which 
he  mentions  your  name.' 

"Is  he  then  at  Paris?" 

"He  will  be  there  soon,  if  not  there  now.  He  went  to 
Italy  about  three  months  ago,  and,  during  his  absence,  he 
received  a  very  sad  piece  of  news — the  death  of  his  mother, 
who  was  passing  the  autumn  on  one  of  the  estates  of  the 
Princess  de  Saint-Dizier." 

"'  >h,  indeed  !     I  was  not  aware  of  it." 

"Yes,  it  was  a  cruel  grief  to  him ;  but  we  must  all  resign 
ourselves  to  the  will  of  Providence !" 

"And  with  regard  to  what  subject  did  the  marquis  do  me 
the  honor  to  mention  my  name  ?" 

"I  am  going  to  tell  you.  First  of  all,  you  must  know  that 
this  house  is  sold.  The  bill  of  sale  was  signed  the  day  before 
my  departure  from  Paris." 

"Oh,  sir !  that  renews  all  my  uneasiness." 

"Pray,  why ':" 

"I  am  afraid  that  the  new  proprietors  may  not  choose  to 
keep  me  as  their  bailiff." 

"Xow  see  what  a  lucky  chance!  It  is  just  on  that  subject 
that  I  am  going  to  speak  to  you." 

"Is  it  possible  ': " 

"Certainly.  Knowing  the  interest  which  the  marquis  feels 
for  you,  I  am  particularly  desirous  that  you  should  keep 
this  place,  and  I  will  do  all  in  my  power  to  serve  vou.  if " 

"Ah,  sir!"  cried  Dupont,  interrupting  Rodin:  "what  grati- 
tude  do  I  not  owe  you !  It  is  Heaven  that  sends  vou  to 
me!' 

"Xow,  my  dear  sir,  you  flatter  me  in  your  turn;  but  I 
ought  to  tell  you,  that  I'm  obliged  to  annex  a  small  condi- 
tion to  my  support." 

"Oh,  by  all  means  !    Only  name  it,  sir — name  it !" 

"The  person  who  is  about  to  inhabit  this  mansion,  is  an 
old  lady  in  every  way  worthy  of  veneration  ;  Madame  de  la 
Sainte-Colombe  is  the  name  of  this  respectable " 
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"What,  sir?"  said  the  bailiff,  interrupting  Rodin;  '-'Ma- 
dame de  la  Sainte-Colombe  the  lady  who  has  bought  us  out?" 

"Do  you  know  her?" 

"Yes,  sir,  she  came  last  week  to  see  the  estate.  My  wife 
persists  that  she  is  a  great  lady ;  but — between  ourselves — 
judging  by  certain  words  that  I  heard  her  speak " 

"You  are  full  of  penetration,  my  dear  M.  Dupont.  Ma- 
dame de  la  Sainte-Colombe  is  far  from  being  a  great  lady.  I 
believe  she  was  neither  more  nor  less  than  a  milliner,  under 
one  of  the  wooden  porticoes  of  the  Palais  Royal.  You  see, 
that  I  deal  openly  with  you." 

"And  she  boasted  of  all  the  noblemen,  French  and  foreign, 
who  used  to  visit  her !" 

"No  doubt,  they  came  to  buy  bonnets  for  their  wives  t 
However,  the  fact  is,  that,  having  gained  a  large  fortune — 
and,  after  being  in  youth  and  middle  age — indifferent — alas ! 
more  than  indifferent  to  the  salvation  of  her  soul — Madame 
de  la  Sainte-Colombe  is  now  in  a  likely  way  to  experience 
grace — which  renders  her,  as  I  told  you,  worthy  of  venera- 
tion, because  nothing  is  so  respectable  as  a  sincere  repentance 
■ — always  providing  it  to  be  lasting.  Now  to  make  the  good 
work  sure  and  effectual,  we  shall  need  your  assistance,  my 
dear  M.  Dupont." 

"Mine,  sir!  what  can  I  do  in  it?" 

"A  great  deal ;  and  I  will  explain  to  you  how.  There  is  no 
church  in  this  village,  which  stands  at  an  equal  distance 
from  either  of  two  parishes.  Madame  de  la  Sainte-Colombe, 
wishing  to  make  choice  of  one  of  the  two  clergymen,  will 
naturally  apply  to  you  and  Madame  Dupont,  who  have  long 
lived  in  these  parts,  for  information  respecting  them." 

"Oh !  in  that  case  the  choice  will  soon  be  made.  The  in- 
cumbent of  Danicourt  is  one  of  the  best  of  men." 

"Now  that  is  precisely  what  you  must  not  say  to  Madame 
de  la  Sainte-Colombe." 

"How  so?" 

"You  must,  on  the  contrary,  much  praise,  without  ceasing, 
the  curate  of  Roiville,  the  other  parish,  so  as  to  decide  this 
good  lady  to  trust  herself  to  his  care." 

"And  why,  sir,  to  him  rather  than  to  the  other?" 

"Why? — because,  if  you  and  Madame  Dupont  succeed  in 
persuading  Madame  de  la  Sainte-Colombe  to  make  the  choice 
I  wish,  you  will  be  certain  to  keep  your  place  as  bailiff.  I 
^ive  you  my  word  of  it,  and  what  I  promise  I  perform." 
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"I  do  not  doubt,  sir,  that  you  have  this  power,"  said 
Dupont,  convinced  by  Rodin's  manner,  and  the  authority  of 
his  words ;  "but  I  should  like  to  know " 

"One  word  more,"'  said  Rodin,  interrupting  him ;  "I  will 
deal  openly  with  you,  and  tell  you  why  I  insist  on  the  pref- 
erence which  I  beg  you  to  support.  I  should  be  grieved 
if  you  saw  in  all  this  the  shadow  of  an  intrigue.  It  is  only 
for  the  purpose  of  doing  a  good  action.  The  curate  of  Roi- 
ville,  for  whom  I  ask  your  influence,  is  a  man  for  whom  M. 
d'Aigrigny  feels  a  deep  interest.  Though  very  poor,  he  has 
to  support  an  aged  mother.  Xow,  if  he  had  the  spiritual 
care  of  Madame  de  la  Sainte-Colombe,  he  would  do  more 
good  than  any  one  else,  because  he  is  full  of  zeal  and  patience ; 
and  then  it  is  clear  he  would  reap  some  little  advantages, 
by  which  his  old  mother  might  profit — there  you  see  is  the 
secret  of  this  mighty  scheme.  When  I  knew  that  this  lady 
was  disposed  to  buy  an  estate  in  the  neighborhood  of  our 
friend's  parish,  I  wrote  about  it  to  the  marquis ;  and  he, 
remembering  you,  desired  me  to  ask  you  to  render  him  this 
small  service,  which,  as  you  see,  will  not  remain  without  a 
recompense.  For  I  tell  you  once  more,  and  I  will  prove  it, 
that  I  have  the  power  to  keep  you  in  your  place  as  bailiff." 

"Well,  sir,"  replied  Dupont,  after  a  moment's  reflection, 
"you  are  so  frank  and  obliging,  that  I  will  imitate  your  sin- 
cerity. In  the  same  degree  that  the  curate  of  Danicourt  is 
ected  and  loved  in  this  country,  the  curate  of  Roivillc, 
whom  you  wish  me  to  prefer  to  him,  is  dreaded  for  his  intol- 
erance— and.  moreover " 

"Well,  and  what  more?" 

"Why.  then,  they  say " 

"Come,  what  do  they  say?" 

"They  say — he  is  a  Jesuit." 

Upon  these  words,  M.  Rodin  burst  into  so  hearty  a  laugh, 
that  the  bailiff  was  quite  struck  dumb  with  amazement — for 
the  countenance  of  M.  Rodin  took  a  singular  expression 
when  he  laughed.  "A  Jesuit!"  he  repeated,  with  redoubled 
hilarity;  "a  Jesuit! — Xow  really,  my  dear  M.  Dupont.  for  a 
man  of  sense,  experience,  and  intelligence,  how  can  you 
believe  such  idle  stories? — A  Jesuit — are  there  such  people 
as  Jesuits? — in  our  time,  above  all.  can  y<>u  believe  such 
romance  of  the  Jacobins,  hobgoblins  of  the  old  freedom 
lovers  ? — Come,  come ;  I  wager,  you  have  read  about  them 
in  the  Constitutionnel !" 
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"And  yet,  sir,  they  say- 


'Good  heavens!  what  will  they  not  say? — But  wise  men, 
prudent  men  like  you,  do  not  meddle  with  what  is  said — they 
manage  their  own  little  matters,  without  doing  injury  to 
any  one,  and  they  never  sacrifice,  for  the  sake  of  nonsense, 
a  good  place,  which  secures  them  a  comfortable  provision 
for  the  rest  of  their  days.  I  tell  you  frankly,  however  much 
I  may  regret  it,  that  should  you  not  succeed  in  getting  the 
preference  for  my  man,  you  will  not  remain  bailiff  here." 

"But,  sir,"  said  poor  Dupont,  "it  will  not  be  my  fault,  if 
this  lady,  hearing  a  great  deal  in  praise  of  the  other  curate, 
should  prefer  him  to  your  friend." 

"Ah !  but  if,  on  the  other  hand,  persons  who  have  long 
lived  in  the  neighborhood — persons  worthy  of  confidence, 
whom  she  will  see  every  day — tell  Madame  de  la  Sainte- 
Colombe  a  great  deal  of  good  of  my  friend,  and  a  great  deal 
of  harm  of  the  other  curate,  she  will  prefer  the  former,  and 
you  will  continue  bailiff." 

"But,  sir — that  would  be  calumny!"  cried  Dupont. 

"Pshaw,  my  dear  M.  Dupont !"  said  Rodin,  with  an  air 
of  sorrowful  and  affectionate  reproach,  "how  can  you  think 
me  capable  of  giving  you  evil  counsel? — I  was  only  making 
•a  supposition.  You  wish  to  remain  bailiff  on  this  estate.  I 
offer  you  the  certainty  of  doing  so — it  is  for  you  to  consider 
and  decide." 

"But,  sir " 

"One  word  more — or  rather  one  more  condition — as  im- 
portant as  the  other.  Unfortunately,  we  have  seen  clergy- 
men take  advantage  of  the  age  and  weakness  of  their  peni- 
tents, unfairly  to  benefit  either  themselves  or  others :  I 
believe  our  protege  incapable  of  any  such  baseness — but,  in 
order  to  discharge  my  responsibility — and  yours  also,  as  you 
will  have  contributed  to  his  appointment — I  must  request 
that  you  will  write  to  me  twice  a  week,  giving  the  most 
exact  detail  of  all  that  you  have  remarked  in  the  character, 
habits,  connections,  pursuits,  of  Madame  de  la  Sainte-Co- 
lombe — for  the  influence  of  a  confessor,  you  see,  reveals 
itself  in  the  whole  conduct  of  life,  and  I  should  wish  to  be 
fully  edified  by  the  proceedings  of  my  friend,  without  his 
being  aware  of  it — or,  if  anything  blameable  were  to  strike 
you,  I  should  be  immediately  informed  of  it  by  this  weekly 
correspondence." 
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"But,  sir — that  would  be  to  act  as  a  spy?"  exclaimed  the 
unfortunate  bailiff. 

"Now,  my  dear  M.  Dupont!  how  can  you  thus  brand  the 
sweetest,  most  wholesome  of  human  desires — mutual  confi- 
dence?— I  ask  of  you  nothing  else — I  ask  of  you  to  write  to 
me  confidentially  the  details  of  all  that  goes  on  here.  On 
these  two  conditions,  inseparable  one  from  the  other,  you 
remain  bailiff;  otherwise,  I  shall  be  forced,  with  grief  and 
regret,  to  recommend  some  one  else  to  Madame  de  la  Sainte- 
Colombe." 

"I  beg  you,  sir,"  said  Dupont,  with  emotion,  "be  gener- 
ous without  any  conditions! — I  and  my  wife  have  only  this 
place  to  give  us  bread,  and  we  are  too  old  to  find  another. 
Do  not  expose  our  probity  of  forty  years'  standing  to  be 
tempted  by  the  fear  of  want,  which  is  so  bad  a  counsellor !" 

".My  dear  M.  Dupont,  you  are  really  a  great  child:  you 
must  reflect  upon  this,  and  give  me  your  answer  in  the 
course  of  a  week." 

"Oh,  sir !  I  implore  you "    The  conversation  was  here 

interrupted  by  a  loud  report,  which  was  almost  instantane- 
ously repeated  by  the  echoes  of  the  cliffs.  "What  is  that?" 
said  M.  Rodin.  Hardly  had  he  spoken,  when  the  same  noise 
was  again  heard  more  distinctly  than  before. 

"It  is  the  sound  of  cannon,"  cried  Dupont,  rising;  "no 
doubt  a  ship  in  distress,  or  signalling  for  a  pilot." 

"My  dear,"  said  the  bailiff's  wife,  entering  abruptly,  "from 
the  terrace,  we  can  see  a  steamer  and  a  large  ship  nearly 
dismasted — they  are  drifting  right  upon  the  shore — the  ship 
is  firing  minute  guns — it  will  be  lost." 

"Oh,  it  is  terrible!"  cried  the  bailiff,  taking  his  hat  and 
preparing  to  go  out,  "to  look  on  at  a  shipwreck,  and  be  able 
to  do  nothing !" 

"Can  no  help  be  given  to  these  vessels?"  asked  M.  Rodin. 

"If  they  are  driven  upon  the  reefs,  no  human  power  can 
save  them  ;  since  the  last  equinox  two  ships  have  been  lost  on 
this  coast." 

"Lost  with  all  on  board? — Oh,  very  frightful,"  said  M. 
Rodin. 

"In  such  a  storm,  there  is  but  little  chance  for  the  crew ;  no 
matter,"  said  the  bailiff,  addressing  his  wife,  "I  will  run 
down  to  the  rocks  with  the  people  of  the  farm,  and  try  to 
save  some  of  them,  poor  creatures ! — Light  large  fires  in 
several  rooms — get  ready  linen,  clothes,  cordials — I  scarcely 
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dare  hope  to  save  any,  but  we  must  do  our  best.  Will  you 
come  with  me,  M.  Rodin?" 

"I  should  think  it  a  duty,  if  I  could  be  at  all  useful,  but  I 
am  too  old  and  feeble  to  be  of  any  service,"  said  M.  Rodin, 
who  was  by  no  means  anxious  to  encounter  the  storm. 
"Your  good  lady  will  be  kind  enough  to  show  me  the  Green 
Chamber,  and  when  I  have  found  the  articles  I  require,  I 
will  set  out  immediately  for  Paris,  for  I  am  in  great  haste." 

"Very  well,  sir.  Catherine  will  show  you.  Ring  the  big 
bell,"  said  the  bailiff  to  his  servant ;  "let  all  the  people  of 
the  farm  meet  me  at  the  foot  of  the  cliff,  with  ropes  and 
levers." 

"Yes,  my  dear,"  replied  Catherine;  "but  do  not  expose 
yourself." 

"Kiss  me — it  will  bring  me  luck,"  said  the  bailiff;  and 
he  started  at  a  full  run,  crying :  "Quick !  quick ;  by  this 
time  not  a  plank  may  remain  of  the  vessels." 

"My  dear  madam,"  said  Rodin,  always  impassible,  "will 
you  be  obliging  enough  to  show  me  the  Green  Chamber?" 

"Please  to  follow  me,  sir,"  answered  Catherine,  drying 
her  tears — for  she  trembled  on  account  of  her  husband, 
whose  courage  she  well  knew. 


CHAPTER  XXIV. 

THE    TEMPEST 

The  sea  is  raging.  Mountainous  waves  of  dark  green, 
marbled  with  white  foam,  stand  out,  in  high,  deep  undula- 
tions, from  the  broad  streak  of  red  light,  which  extends 
along  the  horizon.  Above  are  piled  heavy  masses  of  black 
and  sulphurous  vapor,  whilst  a  few  lighter  clouds  of  a  red- 
dish gray,  driven  by  the  violence  of  the  wind,  rush  across 
the  murky  sky. 

The  pale  winter  sun,  before  he  quite  disappears  in  the 
great  clouds,  behind  which  he  is  slowly  mounting,  casts  here 
and  there  some  oblique  rays  upon  the  troubled  sea,  and  gilds 
the  transparent  crest  of  some  of  the  tallest  waves.  A  band 
ot  snow-white  foam  boils  and  rages  as  far  as  the  eye  can- 
reach,  along  the  line  of  the  reefs  that  bristle  on  this  danger- 
ous coast. 

Half-way  up  a  rugged  promontory,  which  juts  pretty  far 
into  the  sea,  rises  Cardoville  Castle ;  a  ray  of  the  sun  glitters 
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upon  its  windows ;  its  brick  walls  and  pointed  roofs  of  slate 
are  visible  in  the  midst  of  this  sky  loaded  with  vapors. 

A  large.  di>abled  ship,  with  mere  shreds  of  sail  still  flut- 
tering from  the  stumps  of  broken  masts,  drives  dead  upon 
the  coast.  Now  she  rolls  her  monstrous  hull  upon  the 
waves — now  plunges  into  their  trough.  A  flash  is  seen,  fol- 
lowed by  a  dull  sound,  scarcely  perceptible  in  the  midst  of 
the  roar  of  the  tempest.  That  gun  is  the  last  signal  of  dis- 
tress from  this  lost  vessel,  which  is  fast  forging  on  the 
breakers. 

At  the  same  moment,  a  steamer,  with  its  long  plume  of 
black  smoke,  is  working  her  way  from  east  to  west,  making 
every  effort  to  keep  at  a  distance  from  the  shore,  leaving  the 
breakers  on  her  left.  The  dismasted  ship,  drifting  towards 
the  rocks,  at  the  mere}-  of  the  wind  and  tide,  must  some  time 
-  right  ahead  of  the  steamer. 

Suddenly,  the  rush  of  a  heavy  sea  laid  the  steamer  upon 
her  side ;  the  enormous  wave  broke  furiously  on  her  deck ; 
in  a  second  the  chimney  was  carried  away,  the  paddle  box 
stove  in,  one  of  the  wheels  rendered  useless.  A  second 
white-cap,  following  the  first,  again  struck  the  vessel  amid- 
ships, and  so  increased  the  damage  that,  no  longer  answering 
to  the  helm,  she  also  drifted  towards  the  shore,  in  the  same 
direction  as  the  ship.  But  the  latter,  though  further  from 
the  breakers,  presented  a  greater  surface  to  the  wind  and 
sea,  and  so  gained  upon  the  steamer  in  swiftness  that  a  col- 
lision between  the  two  vessels  became  imminent— -a  new 
danger  added  to  all  the  horrors  of  the  now  certain  wreck. 

The  ship  was  an  English  vessel,  the  "Black  Eagle,"  home- 
ward bound  from  Alexandria,  with  passengers,  who  arriv- 
ing from  India  and  Java,  via  the  Red  Sea,  had  disembar 
at  the  Isthmus  of  Suez,  from  on  board  the  steamship 
"Ruyter."  The  '"Black  Eagle,"  quitting  the  Straits  of 
Gibraltar,  had  gone  to  touch  at  the  Azores.  She  headed 
thence  for  Portsmouth,  when  she  was  overtaken  in  the 
Channel  by  the  northwester.  The  steamer  was  the  ""William 
Tell,"  coming  from  Germany,  by  way  of  the  Elbe,  and 
bound,  in  the  last  place,  for  Hamburg  to  Havre. 

These  two  vessels,  the  sport  of  enormous  rollers,  driven 
along  by  tide  and  tempest,  were  now  rushing  upon  the 
breakers  with  frightful  speed.  The  deck  of  each  offered  a 
terrible  spectacle ;  the  loss  of  crew  and  passengers  appeared 
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almost  certain,  for  before  them  a  tremendous  sea  broke  on 
jagged  rocks,  at  the  foot  of  a  perpendicular  cliff. 

The  captain  of  the  "Black  Eagle,"  standing  on  the  poop, 
holding  by  the  remnant  of  a  spar,  issued  his  last  orders  in 
this  fearful  extremity  with  courageous  coolness.  The 
smaller  boats  had  been  carried  away  by  the  waves ;  it  was  in 
vain  to  think  of  launching  the  long-boat ;  the  only  chance 
of  escape  in  case  the  ship  should  not  be  immediately  dashed 
to  pieces  on  touching"  the  rocks,  was  to  establish  a  communi- 
cation with  the  land  by  means  of  a  life-line — almost  the  last 
resort  for  passing  between  the  shore  and  a  stranded  vessel. 

The  deck  was  covered  with  passengers,  whose  cries  and 
terror  augmented  the  general  confusion.  Some,  struck  with 
a  kind  of  stupor,  and  clinging  convulsively  to  the  shrouds, 
awaited  their  doom  in  a  state  of  stupid  insensibility.  Others 
wrung  their  hands  in  despair,  or  rolled  upon  the  deck 
uttering  horrible  imprecations.  Here,  women  knelt  down 
to  pray ;  there,  others  hid  their  faces  in  their  hands,  that  they 
might  not  see  the  awful  approach  of  death.  A  young  mother, 
pale  as  a  spectre,  holding  her  child  clasped  tightly  to  her 
bosom,  went  supplicating  from  sailor  to  sailor,  and  offering  a 
purse  full  of  gold  and  jewels  to  any  one  that  would  take 
charge  of  her  son. 

These  cries,  and  tears,  and  terror  contrasted  with  the 
stern  and  silent  resignation  of  the  sailors.  Knowing  the 
imminence  of  the  inevitable  danger,  some  of  them  stripped 
themselves  of  part  of  their  clothes,  waiting  for  the  moment  to 
make  a  last  effort,  to  dispute  their  lives  with  the  fury  of  the 
waves;  others  renouncing  all  hope,  prepared  to  meet  death 
with  stoical  indifference. 

Here  and  there,  touching  or  awful  episodes  rose  in  relief 
if  one  may  so  express  it,  from  this  dark  and  gloomy  back- 
ground of  despair. 

A  young  man  of  about  eighteen  or  twenty,  with  shiny 
black  hair,  copper-colored  complexion,  and  perfectly  regular 
and  handsome  features,  contemplated  this  scene  of  dismay 
and  horror  with  that  sad  calmness  peculiar  to  those  who 
have  often  braved  great  perils;  wrapped  in  a  cloak,  he 
leaned  his  back  against  the  bulwarks,  with  his  feet  resting 
against  one  of  the  bulkheads.  Suddenly,  the  unhappy 
mother,  who,  with  her  child  in  her  arms,  and  gold  in  her 
hand,  had  in  vain  addressed  herself  to  several  of  the 
mariners,  to  beg  them  to  save  her  boy,  perceiving  the  young 
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man  ivith  the  copper-colored  complexion,  threw  herself  on 
her  knees  before  him.  and  lifted  her  child  towards  him  with 
a  burst  of  inexpressible  agony.  The  young  man  took  it, 
mournfully  shook  his  head,  and  pointed  to  the  furious  waves 
— but,  with  a  meaning  gesture,  he  appeared  to  promise  that 
he  would  at  least  try  to  save  it.  Then  the  young  mother, 
in  a  mad  transport  of  hope,  seized  the  hand  of  the  youth,  and 
bathed  it  with  her  tears. 

Further  on,  another  passenger  of  the  "Black  Eagle," 
seemed  animated  by  sentiments  of  the  most  active  pity.  One 
would  hardly  have  given  him  five-and-twenty  years  of  age. 
His  long,  fair  locks  fell  in  curls  on  either  side  of  his  angelic 
countenance.  He  wore  a  black  cassock  and  white  neck-band. 
Applying  himself  to  comfort  the  most  desponding,  he  went 
from  one  to  the  other,  and  spoke  to  them  pious  words  of 
hope  and  resignation ;  to  hear  him  console  some,  and  encour- 
age others,  in  language  full  of  unction,  tenderness,  and  in- 
effable charity,  one  would  have  supposed  him  unaware  or 
indifferent  to  the  perils  that  he  shared. 

On  his  fine,  mild  features,  was  impressed  a  calm  and 
sacred  intrepidity,  a  religious  abstraction  from  every  ter- 
restrial thought ;  from  time  to  time,  he  raised  to  heaven  his 
large  blue  eyes,  beaming  with  gratitude,  love,  and  serenity, 
as  if  to  thank  God  for  having  called  him  to  one  of  those 
formidable  trials  in  which  the  man  of  humanity  and  courage 
may  devote  himself  for  his  brethren,  and,  if  not  able  to 
rescue  them  at  all.  at  least  die  with  them,  pointing  to  the 
sky.  One  might  almost  have  taken  him  for  an  angel,  sent 
down  to  render  less  cruel  the  strokes  of  inexorable  fate. 

Strange  contrast !  not  far  from  this  young  man's  angelic 
beauty,  there  was  another  being,  who  resembled  an  evil 
spirit ! 

Boldly  mounted  on  what  was  left  of  the  bowsprit,  to 
which  he  held  on  by  means  of  some  remaining  cordage,  this 
man  looked  down  upon  the  terrible  scene  that  was  passing 
on  the  deck.  A  grim,  wild  joy  lighted  up  his  countenance 
of  a  dead  yellow,  that  tint  peculiar  to  those  who  spring  from 
the  union  of  the  white  race  with  the  East.  He  wore  only  a 
shirt  and  linen  drawers:  from  his  neck  was  suspended,  by  a 
cord,  a  cylindrical  tin  box,  similar  to  that  in  Mrhich  soldiers 
carry  their  leave  of  absence. 

The  more  the  danger  augmented,  the  nearer  the  ship 
came  to  the  breakers,  or  to  a  collision   with   the   steamer, 
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which  she  was  now  rapidly  approaching — a  terrible  collision, 
which  would  probably  cause  the  two  vessels  to  founder 
before  even  they  touched  the  rocks — the  more  did  the  in- 
fernal joy  of  this  passenger  reveal  itself  in  frightful  trans- 
ports. He  seemed  to  long,  with  ferocious  impatience,  for 
the  moment  when  the  work  of  destruction  should  be  ac- 
complished. To  see  him  thus  feasting  with  avidity  on  all 
the  agony,  the  terror,  and  the  despair  of  those  around  him, 
one  might  have  taken  him  for  the  apostle  of  one  of  those 
sanguinary  deities,  who,  in  barbarous  countries,  preside  over 
murder  and  carnage. 

By  this  time  the  "Black  Eagle,"  driven  by  the  wind  and 
waves,  came  so  near  the  "William  Tell"  that  the  passengers 
on  the  deck  of  the  nearly  dismantled  steamer  were  visible 
from  the  first-named  vessel. 

These  passengers  were  no  longer  numerous.  The  heavy 
sea,  which  stove  in  the  paddle-box  and  broke  one  of  the 
paddles,  had  also  carried  away  nearly  the  whole  of  the  bul- 
warks on  that  side ;  the  waves,  entering  every  instant  by 
this  large  opening,  swept  the  decks  with  irresistible  violence, 
and  every  time  bore  away  with  them  some  fresh  victims. 

Amongst  the  passengers,  who  seemed  only  to  have  escaped 
this  danger  to  be  hurled  against  the  rocks,  or  crushed  in 
the  encounter  of  the  two  vessels,  one  group  was  especially 
worthy  of  the  most  tender  and  painful  interest.  Taking 
refuge  abaft,  a  tall  old  man,  with  bald  forehead  and  gray 
moustache,  had  lashed  himself  to  a  stanchion,  by  winding  a 
piece  of  rope  round  his  body,  whilst  he  clasped  in  his  arms, 
and  held  fast  to  his  breast,  two  girls  of  fifteen  or  sixteen, 
half  enveloped  in  a  pelisse  of  reindeer-skin.  A  large,  fallow, 
Siberian  dog,  dripping  with  water,  and  barking  furiously 
at  the  waves,  stood  close  to  their  feet. 

These  girls,  clasped  in  the  arms  of  the  old  man,  also 
pressed  close  to  each  other ;  but,  far  from  being  lost  in 
terror,  they  raised  their  eyes  to  heaven,  full  of  confidence 
and  ingenuous  hope,  as  though  they  expected  to  be  saved 
by  the  intervention  of  some  supernatural  power. 

A  frightful  shriek  of  horror  and  despair,  raised  by  the 
passengers  of  both  vessels,  was  heard  suddenly  above  the 
roar  of  the  tempest.  At  the  moment  when,  plunging  deeply 
between  two  waves,  the  broadside  of  the  steamer  was  turned 
towards  the  bows  of  the  ship,  the  latter,  lifted  to  a  prodigious 
height  on  a  mountain  of  water,  remained,  as  it  were,  sus- 
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pended  over  the  "William  Tell,"  during  the  second  which 
preceded  the  shock  of  the  two  vessels. 

There  are  sights  of  so  sublime  a  horror,  that  it  is  im- 
possible to  describe  them.     Yet,  in  the  midst  of  these  catas- 
trophes, swift  as  thought,  one  catches  sometimes  a  momen- 
tary glimpse  of  a  picture,  rapid  and  fleeting,  as  if  illumined, 
by  a  flash  of  lightning.  « 

Thus,  when  the  "Black  Eagle,"  poised  aloft  by  the  flood, 
was  about  to  crash  down  upon  the  "William  Tell,"  the 
young  man  with  the  angelic  countenance  and  fair,  waving 
locks  bent  over  the  prow  of  the  ship,  ready  to  cast  himself 
into  the  sea  to  save  some  victim.  Suddenly,  he  perceived 
on  board  the  steamer,  on  which  he  looked  down  from  the 
summit  of  the  immense  wave,  the  two  girls  extending  their 
arms  towards  him  in  supplication.  They  appeared  to  recog- 
nize him,  and  gazed  on  him  with  a  sort  of  ecstacy  and 
religious  homage ! 

For  a  second,  in  spite  of  the  horrors  of  the  tempest,  in 
spite  of  the  approaching  shipwreck,  the  looks  of  those  three 
beings  met.  The  features  of  the  young  man  were  expressive 
of  sudden  and  profound  pity ;  for  the  maidens  with  their 
hands  clasped  in  prayer,  seemed  to  invoke  him  as  their 
expected  Saviour.  The  old  man,  struck  down  by  the  fall  of 
a  plank,  lay  helpless  on  the  deck.  Soon  all  disappeared 
together. 

A  fearful  mass  of  water  dashed  the  "Black  Eagle"  down 
upon  the  "William  Tell,"  in  the  midst  of  a  cloud  of  boiling 
foam.  To  the  dreadful  crash  of  the  two  great  bodies  of 
wood  and  iron,  which  splintering  against  one  another,  in- 
stantly foundered,  one  loud  cry  was  added — a  cry  of  agony 
and  death — the  cry  of  a  hundred  human  creatures  swallowed 
up  at  once  by  the  waves  ! 

And  then — nothing  more  was  visible ! 

A  few  moments  after,  the  fragments  of  the  two  vessels 
appeared  in  the  trough  of  the  sea,  and  on  the  caps  of  the 
waves — with  here  and  there  the  contracted  arms,  the  livid 
and  despairing  faces  of  some  unhappy  wretches,  striving  to 
make  their  way  to  the  reefs  along  the  shore,  at  the  risk 
of  being  crushed  to  death  by  the  shock  of  the  furious 
breakers. 
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CHAPTER  XXV. 

THE    SHIPWRECK. 

While  the  bailiff  was  gone  to  the  sea-shore,  to  render 
help  to  those  of  the  passengers  who  might  escape  from  the 
inevitable  shipwreck,  M.  Rodin,  conducted  by  Catherine  to 
the  Green  Chamber,  had  there  found  the  articles  that  he  was 
to  take  with  him  to  Paris. 

After  passing  two  hours  in  this  apartment,  very  indif- 
ferent to  the  fate  of  the  shipwrecked  persons,  which  alone 
absorbed  the  attention  of  the  inhabitants  of  the  Castle,  Rodin 
returned  to  the  chamber  commonly  occupied  by  the  bailiff,  a 
room  which  opened  upon  a  long  gallery.  When  he  entered 
it  he  found  nobody  there.  Under  his  arm  he  held  a  casket, 
with  silver  fastenings,  almost  black  from  age,  whilst  one 
end  of  a  large  red  morocco  portfolio  projected  from  the 
breast-pocket  of  his  half-buttoned  great  coat. 

Had  the  cold  and  livid  countenance  of  the  Abbe 
d'Aigrigny's  secretary  been  able  to  express  joy  otherwise 
than  by  a  sarcastic  smile,  his  features  would  have  been 
radiant  with  delight;  for,  just  then,  he  was  under  the  influ- 
ence of  the  most  agreeable  thoughts.  Having  placed  the 
casket  upon  a  table,  it  was  with  marked  satisfaction  that  he 
thus  communed  with  himself : 

"All  goes  well.  It  was  prudent  to  keep  these  papers  here 
till  this  moment,  for  one  must  always  be  on  guard  against 
the  diabolical  spirit  of  that  Adrienne  de  Cardoville,  who 
appears  to  guess  instinctively  what  it  is  impossible  she  should 
know.  Fortunately,  the  time  approaches  when  we  shall 
have  no  more  need  to  fear  her.  Her  fate  will  be  a  cruel  one; 
it  must  be  so.  Those  proud,  independent  characters  are  at 
all  times  our  natural  enemies — they  are  so  by  their  very 
essence — how  much  more  when  they  show  themselves 
peculiarly  hurtful  and  dangerous!  As  for  La  Sainte-Co- 
lombe,  the  bailiff  is  sure  to  act  for  us ;  between  what  the 
fool  calls  his  conscience,  and  the  dread  of  being  at  his  age 
deprived  of  a  livelihood,  he  will  not  hesitate.  I  wish  to 
have  him  because  he  will  serve  us  better  than  a  stranger; 
his  having  been  here  twenty  years  will  prevent  all  suspicion 
on  the  part  of  that  dull  and  narrow-minded  woman.  Once 
in  the  hands  of  our  man  at  Roiville,  I  will  answer  for  the 
result.     The  course  of  all  such  gross  and  stupid  women  is 
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traced  beforehand:  in  their  youth,  they  serve  the  devil;  in 
riper  years,  they  make  others  serve  him;  in  their  old  ai^e, 
they  are  horribly  afraid  of  him  ;  and  this  fear  must  continue 
till  she  has  left  us  the  Chateau  de  Cardoville,  which,  from 
its  isolated  position,  will  make  us  an  excellent  college.  All 
then  goes  well.  As  for  the  affair  of  the  medals,  the  13th  of 
February  approaches,  without  news  from  Joshua — evidently. 
Prince  Djalma  is  still  kept  prisoner  by  the  English  in  the 
heart  of  India,  or  I  must  have  received  letters  from  Batavia. 
The  daughters  of  General  Simon  will  he  detained  at  Leipsic 
for  at  least  a  month  longer.  All  our  foreign  relations  are 
in  the  best  condition.     As  for  our  internal  affairs " 


Here  M.  Rodin  was  interrupted  in  the  current  of  his 
reflections  by  the  entrance  of  Madame  Dupont  who  was 
zealously  engaged  in  preparations  to  give  assistance  in  case  of 
need. 

"Now,"  said  she  to  the  servant,  "light  a  fire  in  the  next 
room ;  put  this  warm  wine  there ;  your  master  may  be  in 
every  minute." 

"Well,  my  dear  madam,"  said  Rodin  to  her,  "do  they 
hope  to  save  any  of  these  poor  creatures?" 

"Alas!  I  do  not  know,  sir.  My  husband  has  been  gone 
nearly  two  hours.  I  am  terribly  uneasy  on  his  account.  He 
is  so  courageous,  so  imprudent,  if  once  he  thinks  he  can  be 
of  any  service." 

"Courageous  even  to  imprudence,"  said  Rodin  to  himself, 
impatiently ;  "I  do  not  like  that." 

"Well,"  resumed  Catherine,  "I  have  here  at  hand  my  hot 
linen,  my  cordials — heaven  grant  it  may  all  be  of  use!" 

"We  may  at  least  hope  so,  my  dear  madam.  I  very  much 
regretted  that  my  age  and  weakness  did  not  permit  me  to 
assist  your  excellent  husband.  I  also  regret  not  being  able 
to  wait  for  the  issue  of  his  exertions,  and  to  wish  him  joy  if 
successful — for  I  am  unfortunately  compelled  to  depart,  my 
moments  are  precious.  I  shall  be  much  obliged  if  you  will 
have  the  carriage  got  ready." 

"Yes,  sir;  I  will  see  about  it  directly." 

"One  word,  my  dear,  good  Madame  Dupont.  You  are  a 
woman  of  sense,  and  excellent  judgment.  Now  I  have  put 
your  husband  in  the  way  to  keep,  if  he  will,  his  situation  as 
bailiff  of  the  estate " 

"Is  it  possible?     What  gratitude  do  we  not  owe  you  I 
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Without  this  place  what  would  become  of  us  at  our  time  of 
life?" 

"I  have  only  saddled  my  promise  with  two  conditions — 
mere  trifles — he  will  explain  all  that  to  you." 

"Ah,  sir !  we  shall  regard  you  as  our  deliverer." 

"You  are  too  good.     Only,  on  two  little  conditions " 

"If  there  were  a  hundred,  sir.  we  should  gladly  accept 
them.  Think  what  we  should  be  without  this  place — pen- 
niless— absolutely  penniless !" 

"I  reckon  upon  you  then ;  for  the  interest  of  your  husband, 
you  will  try  to  persuade  him." 

"Missus !  I  say,  missus !  here's  master  come  back,"  cried 
a  servant,  rushing  into  the  chamber. 

"Has  he  many  with  him?" 

"No,  missus ;  he  is  alone." 

"Alone!  alone?" 

"Quite  alone,  missus." 

A  few  moments  after,  M.  Dupont  entered  the  room ;  his 
clothes  were  streaming  with  water ;  to  keep  his  hat  on  in 
the  midst  of  the  storm,  he  had  tied  it  down  to  his  head  by 
means  of  his  cravat,  which  was  knotted  under  his  chin ;  his 
gaiters  were  covered  with  chalky  stains. 

"There  I  have  thee,  my  dear  love !"  cried  his  wife, 
tenderly  embracing  him.     "I  have  been  so  uneasy !" 

"Up  to  the  present  moment — three  saved." 

"God  be  praised,  my  dear  M.  Dupont !"  said  Rodin ;  "at 
least  your  efforts  will  not  have  been  all  in  vain." 

"Three,  only  three?"  said  Catherine.     "Gracious  heaven!" 

"I  only  speak  of  those  I  saw  myself,  near  the  little  creek 
of  Goelands.  Let  us  hope  there  may  be  more  saved  on 
other  parts  of  the  coast." 

"Yes,  indeed ;  happily,  the  shore  is  not  equally  steep  in  all 
parts." 

"And  where  are  these  interesting  sufferers,  my  dear  sir?" 
asked  Rodin,  who  could  not  avoid  remaining  a  few  instants 
longer. 

"They  are  mounting  the  cliffs,  supported  by  our  people. 
As  they  cannot  walk  very  fast,  I  ran  on  before  to  console  my 
wife,  and  to  take  the  necessary  measures  for  their  reception. 
First  of  all,  my  dear,  you  must  get  ready  some  women's 
clothes." 

"There  is  then  a  woman  amongst  the  persons  saved?" 
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"There  are  two  girls — fifteen  or  sixteen  years  of  age  at 
the  most — mere  children — and  so  pretty  !" 

"Poor  little  things!"  said  Rodin,  with  an  affectation  of 
interest. 

"The  person  to  whom  they  owe  their  lives  is  with  them. 
He  is  a  real  hero !" 

"A  hero?" 

"Yes;  only  fanc\ " 

"You  can  tell  me  all  this  by  and  by.  Just  slip  on  this  dry 
warm  dressing-gown,  and  take  some  of  this  hot  wine.  You 
are  wet  through." 

"I'll  not  refuse,  for  I  am  almost  frozen  to  death.  I  was 
telling  you  that  the  person  who  saved  these  young  girls  was 
a  hero ;  and  certainly  his  courage  was  beyond  anything  one 
could  have  imagined.  When  I  left  here  with  the  men  of  the 
farm,  we  descended  the  little  winding  path,  and  arrived  at 
the  foot  of  the  cliff — near  the  little  creek  of  Goelands,  for- 
tunately somewhat  sheltered  from  the  waves  by  five  or  six 
enormous  masses  of  rock  stretching  out  into  the  sea.  Well, 
what  should  we  find  there?  Why,  the  two  young  girls  I 
spoke  of,  in  a  swoon,  with  their  feet  still  in  the  water,  and 
their  bodies  resting  against  a  rock,  as  though  they  had  been 
placed  there  by  some  one,  after  being  withdrawn  from  tha 
sea." 

"Dear  children!  it  is  quite  touching!"  said  M.  Rodin, 
raising,  as  usual,  the  tip  of  his  little  finger  to  the  corner  of 
his  right  eye,  as  though  to  dry  a  tear,  which  was  very  seldom 
visible. 

"What  struck  me  was  their  great  resemblance  to  each 
other,"  resumed  the  bailiff;  "only  one  in  the  habit  of  seeing 
them  could  tell  the  difference." 

"Twin-sisters,  no  doubt,"  said  Madame  Dupont. 

"One  of  the  poor  things,"  continued  the  bailiff,  "held 
between  her  clasped  hands  a  little  bronze  medal,  which  was 
suspended  from  her  neck  by  a  chain  of  the  same  material." 

Rodin  generally  maintained  a  very  stooping  posture ;  but 
at  these  last  words  of  the  bailiff,  he  drew  himself  up  sud- 
denly, whilst  a  faint  color  spread  itself  over  his  livid  cheeks. 
In  any  other  person,  these  symptoms  would  have  appeared 
of  little  consequence;  but  in  Rodin,  accustomed  for  long 
years  to  control  and  dissimulate  his  emotions,  they  announced 
no  ordinary  excitement.  Approaching  the  bailiff,  he  said  to 
him   in  a   slightly  agitated   voice,   but   still   with   an   air   of 
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indifference:    "It  was  doubtless  a  pious  relic.    Did  you  see 
what  was  inscribed  on  this  medal?" 

"No,  sir;  I  did  not  think  of  it." 

"And  the  two  young  girls  were  like  one  another — very 
much  like,  you  say?" 

"So  like,  that  one  would  hardly  know  which  was  which. 
Probably  they  are  orphans,  for  they  are  dressed  in 
mourning." 

"Oh!  dressed  in  mourning?"  said  M.  Rodin,  with  another 
start. 

"Alas!  orphans  so  young!"  said  Madame  Dupont,  wiping 
her  eyes. 

"As  they  had  fainted  away,  we  carried  them  further  on 
to  a  place  where  the  sand  was  quite  dry.  While  we  were 
busy  about  this,  we  saw  the  head  of  a  man  appear  from 
behind  one  of  the  rocks,  which  he  was  trying  to  climb, 
clinging  to  it  by  one  hand ;  we  ran  to  him,  and  luckily  in 
the  nick  of  time,  for  he  was  clean  worn  out,  and  fell 
exhausted  into  the  arms  of  our  men.  It  was  of  him  I  spoke 
when  I  talked  of  a  hero ;  for,  not  content  with  having  saved 
the  two  young  girls  by  his  admirable  courage,  he  had 
attempted  to  rescue  a  third  person,  and  had  actually  gone 
back  amongst  the  rocks  and  breakers — but  his  strength 
failed  him,  and,  without  the  aid  of  our  men,  he  would  cer- 
tainly have  been  washed  away  from  the  ridge  to  which  he 
dung." 

"He  must  indeed  be  a  fine  fellow !"  said  Catherine. 

Rodin,  with  his  head  bowed  upon  his  breast,  seemed  quite 
indifferent  to  this  conversation.  The  dismay  and  stupor,  in 
which  he  had  been  plunged,  only  increased  upon  reflection. 
The  two  girls,  who  had  just  been  saved,  were  fifteen  years 
of  age ;  were  dressed  in  mourning ;  were  so  like,  that  one 
might  be  taken  for  the  other ;  one  of  them  wore  round  her 
neck  a  chain  with  a  bronze  medal ;  he  could  scarcely  doubt 
that  they  were  the  daughters  of  General  Simon.  But  how 
could  those  sisters  be  amongst  the  number  of  shipwrecked 
passengers  ?  How  could  they  have  escaped  from  the  prison 
at  Leipsic?  How  did  it  happen,  that  he  had  not  been 
informed  of  it?  Could  they  have  fled,  or  had  they  been  set 
at  liberty?  How  was  it  possible  that  he  should  not  be 
apprised  of  such  an  event?  But  these  secondary  thoughts, 
which  offered  themselves  in  crowds  to  the  mind  of  M.  Rodin, 
were  swallowed  up  in  the  one  fact:  "the  daughters  of  Gen- 
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eral    Simon    are    here !" — His    plan,    so    laboriously    laid. 
was  thus  entirely  destroyed. 

"When  I  speak  of  the  deliverer  of  these  young  girl 
resumed  the  bailiff,  addressing  his  wile,  and  without  remark- 
ing M.  Rodin's  absence  of  mind,  "you  are  expecting  no  doubt 
to  see  a  Hercules? — well,  he  is  altogether  the  reverse.  Ik- 
is  almost  a  boy  in  look,  with  fair,  sweet  face,  and  light, 
curling  locks.  I  left  him  a  cloak  to  cover  him.  for  he  had 
in 'thing  on  but  his  shirt,  black  knee-breeches,  and  a  pair  of 
black  worsted  stockings — which  struck  me  as  singular." 

"Why,  it  was  certainly  not  a  sailor's  dress." 

"Besides,  though  the  ship  was  English,  I  believe  my  hero 
is  a  Frenchman,  for  he  speaks  our  language  as  well  as  we 
do.  What  brought  the  tears  to  my  eyes,  was  to  see  the 
young  girls,  when  they  came  to  themselves.  As  soon  as  they 
saw  him,  they  threw  themselves  at  his  feet,  and  seemed  to 
look  up  to  him  and  thank  him,  as  one  would  pray.  Then 
they  cast  their  eyes  around  them,  as  if  in  search  of  some 
other  person,  and.  having  exchanged  a  few  words,  they  fell 
sobbing  into  each  other's  arms." 

"What  a  dreadful  thing  it  is!  How  many  poor  creatures 
must  have  perished !" 

"When  we  quitted  the  rocks,  the  sea  had  already  cast 
ashore  seven  dead  bodies,  besides  fragments  of  the  wrecks, 
and  packages.  I  spoke  to  some  of  the  coast-guard,  and  they 
will  remain  all  day  on  the  look-out ;  and  if,  as  I  hope,  any 
more  should  escape  with  life,  they  are  to  be  brought  here. 
But  surely  that  is  the  sound  of  voices ! — yes,  it  is  our  ship- 
wrecked guests  !" 

The  bailiff  and  his  wife  ran  to  the  door  of  the  room — that 
door,  which  opened  on  the  long  gallery — whilst  Rodin,  biting 
convulsively  his  flat  nails,  awaited  with  angry  impatience 
the  arrival  of  the  strangers.  A  touching  picture  soon  pre- 
sented it-elf  to  his  view. 

From  the  end  of  the  darksome  gallery,  only  lighted  on  one 
side  by  several  windows,  three  persons,  conducted  by  a 
peasant,  advanced  slowly.  This  group  consisted  of  the  two 
maidens,  and  the  intrepid  young  man  to  whom  they  owed 
their  lives.  Rose  and  Blanche  were  on  either  side  of  their 
deliverer,  who.  walking  with  great  difficulty,  supported  him- 
self lightly  on  their  arms. 

Though  he  was  full  twenty-five  years  of  age,  the  juvenile 
countenance  of  this  man  made  him  appear  younger.     His 
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long,  fair  hair,  parted  on  the  forehead,  streamed  wet  ana 
smooth  over  the  collar  of  a  large  brown  cloak,  with  which 
he  had  been  covered.  It  would  be  difficult  to  describe  the 
adorable  expression  of  goodness  in  his  pale,  mild  face,  as 
pure  as  the  most  ideal  creations  of  Raphael's  pencil — for 
that  divine  artist  alone  could  have  caught  the  melancholy- 
grace  of  those  exquisite  features,  the  serenity  of  that  celestial 
look,  from  eyes  limpid  and  blue  as  those  of  an  archangel,  or 
of  a  martyr  ascended  to  the  skies. 

Yes,  of  a  martyr !  for  a  blood-red  halo  already  encircled 
that  beauteous  head.  Piteous  sight  to  see !  just  above  his 
light  eyebrows,  and  rendered  still  more  visible  by  the  effect 
of  the  cold,  a  narrow  cicatrix,  from  a  wound  inflicted  many 
months  before,  appeared  to  encompass  his  fair  forehead  with 
a  purple  band;  and  (still  more  sad!)  his  hands  had  been 
cruelly  pierced  by  a  crucifixion — his  feet  had  suffered  the 
same  injury — and,  if  he  now  walked  with  so  much  difficulty, 
it  was  that  his  wounds  had  reopened,  as  he  struggled  over 
the  sharp  rocks. 

This  young  man  was  Gabriel,  the  priest  attached  to  the 
foreign  mission,  the  adopted  son  of  Dagobert's  wife.  He 
was  a  priest  and  martyr — for,  in  our  days,  there  are  still 
martyrs,  as  in  the  time  when  the  Caesars  flung  the  early 
Christians  to  the  lions  and  tigers  of  the  circus. 

Yes,  in  our  days,  the  children  of  the  people — for  it  is 
almost  always  amongst  them  that  heroic  and  disinterested 
devotion  may  still  be  found — the  children  of  the  people,  led 
by  an  honorable  conviction,  because  it  is  courageous  and 
sincere,  go  to  all  parts  of  the  world,  to  try  and  propagate 
their  faith,  and  brave  both  torture  and  death  with  the  most 
unpretending  valor. 

How  many  of  them,  victims  of  some  barbarous  tribe,  have 
perished,  obscure  and  unknown,  in  the  midst  of  the  solitudes 
of  the  two  worlds ! — And  for  these  humble  soldiers  of  the 
cross,  who  have  nothing  but  their  faith  and  their  intrepidity, 
there  is  never  reserved  on  their  return  (and  they  seldom 
do  return)  the  rich  and  sumptuous  dignities  of  the  church. 
Never  does  the  purple  or  the  mitre  conceal  their  scarred 
brows  and  mutilated  limbs ;  like  the  great  majority  of  other 
soldiers,  they  die  forgotten.* 


*  We  always  remember  with  emotion  the  end  of  a  letter  written,  two 
or  three  years  ago,  by  one  of  these  young  and  valiant  missionaries,  the 
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Tn  their  ingenuous  gratitude,  the  daughters  of   General 

on,  as  soon  as  they  recovered  their  senses  after  the 
shipwreck,  and  felt  themselves  ahle  to  ascend  the  cliffs, 
would  not  leave  to  any  other  person  the  care  of  sustaining 
the  faltering  steps  of  him  who  had  rescued  them  from  certain 
death. 

The  hlack  garments  of  Rose  and  Blanche  streamed  with 
water;  their  laces  were  deadly  pale,  and  expressive  of  deep 
grief :  the  marks  of  recent  tears  were  on  their  cheeks,  and, 
with  sad,  downcast  eyes,  they  tremhled  hoth  from  agitation 
and  cold,  as  the  agonizing  thought  recurred  to  them,  that 
they  should  never  again  see  Dagobert,  their  friend  and 
guide ;  for  it  was  to  him  that  Gahriel  had  stretched  forth  a 
helping  hand,  to  assist  him  to  climh  the  rocks.  Unfor- 
tunately the  strength  of  both  had  failed,  and  the  soldier  had 
been  carried  away  by  a  retreating  wave. 

The  sight  of  Gabriel  was  a  fresh  surprise  for  Rodin,  who 
had  retired  on  one  side,  in  order  to  observe  all ;  but  this 
surprise  was  of  so  pleasant  a  nature,  and  he  felt  so  much  joy 
in  beholding  the  missionary  safe  after  such  imminent  peril, 
that  the  painful  impression,  caused  by  the  view  of  General 
Simon's  daughters,  was  a  little  softened.  It  must  not  be 
forgotten,  that  the  presence  of  Gabriel  in  Paris,  on  the  13th 
of  February,  was  essential  to  the  success  of  Rodin's  projects. 

The  bailiff  and  his  wife,  who  were  greatly  moved  at  sight 
of  the  orphans,  approached  them  with  eagerness.  Just  then 
a  farm-boy  entered  the  room,  crying :  "Sir !  sir !  good  news 
— two  more  saved  from  the  wreck  1" 

"Blessing  and  praise  to  God  for  it !"  said  the  missionary. 

"Where  are  they?"  asked  the  bailiff,  hastening  towards 
the  door. 

"There  is  one  who  can  walk,  and  is  following  behind  me 
with  Justin  ;  the  other  was  wounded  against  the  rocks,  and 
they  ar    carrying  him  on  a  litter  made  of  branche 

"I  will  run  and  have  him  placed  in  the  room  below,"  said 


son  of  poor  parents  in  Beauce.    He  was  writing  to  his  mother  from  the 

heart  of  Japan,  and  thus  concluded  his  letter  :  "Adieu,  my  dear  mother ! 

they  say  there  is  much  danger  where  I  am  now  Pray  for  me, 

•ell  all  our  good  neighbors  that  I  think  of  them  very  often."   '! 
words,  addressed  from  the  centre  of  A-ia  to  P"->r  peasants  in  a 
let  of  France,  are  only  the  more  touching  from  their  very  sim- 

phcitv.— E.  S. 
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the  bailiff,  as  he  went  out.  "Catherine,  you  can  look  to  the 
young  ladies." 

"And  the  shipwrecked  man  who  can  walk — where  is  he?" 
asked  the  bailiff's  wife. 

"Here  he  is,"  said  the  peasant,  pointing  to  some  one  who 
came  rapidly  along  the  gallery ;  "when  he  heard  that  the 
two  young  ladies  were  safe  in  the  chateau — though  he  is  old, 
and  wounded  in  the  head,  he  took  such  great  strides,  that  it 
was  all  I  could  do  to  get  here  before  him." 

Hardly  had  the  peasant  pronounced  these  words,  when 
Rose  and  Blanche,  springing  up  by  a  common  impulse,  flew 
to  the  door.  They  arrived  there  at  the  same  moment  as 
Dagobert. 

The  soldier,  unable  to  utter  a  syllable,  fell  on  his  knees  at 
the  threshold,  and  extended  his  arms  to  the  daughters  of 
General  Simon ;  while  Spoil-sport,  running  to  them,  licked 
their   hands. 

But  the  emotion  was  too  much  for  Dagobert;  and,  when 
he  had  clasped  the  orphans  in  his  arms,  his  head  fell  back- 
ward, and  he  would  have  sunk  down  altogether,  but  for  the 
care  of  the  peasants.  In  spite  of  the  observations  of  the 
bailiff's  wife,  on  their  state  of  weakness  and  agitation,  the 
two  young  girls  insisted  on  accompanying  Dagobert,  who 
was  carried  fainting  into  an  adjoining  apartment. 

At  sight  of  the  soldier,  Rodin's  face  was  again  violently 
contracted,  for  he  had  till  then  believed  that  the  guide  of 
General  Simon's  daughters  was  dead.  The  missionary, 
worn  out  with  fatigue,  was  leaning  upon  a  chair,  and  had 
not  yet  perceived  Rodin. 

A  new  personage,  a  man  with  a  dead  yellow  complexion, 
now  entered  the  room,  accompanied  by  another  peasant,  who 
pointed  out  Gabriel  to  him.  This  man,  who  had  just  bor- 
rowed a  smock-frock  and  a  pair  of  trousers,  approached  the 
missionary,  and  said  to  him  in  Franch,  but  with  a  foreign 
accent :  "Prince  Djalma  has  just  been  brought  in  here.  His 
first  word  was  to  ask  for  you." 

"What  does  that  man  say?"  cried  Rodin,  in  a  voice  of 
thunder ;  for,  at  the  name  of  Djalma,  he  had  sprung  with 
one  bound  to  Gabriel's  side. 

"M.  Rodin!"  exclaimed  the  missionary,  falling  back  in 
surprise. 

"M.   Rodin,"  cried  the  other   shipwrecked   person;  and 
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from  that  moment,  he  kept  his  eve  fixed  on  the  correspondent 
of  M.  Van  Dael. 

"You  here,  sir?"  said  Gabriel,  approaching  Rodin  with 
an  air  of  deference,  not  unmixed  with  fear. 

'"What  did  that  man  say  to  you?'*  repeated  Rodin,  in  an 
excited  tone.    "Did  he  not  utter  the  name  of  Prince  Djalma  ?" 

"Yes,  sir;   Prince  Djalma  was  one  of  the  pa 
board  the  English  ship,  which  came  from  Alexandria,  and 
in  which  we  have  just  been  wrecked.     This  :hed 

at  the  Azores,  where  I  then  was  ;  the  ship  that  brought  me 
from  Charlestown  having  been  obliged  to  put  in  there,  and 
being  likely  to  remain  for  some  time,  on  account  of  serious 
damage,  I  embarked  on  board  the  'Black  Eagle.'  where  I 
met  Prince  Djalma.  We  were  bound  to  Portsmouth,  and 
from  thence  my  intention  was  to  proceed  to  France." 

Rodin  did  not  care  to  interrupt  Gabriel.  This  new  shock 
had  completely  paralyzed  his  thoughts.  At  length,  like  a 
man  who  catches  at  a  last  hope,  which  he  knows  beforehand 
to  be  vain,  he  said  to  Gabriel :  "Can  you  tell  me  who  this 
Prince  Djalma  is  ?  '" 

"A  young  man  as  good  as  brave — the  son  of  an  East 
Indian  king,  dispossessed  of  his  territory  by  the  English." 

Then,  turning  towards  the  other  shipwrecked  man.  the 
missionary  said  to  him  with  anxious  interest:  '"flow  is  the 
Prince?  are  hi^  wounds  dangerous?'' 

"They  are  serious  contusions,  but  they  will  not  be  mortal," 
answered  the  other. 

"Heaven  be  praised!"  said  the  missionary,  addressing 
Rodin  ;  "here,  you  see,  is  another  saved." 

"So  much  the  better,"  observed  Rodin,  in  a  quick,  imperi- 
ous tone. 

"I  will  go  see  him."  said  Gabriel,  submissively.  "You 
have  no  orders  to  give  me? " 

"Will  you  be  able  to  leave  this  place  in  two  or  three  hours, 
notwithstanding  your  fatigue?" 

"If  it  be  necessary— yes." 

"It  is  necessary.     You  will  go  with  me." 

Gabriel  only  bowed  in  reply,  and  Rodin  sank  confounded 
into  a  chair,  while  the  missionary  went  out  with  the  peasant. 
The  man  with  the  sallow  complexion  still  lingered  in  a  corner 
o*  the  room,  unperceived  by  Rodin. 

This  man  was  Faringhea.  the  half-caste,  one  of  the  threi 
chiefs  of  the  Stranglers.    Having  escaped  the  pursuit  of  the 
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soldiers  in  the  ruins  of  Tchandi,  he  had  killed  Mahal  the 
Smuggler,  and  robbed  him  of  the  despatches  written  by  M. 
Joshua  Van  Dael  to  Rodin,  as  also  of  the  letter  by  which 
the  smuggler  was  to  have  been  received  as  passenger  on 
board  the  "Ruyter."  When  Faringhea  left  the  hut  in  the 
ruins  of  Tchandi,  he  had  not  been  seen  by  Djalma ;  and  the 
latter,  when  he  met  him  on  shipboard,  after  his  escape 
(which  we  shall  explain  by  and  by),  not  knowing  that  he 
belonged  to  the  sect  of  Phansegars,  treated  him  during  the 
voyage  as  a  fellow-countryman. 

Rodin,  with  his  eye  fixed  and  haggard,  his  countenance  of 
a  livid  hue,  biting  his  nails  to  the  quick  in  silent  rage,  did 
not  perceive  the  half-caste,  who  quietly  approached  him  and 
laying  his  hand  familiarly  on  his  shoulder,  said  to  him: 
"Your  name  is  Rodin?" 

"What  now?"  asked  the  other,  starting,  and  raising  his 
head  abruptly. 

"Your  name  is  Rodin?"  repeated  Faringhea. 
"Yes.    What  do  you  want?"  . 

"You  live  in  the  Rue  du  Milieu-des-Ursins,  Paris?" 
"Yes.     But,  once  more,  what  do  you  want?" 
"Nothing  now,  brother :  hereafter,  much !" 
And    Faringhea,    retiring,    with    slow    steps,    left    Rodin 
alarmed  at   what   had  passed ;   for  this   man,   who   scarcely 
trembled  at  anything,  had  quailed  before  the  dark  look  and 
grim  visage  of  the  Strangler. 


CHAPTER  XXVI. 

THE    DEPARTURE    FOR    PARIS. 

The  most  profound  silence  reigns  throughout  Cardoville 
House.  The  tempest  has  lulled  by  degrees,  and  nothing  is 
heard  from  afar  but  the  hoarse  murmur  of  the  waves,  as 
they  wash  heavily  the  shore. 

Dagobert  and  the  orphans  have  been  lodged  in  warm  and 
comfortable  apartments  on  the  first-floor  of  the  chateau. 
Djalma,  too  severely  hurt  to  be  carried  upstairs,  has  remained 
in  a  room  below.  At  the  moment  of  the  shipwreck,  a  weep- 
ing mother  had  placed  her  child  in  his  arms.  He  had  failed 
in  the  attempt  to  snatch  this  unfortunate  infant  from  certain 
death,  but  his  generous  devotion  had  hampered  his  move* 
ments,  and  when  thrown  upon  the  rocks,   he  was  almost 
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dashed  to  pieces.    Faringhea,  who  has  been  able  to  convince 
him  of  his  affection,  remains  to  watch  over  him. 

Gabriel,  after  administering  consolation  to  Djalma.  has 
reascended  to  the  chamber  allotted  to  him;  faithful  to  the 
promise  he  made  to  Rodin,  to  be  ready  to  set  out  in  two 
hours,  he  has  not  gone  to  bed;  but,  having  dried  his  clothes, 
he  has  fallen  asleep  in  a  large,  high-backed  arm-chair,  placed 
in  front  of  a  bright  coal-lire.  His  apartment  is  situated 
near  those  occupied  by  Dagobert  and  the  two  sisters. 

Spoil-sport,  probably  quite  at  his  ease  in  so  respectable  a 
dwelling,  has  quitted  the  door  of  Rose  and  Blanche's  cham- 
ber, to  lie  down  and  warm  himself  at  the  hearth,  by  the 
side  of  which  the  missionary  is  sleeping.  There,  with  his 
nose  resting  on  his  outstretched  paws,  he  enjoys  a  feeling  of 
perfect  comfort  and  repose,  after  so  many  perils  by  land  and 
sea.  We  will  not  venture  to  affirm,  that  he  thinks  habitually 
of  poor  old  Jovial ;  unless  we  recognize  as  a  token  of  remem- 
brance on  his  part,  his  irresistible  propensity  to  bite  all  the 
white  horses  he  has  met  with,  ever  since  the  death  of 
his  venerable  companion,  though  before,  he  was  the  most 
inoffensive  of  dogs  with  regard  to  horses  of  every  color. 

Presently  one  of  the  doors  of  the  chamber  opened,  and 
the  two  sisters  entered  timidly.  Awake  for  some  minutes, 
they  had  risen  and  dressed  themselves,  feeling  still  some 
uneasiness  with  respect  to  Dagobert;  though  the  bailitT's 
wife,  after  showing  them  to  their  room,  had  returned  again 
to  tell  them  that  the  village  doctor  found  nothing  serious  in 
the  hurt  of  the  old  soldier,  still  they  hoped  to  meet  some 
one  belonging  to  the  chateau,  of  whom  they  could  make 
further  inquiries  about  him. 

The  high  back  of  the  old-fashioned  arm-chair,  in  which 
Gabriel  was  sleeping,  completely  screened  him  from  view ; 
but  the  orphans,  seeing  their  canine  friend  lying  quietly  at 
his  feet,  thought  it  was  Dagobert  reposing  there,  and  has- 
tened towards  him  on  tip-toe.  To  their  great  astoni>hment, 
they  saw  Gabriel  fast  asleep,  and  stood  still  in  confusion,  not 
daring  to  advance  or  recede,  for  fear  of  waking  him. 

The  long,  light  hair  of  the  missionary  was  no  longer  wet, 
and  now  curled  naturally  round  his  neck  and  shoulders ; 
the  paleness  of  his  complexion  was  the  more  striking,  fi 
the  contrast  afforded  by  the  deep  purple  of  the  damask 
covering  of  the  arm-chair.  His  beautiful  countenance 
expressed  a  profound  melancholy,  either  caused  by  the  infill- 
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ence  of  some  painful  dream,  or  else  that  he  was  in  the 
habit  of  keeping  down,  when  awake,  some  sad  regrets,  which 
revealed  themselves  without  his  knowledge  when  he  was 
Bleeping.  Notwithstanding  this  appearance  of  bitter  grief, 
his  features  preserved  their  character  of  angelic  sweetness, 
and  seemed  endowed  with  an  inexpressible  charm,  for  noth- 
ing is  more  touching  than  suffering  goodness.  The  two 
young  girls  cast  down  their  eyes,  blushed  simultaneously,  and 
exchanged  anxious  glances,  as  if  to  point  out  to  each  other 
the  slumbering  missionary. 

"He  sleeps,  sister,"  said  Rose  in  a  low  voice. 

"So  much  the  better,"  replied  Blanche,  also  in  a  whisper, 
making  a  sign  of  caution ;  "we  shall  now  be  able  to  observe 
him  well." 

"Yes,  for  we  durst  not  do  so,  in  coming  from  the  sea 
hither." 

"Look!  what  a  sweet  countenance!" 

"He  is  just  the  same  as  we  saw  him  in  our  dreams." 

"When  he  promised  he  would  protect  us." 

"And  he  has  not  failed  us." 

"But  here,  at  least,  he  is  visible." 

"Not  as  it  was  in  the  prison  at  Leipsic,  during  that  dark 
night." 

"And  so — he  has  again  rescued  us." 

"Without  him,  we  should  have  perished  this  morning." 

"And  yet,  sister,  it  seems  to  me,  that  in  our  dreams  his 
countenance  shone  with  light." 

"Yes,  you  know  it  dazzled  us  to  look  at  him." 

"And  then  he  had  not  so  sad  a  mien." 

"That  was  because  he  came  then  from  heaven;  now  he  is 
upon  earth." 

"But,  sister,  had  he  then  that  bright  red  scar  round  his 
forehead  ?" 

"Oh,  no !  we  should  have  certainly  perceived  it." 

"And  these  other  marks  on  his  hands?" 

"If  he  has  been  wounded,  how  can  he  be  an  archangel?" 

"Why  not,  sister?  If  he  received  those  wounds  in  pre- 
venting evil,  or  in  helping  the  unfortunate,  who,  like  us, 
were  about  to  perish?" 

"You  are  right.  If  he  did  not  run  any  danger  for  those 
he  protects,  it  would  be  less  noble." 

"What  a  pity  that  he  does  not  open  his  eyes!" 

"Their  expression  is  so  good,  so  tender!" 
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•''Why  did  he  not  speak  of  our  mother,  by  the  way?" 

"We  were  not  alone  with  him ;  he  did  not  like  to  do  so." 

"But  now  we  arc  alone." 

"If  we  were  to  pray  to  him  to  speak  to  us?" 

The  orphans  looked  doubtingly  at  each  other,  with  charm- 
ing simplicity  ;  a  bright  glow  suffused  their  cheeks,  and  their 
young  bosoms  heaved  gently  beneath  their  black  dresses. 

"You  are  right.     Let  us  kneel  down  to  him." 

"Oh,  sister!  our  hearts  beat  so!"  said  Blanche,  believing 
rightly,  that  Rose  felt  exactly  as  she  did.  "And  yet  it 
seems  to  do  us  good.  It  is  as  if  some  happiness  were  going 
to  befall  us." 

The  sisters,  having  approached  the  arm-chair  on  tip-toe, 
knelt  down  with  clasped  hands,  one  to  the  right  the  other 
to  the  left  of  the  young  priest.  It  was  a  charming  picture. 
Turning  their  lovely  faces  towards  him,  they  said  in  a  low 
whisper,  with  a  soft,  sweet  voice,  well  suited  to  their  youth- 
ful appearance:     "Gabriel !  speak  to  us  of  our  mother!" 

On  this  appeal,  the  missionary  gave  a  slight  start,  half- 
opened  his  eyes,  and,  still  in  a  state  of  semi-consciousness, 
between  sleep  and  waking,  beheld  those  two  beauteous  faces 
turned  towards  him,  and  heard  two  gentle  voices  repeat  his 
name. 

"Who  calls  me?"  said  he,  rousing  himself,  and  raising 
his  head. 

"It  is  Blanche  and  Rose." 

It  was  now  Gabriel's  turn  to  blush,  for  he  recognized  the 
young  girls  he  had  saved.  "Rise,  my  sisters!"  said  he  to 
them ;  "you  should  kneel  only  unto  God." 

The  orphans  obeyed,  and  were  soon  beside  him,  holding 
each  other  by  the  hand.  "You  know  my  name,  it  seems," 
said  the  missionary  with  a  smile. 

"Oh,  we  have  not  forgotten  it!" 

"Who  told  it  you?" 

"Yourself." 

"I?" 

"Yes — when  you  came  from  our  mother." 

"I,  my  sisters?"  said  the  missionary,  unable  to  compre- 
hend the  words  of  the  orphans.  "You  are  mistaken,  2 
saw  you  to-day   for  the  first  time." 

"But  in  our  dreams?" 

"Yes — do  you  not  remember? — in  our  dreams." 
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"In  Germany — three  months  ago,  for  the  first  time.  Look 
at  us  well." 

Gabriel  could  not  help  smiling  at  the  simplicity  of  Rose 
and  Blanche,  who  expected  him  to  remember  a  dream  of 
theirs;  growing  more  and  more  perplexed,  he  repeated: 
"In  your  dreams?" 

"Certainly ;  when  you  gave  us  such  good  advice." 

"And  when  we  were  so  sorrowful  in  prison,  your  wox'ds, 
which  we  remembered,  consoled  us,  and  gave  us  courage." 

"Was  it  not  you,  who  delievered  us  from  the  prison  at 
Leipsic,  in  that  dark  night,  when  we  were  not  able  to  see 
you  ?" 

"I !" 

"What  other  but  you  would  thus  have  come  to  our  help, 
and  to  that  of  our  old  friend?" 

"We  told  him,  that  you  would  love  him,  because  he  loved 
us,  although  he  would  not  believe  in  angels." 

"And  this  morning,  during  the  tempest,  we  had  hardly 
any  fear." 

"Because  we  expected  you." 

"This  morning — yes,  my  sisters — it  pleased  heaven  to 
send  me  to  your  assistance.  I  was  coming  from  America,  but 
I  have  never  been  in  Leipsic,  I  could  not,  therefore,  have 
let  you  out  of  prison.  Tell  me,  my  sisters,"  added  he,  with 
a  benevolent  smile,  "for  whom  do  you  take  me?" 

"For  a  good  angel,  whom  we  have  seen  already  in  dreams, 
sent  by  our  mother  from  heaven  to  protect  us." 

"My  dear  sisters,  I  am  only  a  poor  priest.  It  is  by  mere 
chance,  no  doubt,  that  I  bear  some  resemblance  to  the  angel 
you  have  seen  in  your  dreams,  and  whom  you  could  not  see 
in  any  other  manner — for  angels  are  not  visible  to  mortal 
eye." 

"Angels  are  not  visible?"  said  the  orphans,  looking  sor- 
rowfully at  each  other. 

"No  matter,  my  dear  sisters,"  said  Gabriel,  taking  them 
affectionately  by  the  hand ;  "dreams,  like  everything  else, 
come  from  above.  Since  the  remembrance  of  your  mother 
was  mixed  up  with  this  dream,  it  is  twice  blessed." 

At  this  moment  a  door  opened,  and  Dagobert  made  his 
appearance.  Up  to  this  time,  the  orphans,  in  their  innocent 
ambition  to  be  protected  by  an  archangel,  had  quite  forgotten 
the  circumstance  that  Dagobert's  wife  had  adopted  a  for- 
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saken  child,  who  was  called  Gabriel,  and  who  was  now  a 
priest  and  missionary. 

The  soldier,  though  obstinate  in  maintaining  that  his  hurt 
was  i  > : 1 1  \  a  blank  wound  i  to  use  a  term  of  <  reneral  Simon 
had  allowed  it  to  be  carefully  dressed  by  the  surgeon  of  the 

village,  and  now  wore  a  black  bandage,  which  concealed  one 
half  of  his  forehead,  and  added  to  the  natural  grimness  of 
his  features.  On  entering  the  room,  he  was  not  a  little 
surprised  to  see  a  stranger  holding  the  hands  of  Rose  and 
Blanche  familiarly  in  his  own.  This  surprise  was  natural, 
for  Dagobert  did  not  know  that  the  missionary  had  saved 
the  lives  of  the  orphans,  and  had  attempted  to  save  his  also. 

In  the  midst  of  the  storm,  tossed  about  by  the  waves,  and 
vainly  striving  to  cling  to  the  rocks,  the  soldier  had  only 
seen  Gabriel  very  imperfectly,  at  the  moment  when,  having 
snatched  the  sisters  from  certain  death,  the  young  priest 
had  fruitlessly  endeavored  to  come  to  his  aid.  And  when, 
after  the  shipwreck,  Dagobert  had  found  the  orphans  in 
safety  beneath  the  roof  of  the  Manor  House,  he  fell,  as  we 
have  already  stated,  into  a  swoon,  caused  by  fatigue,  emotion, 
and  the  effects  of  his  wound — so  that  he  had  again  no  oppor- 
tunity of  observing  the  features  of  the  missionary. 

The  veteran  began  to  frown  from  beneath  his  black 
bandage  and  thick,  gray  brows,  at  beholding  a  stranger  so 
familiar  with  Rose  and  Blanche;  but  the  sisters  ran  to  throw 
themselves  into  his  arms,  and  to  cover  him  with  filial  caresses 
His  anger  was  soon  dissipated  by  these  marks  of  affection, 
though  he  continued,  from  time  to  time,  to  cast  a  suspicious 
glance  at  the  missionary,  who  had  risen  from  his  seat,  but 
whose  countenance  he  could  not  well  distinguish. 

"How  is  your  wound?"  asked  Rose,  anxiously.  "They 
told  us  it  was  not  dangerous." 

"Does  it  still  pain?"  added  Blanche. 

"No,  children;  the  surgeon  of  the  village  would  band 
me  up  in  this  manner.     If  my  head  was  carbonadoed  with 
sabre  cuts.   I   could  not  have  more  wrappings.     They  will 
take  me  for  an  old  milksop;  it  is  only  a  blank  wound,  and 

I  have  a  good  mind  to "  And  therewith  the  soldier  rai 

one  of  his  hands  to  the  bandage. 

"Will  you  leave  that  alone?"  cried  Rose  catching  his  arm. 
"How  can  you  he  so  unreasonable — at  your  ag 

"Well,  well!  don't  scold!  I  will  do  what  you  wish,  and 
keep  it  on."     Then,  drawing  the  sisters  to  one  end  of  the 
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room,  he  said  to  them  in  a  low  voice,  whilst  he  looked  at  the 
young  priest  from  the  corner  of  his  eye:  "Who  is  that 
gentleman  who  was  holding  your  hands  when  I  came  in? 
He  has  very  much  the  look  of  a  curate.  You  see,  my 
children,  you  must  be  on  your  guard ;  because " 

"He?"  cried  both  sisters  at  once,  turning  towards  Gabriel. 
"Without  him,  we  should  not  now  be  here  to  kiss  you." 

"What's  that?"  cried  the  soldier,  suddenly  drawing  up 
his  tall  figure,  and  gazing  full  at  the  missionary. 

"It  is  our  guardian  angel,"  resumed  Blanche. 

"Without  him,"  said  Rose,  "we  must  have  perished  this 
morning  in  the  shipwreck." 

"Ah !  it  is  he,  who "  Dagobert  could  say  no  more. 

With  swelling  heart,  and  tears  in  his  eyes,  he  ran  to  the 
missionary,  offered  him  both  his  hands,  and  exclaimed  in  a 
tone  of  gratitude  impossible  to  describe :  "Sir,  I  owe  you 
the  lives  of  these  two  children.  I  feel  what  a  debt  that 
service  lays  upon  me.  I  will  not  say  more — because  it 
includes  everything!" 

Then,  as  if  struck  with  a  sudden  recollection,  he  cried: 
"Stop !  when  I  was  trying  to  cling  to  a  rock,  so  as  not  to 
be  carried  away  by  the  waves,  was  it  not  you  that  held  out 
your  hand  to  me?  Yes — that  light  hair — that  youthful 
countenance — yes — it  was  certainly  you — now  I  am  sure  of 
it!" 

"Unhappily,  sir,  my  strength  failed  me,  and  I  had  the 
anguish  to  see  you  fall  back  into  the  sea." 

"I  can  say  nothing  more  in  the  way  of  thanks  than  what 
I  have  already  said,"  answered  Dagobert,  with  touching 
simplicity;  "in  preserving  these  children  you  have  done 
more  for  me  than  if  you  had  saved  my  own  life.  But  what 
heart  and  courage !"  added  the  soldier,  with  admiration ; 
"and  so  young,  with  such  a  girlish  look !" 

"And  so,"  cried  •  Blanche,  joyfully,  "our  Gabriel  came  to 
your  aid  also?" 

"Gabriel !"  said  Dagobert  interrupting  Blanche,  and 
addressing  himself  to  the  priest.     "Is  your  name  Gabriel?" 

"Yes,  sir." 

"Gabriel !"  repeated  the  soldier,  more  and  more  surprised. 
"And  a  priest !"  added  he. 

"A  priest  of  the  foreign  missions." 

"Who— who  brought  you  up?"  asked  the  soldier,  with 
increasing  astonishment. 
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"An  excellent  and  generous  woman,  whom  I  revere  as 
the  best  of  mothers :  for  she  had  pity  on  me,  a  deserted 
infant,  and  treated  me  ever  as  her  son." 

"Frances  Baudoin — was  it  not?"  said  the  soldier,  with 
deep  emotion. 

"It  was,  sir,"  answered  Gabriel,  astonished  in  his  turn. 
"But  how  do  you  know  this?" 

"The  wife  of  a  soldier,  eh?"  continued  Dagobert. 

"Yes,  of  a  brave  soldier — who,  from  the  most  admirable 
devotion,  is  even  now  passing  his  life  in  exile — far  from  his 
wife — far  from  his  son,  my  dear  brother — for  I  am  proud  to 
call  him  by  that  name " 

"My  Agricola! — my  wife! — when  did  you  leave  them?" 

"What!  is  it  possible!  You  the  father  of  Agricola? — ■ 
Oh !  I  knew  not.  until  now,"  cried  Gabriel,  clasping  his 
hands  together,  "I  knew  not  all  the  gratitude  that  I  owed  to 
heaven  !" 

"And  mv  wife!  mv  child!"  resumed  Dagobert,  in  a 
trembling  voice;  "how  are  they?  have  you  news  of  them?" 

"The  accounts  I  received,  three  months  ago,  were 
excellent." 

"No;  it  is  too  much,"  cried  Dagobert;  "it  is  too  much!" 
The  veteran  was  unable  to  proceed ;  his  feelings  stifled  his 
words,  and  fell  back  exhausted  in  a  chair. 

And  now  Rose  and  Blanche  recalled  to  mind  that  portion 
of  their  father's  letter  which  related  to  the  child  named 
Gabriel,  whom  the  wife  of  Dagobert  had  adopted;  then  they 
also  yielded  to  transports  of  innocent  joy. 

"Our  Gabriel  is  the  same  as  yours — what  happines-'" 
cried  Rose. 

"Yes.  my  children!  he  belongs  to  you  as  well  as  to  me. 
We  have  all  our  part  in  him."  Then,  addressing  Gabriel,, 
the  soldier  added  with  affectionate  warmth:  "Your  hand, 
mv  brave  bov !  give  me  vour  hand  !" 

"Oh,  sir!  you  are  too  good  to  me." 

"Yes — that's  it — thank  me! — after  all  thou  has  done  for 
us!" 

"Does  my  adopted  mother  know  of  your  return?"  asked 
Gabriel,  anxious  to  escape  from  the  praises  of  the  soldier. 

"I  wrote  to  her  five  months  since,  but  -aid  that  I  should 
come  alone ;  there  was  a  reason  for  it,  which  I  will  explain 
by  and  by.  Does  she  still  live  in  the  Rue  Brise-Miche? 
It  was  there  Agricola  was  born." 
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"She  still  lives  there." 

"In  that  case,  she  must  have  received  my  letter.  I  wished 
to  write  to  her  from  the  prison  at  Leipsic,  but  it  was 
impossible." 

"From  prison!     Have  you  just  come  out  of  prison?" 

"Yes ;  I  come  straight  from  Germany,  by  the  Elbe  and 
Hamburg,  and  I  should  be  still  at  Leipsic,  but  for  an  event 
which  the  Devil  must  have  had  a  hand  in — a  good  sort  of 
devil,  though." 

"What  do  you  mean?     Pray  explain  to  me." 

"That  would  be  difficult,  for  I  cannot  explain  it  to  myself. 
These  little  ladies,"  he  added,  pointing  with  a  smile  to  Rose 
and  Blanche,  "pretended  to  know  more  about  it  than  I  did, 
and  were  continually  repeating:  "It  was  the  angel  that 
came  to  our  assistance,  Dagobert — the  good  angel  we  told 
thee  of — though  you  said  you  would  rather  have  Spoil-sport 
to  defend  us '  " 

"Gabriel,  I  am  waiting  for  you,"  said  a  stern  voice,  which 
made  the  missionary  start.  They  all  turned  round  instantly, 
whilst  the  dog  uttered  a  deep  growl. 

It  was  Rodin.  He  stood  in  the  doorway  leading  to  the 
corridor.  His  features  were  calm  and  impassive,  but  he 
darted  a  rapid,  piercing  glance  at  the  soldier  and  sisters. 

"Who  is  that  man?"  said  Dagobert,  very  little  prepossessed 
in  favor  of  Rodin,  whose  countenance  he  found  singularly 
repulsive.     "What  the  mischief  does  he  want?" 

"I  must  go  with  him,"  answered  Gabriel,  in  a  tone  of 
sorrowful  constraint.  Then,  turning  to  Rodin,  he  added : 
"A  thousand  pardons !    I  shall  be  ready  in  a  moment." 

"What!"  cried  Dagobert,  stupefied  with  amazement, 
"going  the  very  instant  we  have  just  met?  No,  by  my 
faith !  you  shall  not  go.  I  have  too  much  to  tell  you,  and  to 
ask  in  return.  We  will  make  the  journey  together.  It 
will  be  a  real  treat  for  me." 

"It  is  impossible.  He  is  my  superior,  and  I  must  obey 
him." 

"Your  superior? — why,  he's  in  citizen's  dress." 

"He  is  not  obliged  to  wear  the  ecclesiastical  garb." 

"Rubbish!  since  he  is  not  in  uniform,  and  there  is  no 
provost-marshal  in  your  troop,  send  him  to  the " 

"Believe  me,  I  would  not  hesitate  a  minute,  if  it  were 
possible  to  remain." 

"I  was  right  in  disliking  the  phiz  of  that  man,"  muttered 
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Dagobert  between  his  teeth.  Then  he  added,  with  an  air 
of  impatience  and  vexation:  "Shall  I  tell  him  that  he  will 
much  oblige  us  by  marching  off  by  himself?" 

"I  beg  you  not  to  do  so,"  said  Gabriel;  "it  would  be  use- 
less ;  I  know  my  duty,  and  have  no  will  but  my  superior's. 
As  soon  as  you  arrive  in  Paris,  I  will  come  and  see  you,  as 
also  my  adopted  mother,  and  my  dear  brother,  Agricola." 

"Well — if  it  must  be.  I  have  been  a  soldier,  and  know 
what  subordination  is,"  said  Dagobert,  much  annoyed. 
"(  >ne  must  put  a  good  face  on  bad  fortune.  So,  the  day 
after  to-morrow,  in  the  Rue  Brise-Miche,  my  boy;  for  they 
tell  me  I  can  be  in  Paris  by  to-morrow  evening,  and  we 
set  out  almost  immediately.  But  I  say — there  seems  to  be 
a  strict  discipline  with  you  fellows!" 

"Yes,  it  is  strict  and  severe,"  answered  Gabriel,  with  a 
shudder,  and  a  stilled  sigh. 

"Come,  shake  hands — and  let's  say  farewell  for  the 
present.     After  all,  twenty-four  hours  will  soon  pass  away." 

"Adieu!  adieu!"  replied  the  missionary,  much  moved, 
whilst  he  returned  the  friendly  pressure  of  the  veteran's 
hand. 

"Adieu,  Gabriel !"  added  the  orphans,  sighing  also,  and 
with  tears  in  their  eyes. 

"Adieu,  my  sisters!"  said  Gabriel — and  he  left  the  room 
with  Rodin,  who  had  not  lost  a  word  or  an  incident  of  this 
scene. 

Two  hours  after,  Dagobert  and  the  orphans  had  quitted 
the  Castle  for  Paris,  not  knowing  that  Djalma  was  left  at 
Cardoville,  being  still  too  much  injured  to  proceed  on  his 
journey.  The  half-caste,  Faringhea,  remained  with  the 
young  prince,  not  wishing,  he  said,  to  desert  a  fellow-coun- 
tryman. 

******* 

We  now  conduct  the  reader  to  the  Rue  Brise-Miche,  the 
residence  of  Dagobert">  wife. 


CHAPTER  XXVII. 

DAGOBERT  \s    WIFE. 

The  following  scenes  occur  in  Paris,  on  the  morrow  of  the 
day  when  the  shipwrecked  travellers  were  received  in  Cardo- 
ville House. 
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Nothing  can  be  more  gloomy  than  the  aspect  of  the  Rue 
Brise-Miche,  one  end  of  which  leads  into  the  Rue  Saint- 
Merry  and  the  other  into  the  little  square  of  the  Cloister, 
near  the  church.  At  this  end,  the  street,  or  rather  alley— 
for  it  is  not  more  than  eight  feet  wide— is  shut  in  between 
immense  black,  muddy  dilapidated  walls,  the  excessive 
height  of  which  excludes  both  air  and  light;  hardly,  during 
the^longest  days  of  the  year,  is  the  sun  able  to  throw  into  it 
a  few  straggling  beams ;  whilst,  during  the  cold  damps  of 
winter,  a  chilling  fog,  which  seems  to  penetrate  everything, 
hangs  'constantly  above  the  miry  pavement  of  this  species 
of  oblong  well.  m  .   , 

It  was  about  eight  o'clock  in  the  evening;  by  the  laini, 
reddish  light  of  the  street  lamp,  hardly  visible  through  the 
haze,  two  men,  stopping  at  the  angle  of  one  of  those 
enormous  walls,  exchanged  a  few  words  together. 

"So,"  said  one,  "you  understand  all  about  it.     You  are 
to  wat'ch  in  the  street,  till  you  see  them  enter  No.  5." 
"All  right!"  answered  the  other. 

"And  when  you  see  'em  enter  so  as  to  make  quite  sure 
of  the  game,  go  up  to  Frances  Baudoin's  room— — " 

"Under  the  cloak  of  asking  where  the  little  humpbacked 
workwoman  lives— the  sister  of  that  gay  girl,  the  Queen  of 
the  Bacchanals." 

-Yes— and  you  must  try  and  find  out  her  address  also— 
from  her  humpbacked  sister,  if  possible— for  it  is  very 
important.  Women  of  her  feather  change  their  nests  like 
birds,  and  we  have  lost  track  of  her."  _ 

"Make  yourself  easy ;  I  will  do  my  best  with  Humpy,  to 
learn  where  her  sister  hangs  out." 

"And  to  give  you  steam,  I'll  wait  for  you  at  the  tavern 
opposite  the  Cloister,  and  we'll  have  a  go  of  hot  wine  on 
your  return." 

"I'll  not  refuse,  for  the  night  is  deucedly  cold. 
"Don't  mention  it !     This  morning  the  water  friz  on  my 
sprinkling-brush,  and  I  turned  as  stiff  as  a  mummy  in  my 
chair  at  the  church-door.     Ah,  my  boy!  a  distributor  of 
holy  water  is  not  always  upon  roses'"^ 

"Luckily,  you  have  the  pickings " 

"Well,  well— good  luck  to  you!  Don't  forget  the  .biver, 
the  little  passage  next  to  the  dyer's  shop." 

"Yes,  yes all  right !"  and  the  two  men  separated. 

One  proceeded  to  the  Cloister  Square ;  the  other  towards 
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the  further  end  of  the  street,  where  it  led  into  the  Rue 
Saint-Merry.  This  latter  soon  found  the  number  of  the 
house  he  sought — a  tall,  narrow  building,  having,  like  all 
the  other  houses  in  the  street,  a  poor  and  wretched  appear- 
ance. When  he  saw  he  was  right,  the  man  commenced  walk- 
ing backwards  and  forwards  in  front  of  the  door  of  No.  5. 

If  the  exterior  of  these  buildings  was  uninviting,  the 
gloom  and  squalor  of  the  interior  cannot  be  described.  The 
house  No.  5  was,  in  a  special  degree,  dirty  and  dilapidated. 
The  water,  which  oozed  from  the  wall,  trickled  down  the 
dark  and  filthy  staircase.  On  the  second  floor,  a  wisp  of 
straw  had  been  laid  on  the  narrow  landing-place,  for  wiping 
the  feet  on ;  but  this  straw,  being  now  quite  rotten,  only 
served  to  augment  the  sickening  odor,  which  arose  from 
want  of  air,  from  damp,  and  from  the  putrid  exhalations 
of  the  drains.  The  few  openings,  cut  at  rare  intervals  in 
the  walls  of  the  staircase,  could  hardly  admit  more  than  some 
faint  rays  of  glimmering  light. 

In  this  quarter,  one  of  the  most  populous  in  Paris,  such 
houses  as  these,  poor,  cheerless,  and  unhealthy,  are  gener- 
ally inhabited  by  the  working  classes.  The  house  in  ques- 
tion was  of  the  number.  A  dyer  occupied  the  ground  floor; 
the  deleterious  vapors  arising  from  his  vats  added  to  the 
stench  of  the  whole  building.  On  the  upper  stories,  several 
artisans  lodged  with  their  families,  or  carried  on  their  dif- 
ferent trades.  Up  four  flights  of  stairs  was  the  lodging  of 
Frances  Baudoin,  wife  of  Dagobert.  It  consisted  of  one 
room,  with  a  closet  adjoining,  and  was  now  lighted  by  a 
single  candle.     Agricola  occupied  a  garret  in  the  roof. 

Old  grayish  paper,  broken  here  and  there  by  the  cracks, 
covered  the  crazy  wall,  against  which  rested  the  bed ;  scanty 
curtains,  running  upon  an  iron  rod,  concealed  the  windows; 
the  brick  floor,  not  polished,  but  often  washed,  had  pre- 
served its  natural  color.  At  one  end  of  this  room  was  a 
round  iron  stove,  with  a  large  pot  for  culinary  purposes. 
On  the  wooden  table,  painted  yellow,  marbled  with  brown, 
stood  a  miniature  house  made  of  iron — a  masterpiece  of 
patience  and  skill,  the  work  of  Agricola  Baudoin,  Dagobert's 
son. 

A  plaster  crucifix  hung  up  against  the  wall,  surrounded 
by  several  branches  of  consecrated  box-tree,  and  various 
images  of  saints,  very  coarsely  colored,  bore  witness  to  the 
habits  of  the  soldier's  wife.     Between  the  windows  stood 
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one  of  those  old  walnut-wood  presses,  curiously  fashioned, 
and  almost  black  with  time ;  an  old  arm-chair,  covered  with 
green  cotton  velvet  (Agricola's  first  present  to  his  mother), 
a  few  rush-bottomed  chairs,  and  a  work-table  on  which  lay 
several  bags  of  coarse,  brown  cloth,  completed  the  furniture 
of  this  room,  badly  secured  by  a  worm-eaten  door.  The 
adjoining  closet  contained  a  few  kitchen  and  household 
utensils. 

Mean  and  poor  as  this  interior  may  perhaps  appear,  it 
would  not  seem  so  to  the  greater  number  of  artisans;  for 
the  bed  was  supplied  with  two  mattresses,  clean  sheets,  and 
a  warm  counterpane ;  the  old-fashioned  press  contained 
linen;  and,  morover,  Dagobert's  wife  occupied  all  to  her- 
self a  room  as  large  as  those  in  which  numerous  families, 
belonging  to  honest  and  laborious  workmen,  often  live  and 
sleep  huddled  together — only  too  happy  if  the  boys  and 
girls  can  have  separate  beds,  or  if  the  sheets  and  blankets 
are  not  pledged  at  the  pawnbroker's. 

Frances  Baudoin,  seated  beside  the  small  stove,  which,  in 
the  cold  and  damp  weather,  yielded  but  little  warmth,  was 
busied  in  preparing  her  son  Agricola's  evening  meal. 

Dagobert's  wife  was  about  fifty  years  of  age;  she  wore  a 
close  jacket  of  blue  cotton,  with  white  flowers  on  it,  and  a 
stuff  petticoat ;  a  white  handkerchief  was  tied  round  her 
head,  and  fastened  under  the  chin.  Her  countenance  was 
pale  and  meagre,  the  features  regular,  and  expressive  of 
resignation  and  great  kindness.  It  would  have  been  diffi- 
cult to  find  a  better,  a  more  courageous  mother.  With  no 
resource  but  her  labor,  she  had  succeeded,  by  unwearied 
energy,  in  bringing  up  not  only  her  own  son  Agricola,  but 
also  Gabriel,  the  poor  deserted  child,  of  whom,  with  admi- 
rable devotion,  she  had  ventured  to  take  charge. 

In  her  youth,  she  had,  as  it  were,  anticipated  the  strength 
of  later  life,  by  twelve  years  of  incessant  toil,  rendered 
lucrative  by  the  most  violent  exertions,  and  accompanied  by 
such  privations  as  made  it  almost  suicidal.  Then  (for  it 
was  a  time  of  splendid  wages,  compared  to  the  present),  by 
sleepless  nights  and  constant  labor,  she  contrived  to  earn 
about  two  shillings  (fifty  sous)  a  day,  and  with  this  she 
managed  to  educate  her  son  and  her  adopted  child. 

At  the  end  of  these  twelve  years,  her  health  was  ruined, 
and  her  strength  nearly  exhausted ;  but,  at  all  events,  her 
boys  had  wanted    for  nothing,   and   had   received   such  an 
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education  as  children  of  the  people  can  obtain.  About  this 
time,  M.  Francois  Hardy  took  Agricola  as  an  apprentice, 
and  Gabriel  prepared  to  enter  the  priest's  seminary,  under 
the  active  patronage  of  M.  Rodin,  whose  communications 
with  the  confessor  of  Frances  Baudoin  had  become  very 
frequent  about  the  year  1820. 

This  woman  (whose  piety  had  always  been  excessive)  was 
one  of  those  simple  natures,  endowed  with  extreme  good' 
ness,  whose  self-denial  approaches  to  heroism,  and  who  de- 
vote themselves  in  obscurity  to  a  life  of  martyrdom — pure 
and  heavenly  minds,  in  whom  the  instincts  of  the  heart 
supply  the  place  of  the  intellect ! 

The  only  defect,  or  rather  the  necessary  consequence  of 
this  extreme  simplicity  of  character,  was  the  invincible  de- 
termination she  displayed  in  yielding  to  the  commands  of 
her  confessor,  to  whose  influence  she  had  now  for  many 
years  been  accustomed  to  submit.  She  regarded  this  in- 
fluence as  most  venerable  and  sacred ;  no  mortal  power,  no 
human  consideration,  could  have  prevented  her  from  obey- 
ing it.  Did  any  dispute  arise  on  the  subject,  nothing  could 
move  her  on  this  point ;  she  opposed  to  every  argument  a 
resistance  entirely  free  from  passion — mild  as  her  disposi- 
tion, calm  as  her  conscience — but,  like  the  latter,  not  to  be 
shaken.  In  a  word,  Frances  Baudoin  was  one  of  those  pure, 
but  uninstructed  and  credulous  beings,  who  may  sometimes, 
in  skilful  and  dangerous  hands,  become,  without  knowing 
it,  the  instruments  of  much  evil. 

For  some  time  past,  the  bad  state  of  her  health,  and  par- 
ticularly the  increasing  weakness  of  her  sight,  had  con- 
demned her  to  a  forced  repose ;  unable  to  work  more  than 
two  or  three  hours  a  day,  she  consumed  the  rest  of  her  time 
at  church. 

Frances  rose  from  her  seat,  pushed  the  coarse  bags  ai 
which  she  had  been  working  to  the  further  end  of  the  table, 
and  proceeded  to  lay  the  cloth  for  her  son's  supper,  with 
maternal  care  and  solicitude.  She  took  from  the  press 
a  small  leathern  bag,  containing  an  old  silver  cup,  very  much 
battered,  and  a  fork  and  spoon,  so  worn  and  thin,  that  the 
latter  cut  like  a  knife.  These,  her  only  plate  (the  wedding 
present  of  Dagobert)  she  rubbed  and  polished  as  well  as  she 
was  able,  and  laid  by  the  side  of  her  son's  plate.  They  were 
the  most  precious  of  her  possessions,  not  so  much  for  what 
little  intrinsic  value  might  attach  to  them,  as  for  the  associa- 
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tions  they  recalled ;  and  she  had  often  shed  bitter  tears, 
when,  under  the  pressure  of  illness  or  want  of  employment, 
she  had  been  compelled  to  carry  these  sacred  treasures  to 
the  pawnbroker's. 

Frances  next  took,  from  the  lower  shelf  of  the  press, 
a  bottle  of  water,  and  one  of  wine  about  three-quarters  full, 
which  she  also  placed  near  her  son's  plate ;  she  then  returned 
to  the  stove,  to  watch  the  cooking  of  the  supper. 

Though  Agricola  was  not  much  later  than  usual,  the 
countenance  of  his  mother  expressed  both  uneasiness  and 
grief ;  one  might  have  seen,  by  the  redness  of  her  eyes,  that 
she  had  been  weeping  a  good  deal.  After  long  and  painful 
uncertainty,  the  poor  woman  had  just  arrived  at  the  convic- 
tion that  her  eyesight,  which  had  been  growing  weaker  and 
weaker,  would  soon  be  so  much  impaired  as  to  prevent  her 
working  even  the  two  or  three  hours  a  day  which  had  lately 
been  the  extent  of  her  labors. 

Originally  an  excellent  hand  at  her  needle,  she  had  been 
obliged,  as  her  eyesight  gradually  failed  her,  to  abandon 
the  finer  for  the  coarser  sorts  of  work,  and  her  earnings  had 
necessarily  diminished  in  proportion ;  she  had  at  length 
been  reduced  to  the  necessity  of  making  those  coarse  bags 
for  the  army,  which  took  about  four  yards  of  sewing,  and 
were  paid  at  the  rate  of  two  sous  each,  she  having  to  find 
her  own  thread.  This  work,  being  very  hard,  she  could 
at  most  complete  three  such  bags  in  a  day,  and  her  gains 
thus  amounted  to  threepence  (six  sous)  ! 

It  makes  one  shudder  to  think  of  the  great  number  of 
unhappy  females,  whose  strength  has  been  so  much 
exhausted  by  privations,  old  age,  or  sickness,  that  all  the 
labor  of  which  they  are  capable,  hardly  suffices  to  bring 
them  in  daily  this  miserable  pittance.  Thus  do  their  gains 
diminish  in  exact  proportion  to  the  increasing  wants  which 
age  and  infirmity  must  occasion. 

Happily,  Frances  had  an  efficient  support  in  her  son.  A 
first-rate  workman,  profiting  by  the  just  scale  of  wages 
adopted  by  M.  Hardy,  his  labor  brought  him  from  four 
to  five  shillings  a  day — more  than  double  what  was  gained 
by  the  workmen  of  many  other  establishments.  Admitting 
therefore  that  his  mother  were  to  gain  nothing,  he  could 
easily  maintain  both  her  and  himself. 

But  the  poor  woman,  so  wonderfully  economical  that  she 
denied  herself  even  some  of  the  necessaries  of  life,  had  of 
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late  become  ruinously  liberal  on  tbe  score  of  tbe  sacristy, 
since  she  had  adopted  the  habit  of  visiting  daily  the  parish 
church.  Scarcely  a  day  passed  but  she  had  masses  sung,  or 
tapers  burnt,  either  for  Dagobert,  from  whom  she  had  been 
so  long  separated,  or  for  the  salvation  of  her  son  Agricola, 
whom  she  considered  on  the  high-road  to  perdition.  Agric- 
ola had  so  excellent  a  heart,  so  loved  and  revered  his 
mother,  and  considered  her  actions  in  this  respect  inspired 
by  so  touching  a  sentiment,  that  he  never  complained  when 
he  saw  a  great  part  of  his  week's  wages  (which  he  paid  reg- 
ularly over  to  his  mother  every  Saturday)  disappear  in  pious 
forms. 

Yet  now  and  then  he  ventured  to  remark  to  Frances,  with 
as  much  respect  as  tenderness,  that  it  pained  him  to  see  her 
enduring  privations  injurious  at  her  age,  because  she 
preferred  incurring  these  devotional  expenses.  But  what 
answer  could  he  make  to  this  excellent  mother,  when  she 
replied  with  tears :  "My  child,  'tis  for  the  salvation  of  your 
father  and  yours  too." 

To  dispute  the  efficacy  of  masses,  would  have  been  ven- 
turing on  a  subject  which  Agricola,  through  respect  for  his 
mother's  religious  faith,  never  discussed.  He  contented 
himself,  therefore,  with  seeing  her  dispense  with  comforts  she 
might  have  enjoyed. 

A  discreet  tap  was  heard  at  the  door.  "Come  in,"  said 
Frances.     The  person  came  in. 


CHAPTER  XXVIII. 

THE  SISTER  OF  THE  BACCHANAL  QUEEN. 

The  person  who  now  entered  was  a  girl  of  about  eighteen, 
short,  and  very  much  deformed.  Though  not  exactly  a 
hunchback,  her  spine  was  curved;  her  breast  was  sunken, 
and  her  head  deeply  set  in  the  shoulders.  Her  face  was 
Jar.  but  long,  thin,  very  pale,  and  pitted  with  the  small 
:  yet  it  expressed  great  sweetness  and  melancholy. 
Her  blue  eyes  beamed  with  kindness  and  intelligence.  By 
a  strange  freak  of  nature,  the  handsomest  woman  would 
have  been  proud  of  the  magnificent  hair  twisted  in  a  coarse 
net  at  the  back  of  her  head.  She  held  an  old  basket  in  her 
hand.  Though  miserably  clad,  the  care  and  neatness  of  her 
dress  revealed  a  powerful  struggle  with  her  poverty.  Not- 
withstanding the  cold,  she  wore  a  scanty  frock  made  of  print 
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of  an  indefinable  color,  spotted  with  white ;  but  it  had  been  sa 
often  washed,  that  its  primitive  design  and  color  had  long 
since  disappeared.  In  her  resigned,  yet  suffering  face, 
might  be  read  a  long  familiarity  with  every  form  of  suffer- 
ing, every  description  of  taunting.  From  her  birth,  ridicule 
had  ever  pursued  her.  We  have  said  that  she  was  very  de- 
formed, and  she  was  vulgarly  called  "Mother  Bunch."  In- 
deed it  was  so  usual  to  give  her  this  grotesque  name,  which 
every  moment  reminded  her  of  her  infirmity,  that  Frances 
and  Agricola,  though  they  felt  as  much  compassion  as  other 
people  showed  contempt  for  her,  never  called  her,  however, 
by  any  other  name. 

Mother  Bunch,  as  we  shall  therefore  call  her  in  future, 
was  born  in  the  house  in  which  Dagobert's  wife  had  resided 
for  more  than  twenty  years ;  and  she  had,  as  it  were,  been 
brought  up  with  Agricola  and  Gabriel. 

There  are  wretches  fatally  doomed  to  misery.  Mother 
Bunch  had  a  very  pretty  sister,  on  whom  Perrine  Soliveau, 
their  common  mother,  the  widow  of  a  ruined  tradesman,  had 
concentrated  all  her  affection,  while  she  treated  her  deformed 
child  with  contempt  and  unkindness.  The  latter  would 
often  come,  weeping,  to  Frances,  on  this  account,  who  tried 
to  console  her,  and  in  the  long  evenings  amused  her  by 
teaching  her  to  read  and  sew.  Accustomed  to  pity  her  by 
their  mother's  example,  instead  of  imitating  other  children, 
who  always  taunted  and  sometimes  even  beat  her,  Agricola 
and  Gabriel  liked  her,  and  used  to  protect  and  defend  her. 

She  was  about  fifteen,  and  her  sister  Cephyse  was  about 
seventeen,  when  their  mother  died,  leaving  them  both  in 
utter  poverty.  Cephyse  was  intelligent,  active,  clever,  but 
different  to  her  sister;  she  had  the  lively,  alert,  hoydenish 
character  which  requires  air,  exercise  and  pleasures — a  good 
girl  enough,  but  foolishly  spoiled  by  her  mother.  Cephyse, 
listening  at  first  to  Frances's  good  advice,  resigned  herself 
to  her  lot;  and,  having  learnt  to  sew,  worked  like  her  sister, 
for  about  a  year.  But,  unable  to  endure  any  longer  the 
bitter  privations  her  insignificant  earnings,  notwithstanding 
her  incessant  toil,  exposed  her  to — privations  which  often 
bordered  on  starvation — Cephyse,  young,  pretty,  of  warm 
temperament,  and  surrounded  by  brilliant  offers  and  seduc- 
tions— brilliant,  indeed,  for  her,  since  they  offered  food  to 
Kitisfy  her  hunger,  shelter  from  the  cold,  and  decent 
raiment,  without  being  obliged  to  work  fifteen  hours  a  day 
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in  an  obscure  and  unwholesome  hovel — Cephyse  listened  to 
the  vows  of  a  young  lawyer's  clerk,  who  forsook  her  soon 
after.  She  formed  a  connection  with  another  clerk,  whom 
she  (instructed  by  the  examples  set  her),  forsook  in  turn 
for  a  bagman,  whom  she  afterwards  cast  oft"  for  other 
favorites.  In  a  word,  what  with  changing  and  being  forsaken, 
Cephyse,  in  the  course  of  one  or  two  years,  was  the  idol 
of  a  set  of  grisettes,  students  and  clerks  ;  and  acquired  such 
a  reputation  at  the  balls  on  the  Hampstead  Heaths  of  Paris, 
by  her  decision  of  character,  original  turn  of  mind,  and  un- 
wearied ardor  in  all  kinds  of  pleasures,  and  especially  her 
wild,  noisy  gayety,  that  she  was  termed  the  Bacchanal  Queen, 
and  proved  herself  in  every  way  worthy  of  this  bewildering 
royalty. 

From  that  time  poor  Mother  Bunch  only  heard  of  her  sister 
at  rare  intervals.  She  still  mourned  for  her,  and  continued 
to  toil  hard  to  gain  her  three-and-six  a  week.  The  unfortu- 
nate girl,  having  been  taught  sewing  by  Frances,  made  coarse 
shirts  for  the  common  people  and  the  army.  For  these  she 
received  half-a-crown  a  dozen.  They  had  to  be  hemmed, 
stitched,  provided  with  collars  and  wristbands,  buttons,  and 
button-holes ;  and  at  the  most,  when  at  work  twelve  and 
fifteen  hours  a  day,  she  rarely  succeeded  in  turning  out  more 
than  fourteen  or  sixteen  shirts  a  week — an  excessive  amount 
of  toil  that  brought  her  in  about  three  shillings  and  fourpence 
a  week.  And  the  case  of  this  poor  girl  was  neither  accidental 
nor  uncommon.  And  this,  because  the  remuneration  given 
for  women's  work  is  an  example  of  revolting  injustice  and 
savage  barbarism.  They  are  paid  not  half  as  much  as  men 
who  are  employed  at  the  needle :  such  as  tailors,  and  makers 
of  gloves,  or  waistcoats,  etc. — no  doubt  because  women  can 
work  as  well  as  men — because  they  are  more  weak  and  deli- 
cate— and  because  their  need  may  be  twofold  as  great  when 
they  become  mothers. 

Well,  Mother  Bunch  fagged  on,  with  three-and-four  a 
week.  That  is  to  say,  toiling  hard  for  twelve  or  fifteen 
hours  every  day,  she  succeeded  in  keeping  herself  alive,  in 
spite  of  exposure  to  hunger,  cold,  and  poverty — so  numerous 
were  her  privations.  Privations?  No!  The  word  priva- 
tion expresses  but  weakly  that  constant  and  terrible  want 
of  all  that  is  necessary  to  preserve  the  existence  God  gives; 
namely,  wholesome  air  and  shelter,  sufficient  and  nourish- 
ing  food   and    warm   clothing.      Mortification    would    be   a 
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better  word  to  describe  that  total  want  of  all  that  is  essentially 
vital,  which  a  justly  organized  state  of  society  ought 
- — yes — ought  necessarily  to  bestow  on  every  active,  honest 
workman  and  workwoman  since  civilization  has  dispos- 
sessed them  of  all  territorial  right,  and  left  them  no  other 
patrimony  than  their  hands. 

The  savage  does  not  enjoy  the  advantage  of  civilization; 
but  he  has,  at  least,  the  beasts  of  the  field,  the  fowls  of  the 
air,  the  fish  of  the  sea,  and  the  fruits  of  the  earth,  to  feed 
him,  and  his  native  woods  for  shelter  and  for  fuel.  The 
civilized  man,  disinherited  of  these  gifts,  considering  the 
rights  of  property  as  sacred,  may,  in  return  for  his  hard 
daily  labor,  which  enriches  his  country,  demand  wages  that 
will  enable  him  to  live  in  the  enjoyment  of  health:  nothing 
more,  and  nothing  less.  For  is  it  living,  to  drag  along  on 
the  extreme  edge  which  separates  life  from  the  grave,  and 
even  there  continually  struggle  against  cold,  hunger,  and 
•disease?  And  to  show  how  far  the  mortification  which 
society  imposes  thus  inexorably  on  its  millions  of  honest, 
industrious  laborers  (by  its  careless  disregard  of  all  the 
questions  which  concern  the  just  remuneration  of  labor), 
may  extend,  we  will  describe  how  this  poor  girl  contrived 
to  live  on  three  shillings  and  sixpence  a  week. 

Society,  perhaps,  may  then  feel  its  obligation  to  so  many 
unfortunate  wretches  for  supporting,  with  resignation,  the 
horrible  existence  which  leaves  them  just  sufficient  life  to 
feel  the  worst  pangs  of  humanity.  Yes :  to  live  at  such  a 
price  is  virtue!  Yes,  society  thus  organized,  whether  it 
tolerates  or  imposes  so  much  misery,  loses  all  right  to  blame 
the  poor  wretches  who  sell  themselves  not  through 
debauchery,  but  because  they  are  cold  and  famishing.  This 
poor  girl  spent  her  wages  as  follows : — 

Six  pounds  of  bread,  second  quality      ...  0  8^ 

Four  pails  of  water        ......  0  2 

Lard  or  dripping  (butter  being  oir  of  the  question)  0  5 

Coarse  salt 0  0)4 

A  bushel  of  charcoal      ....  .04 

A  quart  of  dried  vegetables 0  3 

Three  quarts  of  potatoes 0  2 

Dips 0  3J4 

Thread   and    needles      ...         ...  0  2yi 

2    7 
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To  save  charcoal,  Mother  Bunch  prepared  soup  only  two 
or  three  times  a  week  at  most,  on  a  stove  that  stood  on  the 
landing  of  the  fourth  story.  On  other  days  she  ate  it  cold. 
There  remained  nine  or  ten  pence  a  week  for  clothes  and 
lodging.  By  rare  good  fortune,  her  situation  was  in  one 
respect  an  exception  to  the  lot  of  many  others.  Agricola, 
that  he  might  not  wound  her  delicacy,  had  come  to  a  secret 
arrangement  with  the  housekeeper,  and  hired  a  garret  for 
her,  just  large  enough  to  hold  a  small  bed,  a  chair,  and  a 
table;  for  which  the  sempstress  had  to  pay  five  shillings  a 
year.  But  Agricola,  in  fulfilment  of  his  agreement  with  the 
porter,  paid  the  balance,  to  make  up  the  actual  rent  of  the 
garret,  which  was  twelve  and  sixpence.  The  poor  girl  had 
thus  about  eighteenpence  a  month  left  for  her  other 
expenses.  But  many  workwomen,  whose  position  is  less 
fortunate  than  hers,  since  they  have  neither  home  nor 
family,  buy  a  piece  of  bread  and  some  other  food  to  keep 
them  through  the  day;  and  at  night  patronize  the  "two- 
penny rope,"  one  with  another,  in  a  wretched  room  contain- 
ing five  or  six  beds,  some  of  which  are  always  engaged  by 
men,  as  male  lodgers  are  by  far  the  most  abundant.  Yes; 
and  in  spite  of  the  disgust  that  a  poor  and  virtuous  girl 
must  feel  at  this  arrangement,  she  must  submit  to  it ;  for 
a  lodging-house  keeper  cannot  have  separate  rooms  fof 
females.  To  furnish  a  room,  however  meanly,  the  poor 
workwoman  must  possess  three  or  four  shillings  in  ready 
money.  But  how  save  this  sum,  out  of  weekly  earnings  of 
a  couple  of  florins,  which  are  scarcely  sufficient  to  keep  her 
from  starving,  and  are  still  less  sufficient  to  clothe  her? 
Nol  no!  The  poor  wretch  must  resign  herself  to  this 
repugnant  cohabitation ;  and  so,  gradually,  the  instinct  of 
modesty  becomes  weakened ;  the  natural  sentiment  of  chas- 
tity, that  saved  her  from  the  "gay  life,"  becomes  extinct; 
vice  appears  to  be  the  only  means  of  improving  her  in- 
tolerable condition;  she  yields;  and  the  first  "man  made 
of  money."  who  can  afford  a  governess  for  his  children,  cries 
out  against  the  depravity  of  the  lower  orders!  And  yet, 
painful  as  the  condition  of  the  working  woman  is,  it  is 
relatively  fortunate.  Should  work  fail  her  for  one  day,  two 
days,  what  then?  Should  sickness  come — sickness  almost 
always  occasioned  by  unwholesome  food,  want  of  fresh  air, 
necessary  attention,  and  good  rest ;  sickness,  often  so  ener- 
vating as  to  render  work  impossible;  though  not  so  danger- 
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ous  as  to  procure  the  sufferer  a  bed  in  an  hospital — what 
becomes  of  the  hapless  wretches  then?  The  mind  hesitates, 
and  shrinks  from  dwelling  on  such  gloomy  pictures. 

This  inadequacy  of  wages,  one  terrible  source  only  of  so 
many  evils,  and  often  of  so  many  vices,  is  general,  especially 
among  women ;  and,  again  this  is  not  private  wretchedness, 
but  the  wretchedness  which  afflicts  whole  classes,  the  type  of 
which  we  endeavor  to  develop  in  Mother  Bunch.  It  exhibits 
the  moral  and  physical  condition  of  thousands  of  human 
creatures  in  Paris,  obliged  to  subsist  on  a  scanty  four  shil- 
lings a  week.  This  poor  workwoman,  then,  notwithstanding 
the  advantages  she  unknowingly  enjoyed  through  Agricola's 
generosity,  lived  very  miserably ;  and  her  health,  already 
shattered,  was  now  wholly  undermined  by  these  constant 
hardships.  Yet,  with  extreme  delicacy,  though  ignorant  of 
the  little  sacrifice  already  made  for  her  by  Agricola,  Mother 
Bunch  pretended  she  earned  more  than  she  really  did,  in 
order  to  avoid  offers  of  service  which  it  would  have  pained 
her  to  accept,  because  she  knew  the  limited  means  of  Frances 
and  her  son,  and  because  it  would  have  wounded  her  natural 
delicacy,  rendered  still  more  sensitive  by  so  many  sorrows 
and  humiliations. 

%.  >fc  H1  ♦  *  H=  >fc 

But,  singular  as  it  may  appear,  this  deformed  body  con- 
tained a  loving  and  generous  soul — a  mind  cultivated  even 
to  poetry ;  and  let  us  add,  that  this  was  owing  to  the  example 
of  Agricola  Baudoin,  with  whom  she  had  been  brought  up, 
and  who  had  naturally  the  gift.  This  poor  girl  was  the  first 
confidant  to  whom  our  young  mechanic  imparted  his  literary 
essays ;  and  when  he  told  her  of  the  charm  and  extreme 
relief  he  found  in  poetic  reverie,  after  a  day  of  hard  toil,  the 
workwoman,  gifted  with  strong  natural  intelligence,  felt,  in 
her  turn,  how  great  a  resource  this  would  be  to  her  in  her 
lonely  and  despised  condition. 

One  day,  to  Agricola's  great  surprise,  who  had  just  read 
some  verses  to  her,  the  sewing-girl,  with  smiles  and  blushes, 
timidly  communicated  to  him  also  a  poetic  composition. 
Her  verses  wanted  rhythm  and  harmony,  perhaps;  but  they 
were  simple  and  affecting,  as  a  non-envenomed  complaint 
entrusted  to  a  friendly  hearer.  From  that  day  Agricola  and 
she  held  frequent  consultations ;  they  gave  each  other  mutual 
encouragement :  but  with  this  exception,  no  one  else  knew 
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anything  of  the  girl's  poetical  essays,  whose  mild  timidity 
made  her  often  pass  for  a  person  of  weak  intellect.  This 
soul  must  have  been  great  and  beautiful,  for  in  all  her 
unlettered  strains  there  was  not  a  word  of  murmuring  re- 
specting her  hard  lot:  her  note  was  sad,  but  gentle — despond- 
ing, but  resigned;  it  was  especially  the  language  of  deep 
tenderness — of  mournful  sympathy — of  angelic  charity  for 
all  poor  creatures  consigned,  like  her,  to  bear  the  double 
burden  of  poverty  and  deformity.  Yet  she  often  expressed 
a  sincere  free-spoken  admiration  of  beauty,  free  from  all 
envy  or  bitterness;  she  admired  beauty  as  she  admired  the 
sun.  But,  alas!  many  were  the  verses  of  hers  that  Agricola 
had  never  seen,  and  which  he  was  never  to  see. 

The  young  mechanic,  though  not  strictly  handsome,  had  an 
open  masculine  face ;  was  as  courageous  as  kind ;  possessed 
a  noble,  glowing,  generous  heart,  a  superior  mind,  and  a 
frank,  pleasing  gayety  of  spirits.  The  young  girl,  brought 
up  with  him,  loved  him  as  an  unfortunate  creature  can  love, 
who,  dreading  cruel  ridicule,  is  obliged  to  hide  her  affection 
in  the  depths  of  her  heart,  and  adopt  reserve  and  deep  dis- 
simulation. She  did  not  seek  to  combat  her  love ;  to  what 
purpose  should  she  do  so  ?  No  one  would  ever  know  it.  Her 
well  known  sisterly  affection  for  Agricola  explained  the  in- 
terest she  took  in  all  that  concerned  him ;  so  that  no  one  was 
surprised  at  the  extreme  grief  of  the  young  workwoman, 
when,  in  1830,  Agricola,  after  fighting  intrepidly  for  the 
people's  flag,  was  brought  bleeding  home  to  his  mother. 
Dagobert's  son,  deceived,  like  others,  on  this  point,  had  never 
suspected,  and  was  destined  never  to  suspect,  this  love  for 
him. 

Such  was  the  poorly-clad  girl  who  entered  the  room  in 
which  Frances  was  preparing  her  son's  supper. 

"Is  it  you,  my  poor  love,"  said  she;  "I  have  not  seen  you 
since  morning:  have  you  been  ill?    Come  and  kiss  me." 

The  young  girl  kissed  Agricola's  mother,  and  replied:  "I 
was  very  busy  about  some  work,  mother;  I  did  not  wish 
to  lose  a  moment ;  I  have  only  just  finished  it.  I  am  going 
down  to  fetch  some  charcoal — do  you  want  anything  while 
I'm  out?" 

"No.  no,  mv  child,  thank  you.  But  I  am  very  uneasy. 
It  is  half-past  eight,  and  Agricola  is  not  come  home."  Then 
she  added,  after  a  sigh  :  "He  kills  himself  with  work  for  me. 
Ah,  I  am  very  unhappy,  my  girl:  my  sight  is  quite  going.    In 
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a  quarter  of  an  hour  after  I  begin  working,  I  cannot  see  at 
all — not  even  to  sew  sacks.  The  idea  of  being  a  burden  to 
my  son  drives  me  distracted." 

"Oh,  don't,  ma'am,  if  Agricola  heard  you  say  that " 

"I  know  the  poor  boy  thinks  of  nothing  but  me,  and  that 
augments  my  vexation.  Only  I  think  that  rather  than  leave 
me,  he  gives  up  the  advantages  that  his  fellow-workmen 
enjoy  at  Hardy's,  his  good  and  worthy  master — instead  of 
living  in  this  dull  garret,  where  it  is  scarcely  light  at  noon, 
he  would  enjoy,  like  the  other  workmen,  at  very  little  ex-i 
pense,  a  good  light  room,  warm  in  winter,  airy  in  summer,' 
with  a  view  of  the  garden.  And  he  is  so  fond  of  trees !  not 
to  mention  that  this  place  is  so  far  from  his  work,  that  it  is 
quite  a  toil  to  him  to  get  to  it." 

"Oh,  when  he  embraces  you  he  forgets  his  fatigue,  Mrs. 
Baudoin,"  said  Mother  Bunch ;  "besides,  he  knows  how  you 
cling  to  the  house  in  which  he  was  born.  M.  Hardy  offered 
to  settle  you  at  Plessy  with  Agricola,  in  the  building  put  up 
for  the  workmen." 

;'Yes,  my  child ;  but  then  I  must  give  up  church.  I  can't 
do  that." 

"But — be  easy,  I  hear  him,"  said  the  hunchback,  blush- 
ing. 

A  sonorous,  joyous  voice  was  heard  singing  on  the  stairs. 

"At  least,  I'll  not  let  him  see  that  I  have  been  crying," 
said  the  good  mother,  drying  her  tears.  "This  is  the  only 
moment  of  rest  and  ease  from  toil  he  has — I  must  not  make 
it  sad  to  him." 


CHAPTER  XXIX. 

AGRICOLA   BAUDOIN. 

Our  blacksmith  poet,  a  tall  young  man,  about  four-and- 
twenty  years  of  age,  was  alert  and  robust,  with  ruddy  com- 
plexion, dark  hair  and  eyes,  and  aquiline  nose,  and  an  open, 
expressive  countenance.  His  resemblance  to  Dagobert  was 
rendered  more  striking  by  the  thick  brown  moustache  which 
he  wore  according  to  the  fashion ;  and  a  sharp-pointed 
imperial  covered  his  chin.  His  cheeks,  however,  were  shaven. 
Olive  color  velveteen  trousers,  a  blue  blouse,  bronzed  by  the 
forge  smoke,  a  black  cravat,  tied  carelessly  round  his  mus- 
cular neck,  a  cloth  cap  with  a  narrow  vizor,  composed  his 
■dress.     The  only  thing  which  contrasted  singularly  with  his 
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working  habiliments  was  a  handsome  purple  flower,   with 
silvery  pistils,  which  he  held  in  his  hand. 

"Good-evening,  mother,"  said  he,  as  he  came  tc  kiss 
Frances  immediately. 

Then,  with  a  friendly  nod,  he  added,  "Good-evening, 
Mother  Bunch." 

"You  are  very  late,  my  child,"  said  Frances,  approaching 
the  little  stove  on  which  her  son's  simple  meal  was  simmer- 
ing:    "I  was  getting  very  anxious." 

"Anxious  about  me,  or  about  my  supper,  dear  mother?" 
said  Agricola,  gayly.  "The  deuce!  you  won't  excuse  me  for 
keeping  the  nice  little  supper  waiting  that  you  get  ready 
for  me,  for  fear  it  should  be  spoilt,  eh?" 

So  saying,  the  blacksmith  tried  to  kiss  his  mother  again. 

"Have  done,  you  naughty  boy;  you'll  make  me  upset  the 
pan." 

"That  would  be  a  pity,  mother;  for  it  smells  delightfully. 
Let's  see  what  it  is." 

"Wait  half  a  moment." 

"I'll  swear,  now,  you  have  some  of  the  fried  potatoes  and 
bacon  I'm  so  fond  of." 

"Being  Saturday,  of  course!"  said  Frances,  in  a  tone  of 
mild  reproach. 

"True,"  rejoined  Agricola,  exchanging  a  smile  of  innocent 
cunning  with  Mother  Bunch ;  "but,  talking  of  Saturday, 
mother,  here  are  my  wages." 

"Thank  ye,  child;  put  the  money  in  the  cupboard." 

"Yes,  mother !" 

"Oh,  dear!"  cried  the  young  sempstress,  just  as  Agricola 
was  about  to  put  away  the  money,  "what  a  handsome  flower 
you  have  in  your  hand,  Agricola.  I  never  saw  a  finer.  In 
winter,  too!     Do  look  at  it.  Mrs.  Baudoin." 

"See  there,  mother."  said  Agricola,  taking  the  flower  to 
her;  "look  at  it,  admire  it,  and  especially  smell  it.  You 
can't  have  a  sweeter  perfume ;  a  blending  of  vanilla  and 
orange  blossom." 

"Indeed,  it  does  smell  nice,  child.  Goodness !  how  hand- 
tome!"  said  Frances,  admiringly:  "where  did  you  find  it  ?'r 

"Find  it,  my  good  mother!"  repeated  Agricola,  smiling- 
ly: "do  you  think  folks  pick  up  such  things  between  the 
Barriere  du  Maine  and  the  Rue  Brise-Miche?" 

"How  did  you  get  it  then?"  inquired  the  sewing  girl, 
sharing  in  Frances's  curiosity. 
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"Oh!  you  would  like  to  know?  Well,  I'll  satisfy  you, 
and  explain  why  I  came  home  so  late ;  for  something  else 
detained  me.  It  has  been  an  evening  of  adventures,  I 
promise  you.  I  was  hurrying  home,  when  I  heard  a  low, 
gentle  barking  at  the  corner  of  the  Rue  de  Babylone ;  it  was 
just  about  dusk,  and  I  could  see  a  very  pretty  little  dog, 
scarce  bigger  than  my  fist,  black  and  tan,  with  long,  silky 
hair,  and  ears  that  covered  its  paws." 

"Lost,  poor  thing,  I  warrant,"  said  Frances. 

"You've  hit  it.  I  took  up  the  poor  thing,  and  it  began  to 
lick  my  hands.  Round  its  neck  was  a  red  satin  ribbon,  tied 
in  a  large  bow ;  but  as  that  did  not  bear  the  master's  name, 
I  looked  beneath  it,  and  saw  a  small  collar,  made  of  a  gold 
plate  and  small  gold  chains.  So  I  took  a  lucifer  match  from 
my  'bacco-box,  and  striking  a  light,  I  read,  'Frisky  belongs 
to  Hon.  Miss  Adrienne  de  Cardoville,  No.  7,  Rue  de  Baby- 
lone.'  " 

"Why,  you  were  just  in  the  street,"  said  Mother  Bunch. 

"Just  so.  Taking  the  little  animal  under  my  arm,  I 
looked  about  me  till  I  came  to  a  long  garden  wall,  which 
seemed  to  have  no  end,  and  found  a  small  door  of  a 
summer-house,  belonging  no  doubt  to  the  large  mansion  at 
the  other  end  of  the  park;  for  this  garden  looked  just  like 
a  park.  So,  looking  up,  I  saw  'No.  7,'  newly  painted  over  a 
little  door  with  a  grated  slide.  I  rang;  and  in  a  few  min- 
utes, spent,  no  doubt,  in  observing  me  through  the  bars  (for 
I  am  sure  I  saw  a  pair  of  eyes  peeping  through),  the  gate 
opened.    And  now,  you'll  not  believe  a  word  I  have  to  say." 

"Why  not,  my  child?" 

"Because  it  seems  like  a  fairy  tale." 

"A  fairy  tale?"  said  Mother  Bunch,  as  if  she  was  really 
her  namesake  of  elfish  history. 

"For  all  the  world  it  does.  I  am  quite  astounded,  even 
now,  at  my  adventure;  it  is  like  the  remembrance  of  a 
dream." 

"Well,  let  us  have  it,"  said  the  worthy  mother,  so  deeply 
interested  that  she  did  not  perceive  her  son's  supper  was 
beginning  to  burn. 

"First,"  said  the  blacksmith,  smiling  at  the  curiosity  he  had 
excited,  "a  young  lady  opened  the  door  to  me,  but  so  lovely,,  so 
beautifully  and  gracefully  dressed,  that  you  would  have 
taken  her  for  a  beautiful  portrait  of  past  times.  Before  I 
could  say  a  word,  she  exclaimed.  'Ah !  dear  me,  sir,  you 


THE    WANDERING    J  L\V  233 

ha/e  brought  back  Frisky;  how  happy  Miss  Adrienne  will 
be  !  Come,  pray  come  in  instantly ;  she  would  so  regret  not 
having  an  opportunity  to  thank  you  in  person!'  And  with- 
out giving  me  time  to  reply,  she  beckoned  me  to  follow  her. 
Oh,  dear  mother,  it  is  quite  out  of  my  power  to  tell  you  all 
the  magnificence  I  saw,  as  I  passed  through  a  small  saloon, 
partially  lighted,  and  full  of  perfume!  It  would  be  impos- 
sible. The  young  woman  walked  too  quickly.  A  door 
opened, — Oh,  such  a  sight!  I  was  so  dazzled  I  can  remem- 
ber nothing  but  a  great  glare  of  gold  and  light,  crystal 
and  flowers ;  and,  amidst  all  this  brilliancy,  a  young  lady  of 
extreme  beauty — ideal  beauty;  but  she  had  red  hair,  or 
rather  hair  shining  like  gold  !  Oh !  it  was  charming  to  look  at ! 
I  never  saw  such  hair  before.  She  had  black  eyes,  ruddy  lips, 
and  her  skin  seemed  white  as  snow.  This  is  all  I  can 
recollect :  for,  as  I  said  before,  I  was  so  dazzled,  I  seemed  to 
be  looking  through  a  veil.  'Madame,'  said  the  young  woman, 
whom  I  never  should  have  taken  for  a  lady's-maid,  she  was 
dressed  so  elegantly,  'here  is  Frisky.  This  gentleman 
found  him,  and  brought  him  Dack.'  'Oh,  sir,'  said  the  young 
lady  with  the  golden  hair,  in  a  sweet  silvery  voice,  'what 
thanks  I  owe  you!  I  am  foolishly  attached  to  Frisky.' 
Then,  no  doubt,  concluding  from  my  dress  that  she  ought 
to  thank  me  in  some  other  way  than  by  words,  she  took  up 
a  silk  purse,  and  said  to  me,  though  I  must  confess  with 
some  hesitation — 'Xo  doubt,  sir,  it  gave  you  some  trouble  to 
bring  my  pet  back.  You  have,  perhaps,  lost  some  valuable 
time — allow  me '    She  held  forth  her  purse." 

"Oh,  Agricola,"  said  Mother  Bunch,  sadly;  "how  people 
may  be  deceived  !" 

"Hear  the  end,  and  you  will  perhaps  forgive  the  young 
lady.  Seeing  by  my  looks  that  the  offer  of  the  purse  hurt 
me.  she  took  a  magnificent  porcelain  vase  that  contained 
this  flower,  and,  addressing  me  in  a  tone  full  of  grace  and 
kindness,  that  left  me  room  to  guess  that  she  was  vexed  at 
having  wounded  me,  she  said — 'At  least,  sir,  you  will  ac- 
cept this  flower.'  " 

"You  are  right,  Agricola,"  said  the  girl,  smiling  sadly, 
"an  involuntary  error  could  not  be  repaired  in  a  nicer  way." 

"Worthy  young  lady,"  said  Frances,  wiping  her  eyes : 
"how  well  she  understood  my  Agricola!" 

"Did  she  not,  mother?  But  just  as  I  was  taking  the 
flower,  without  daring  to  raise  my  eyes  (for,  notwithstand- 
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ing  the  young  lady's  kind  manner,  there  was  something 
very  imposing  about  her)  another  handsome  girl,  tall  and 
dark,  and  dressed  to  the  top  of  fashion,  came  in  and  said  to 
the  red-haired  young  lady,  'He  is  here,  Madame.'  She  im- 
mediately rose  and  said  to  me,  'A  thousand  pardons,  sir. 
I  shall  never  forget  that  I  am  indebted  to  you  for  a  moment 
of  much  pleasure.  Pray  remember,  on  all  occasions,  my 
address  and  name — Adrienne  de  Cardoville.'  Thereupon  she 
disappeared.  I  could  not  find  a  word  to  say  in  reply.  The 
same  young  woman  showed  me  to  the  door,  and  curtseyed 
f  o  me  very  politely.  And  there  I  stood  in  the  Rue  de  Baby- 
fone,  as  dazzled  and  astonished  as  if  I  had  come  out  of  an 
enchanted  palace." 

"Indeed,  my  child,  it  is  like  a  fairy  tale.  Is  it  not,  my 
poor  girl?" 

"Yes,  ma'am,"  said  Mother  Bunch,  in  an  absent  manner 
that  Agricola  did  not  observe, 

"What  affected  me  most,"  rejoined  Agricola,  "was,  that 
the  young  lady,  on  seeing  her  little  dog,  did  not  forget  me  for 
it,  as  many  would  have  done  in  her  place,  and  took  no  notice 
of  it  before  me.  That  shows  delicacy  and  feeling,  does  it 
not?  Indeed,  I  believe  this  young  lady  to  be  so  kind  and 
generous,  that  I  should  not  hesitate  to  have  recourse  to  her 
in  any  important  case." 

"Yes,  you  are  right,"  replied  the  sempstress,  more  and 
more  absent. 

The  poor  girl  suffered  extremely.  She  felt  no  jealousy, 
no  hatred,  towards  this  young  stranger,  who,  from  her  beauty, 
wealth,  and  delicacy,  seemed  to  belong  to  a  sphere  too 
splendid  and  elevated  to  be  even  within  the  reach  of  a  work- 
girl's  vision ;  but,  making  an  involuntary  comparison  of  this 
fortunate  condition  with  her  own,  the  poor  thing  had  never 
felt  more  cruelly  her  deformity  and  poverty.  Yet  such 
were  the  humility  and  gentle  resignation  of  this  noble  crea- 
ture, that  the  only  thing  which  made  her  feel  ill-disposed 
towards  Adrienne  de  Cardoville  was  the  offer  of  the  purse 
to  Agricola;  but  then  the  charming  way  in  which  the  young 
lady  had  atoned  for  her  error,  affected  the  sempstress  deeply. 
Yet  her  heart  was  ready  to  break.  She  could  not  restrain 
her  tears  as  she  contemplated  the  magnificent  flower — so 
rich  in  color  and  perfume,  which,  given  by  a  charming 
hand,  was  doubtless  very  precious  to  Agricola. 

"Now,  mother,"  resumed  the  young  man  smilingly,  and 
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unaware  of  the  painful  emotion  of  the  other  bystander, 
"you  have  had  the  cream  of  my  adventures  first.  I  have 
told  you  one  of  the  causes  of  my  delay ;  and  now  for  the 
other.  Just  now,  as  I  was  coming  in,  I  met  the  dyer  at  the 
foot  of  the  stairs,  his  arms  a  beautiful  pea-green.  Stopping 
me  he  said,  with  an  air  full  of  importance,  that  he  thought 
he  had  seen  a  chap  sneaking  about  the  house  like  a  spy 
'Well,  _  what  is  that  to  you,  Daddy  Loriot  ?'  said  I :  'are 
you  afraid  he  will  nose  out  the  way  to  make  the  beauti- 
ful green,  with  which  you  are  dyed  up  to  the  very  elbows  ?'  " 

"But  who  could  that  man  be,  Agricola?"  said  Frances. 

"On  my  word,  mother,  I  don't  know  and  scarcely  care; 
I  tried  to  persuade  Daddy  Loriot,  who  chatters  like  a  magpie, 
to  return  to  his  cellar,  since  it  could  signify  as  little  to  him 
as  to  me,  whether  a  spy  watched  him  or  not."  So  saying, 
Agricola  went  and  placed  the  little  leathern  sack,  containing 
his  wages,  on  a  shelf,  in  the  cupboard. 

As  Frances  put  down  the  saucepan  on  the  end  of  the  table, 
Mother  Bunch,  recovering  fr'om  her  reverie,  filled  a  basin 
with  water,  and,  taking  it  to  the  blacksmith,  said  to  him  in 
a  gentle  tone — 

"Agricola — for  your  hands." 

"Thank  you,  little  sister.  How  kind  you  are!"  Then 
with  a  most  unaffected  gesture  and  tone,  he  added,  "There 
is  my  fine  flower  for  your  trouble." 

"Do  you  give  it  me?"  cried  the  sempstress,  with  emotion, 
while  a  vivid  blush  colored  her  pale  and  interesting  face. 
"Do  you  give  me  this  handsome  flower,  which  a  lovely  rich 
young  lady  so  kindly  and  graciously  gave  you?"  And  the 
poor  thing  repeated,  with  growing  astonishment,  "Do  you 
give  it  to  me?" 

"What  the  deuce  should  I  do  with  it?  Wear  it  on  my 
heart,  have  it  set  as  a  pin?"  said  Agricola,  smiling.  "It  is 
true  I  was  very  much  impressed  by  the  charming  way  in 
which  the  young  lady  thanked  me.  I  am  delighted  to  think 
I  found  her  little  dog,  and  very  happy  to  be  able  to  give  you 
this  flower,  since  it  pleases  you.  You  see  the  day  has  been 
a  happy  one." 

While  Mother  Bunch,  trembling  with  pleasure,  emotion, 
and  surprise,  took  the  flower,  the  young  blacksmith  washed 
his  hands,  so  black  with  smoke  and  steel  filings  that  the 
ivater  became  dark  in  an  instant.  Agricola,  pointing  out  this 
change  to  the  sempstress,  said  to  her  in  a  whisper,  laughing,— 
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"Here's  cheap  ink  for  us  paper-stainers !  I  finished  somei 
verses  yesterday,  which  I  am  rather  satisfied  with.  I  will 
read  them  to  you." 

With  this,  Agricola  wiped  his  hands  naturally  on  the  front 
of  his  blouse,  while  Mother  Bunch  replaced  the  basin  on 
the  chest  of  drawers,  and  laid  the  flower  against  the  side 
of  it. 

"Can't  you  ask  for  a  towel,"  said  Frances,  shrugging  her 
shoulders,  "instead  of  wiping  your  hands  on  your  blouse?" 

"After  being  scorched  all  day  long  at  the  forge,  it  will  be 
all  the  better  for  a  little  cooling  to-night,  won't  it?  Am  I 
disobedient,  mother?  Scold  me,  then,  if  you  dare!  Come, 
let  us  see  you." 

Frances  made  no  reply ;  but,  placing  her  hands  on  either 
side  of  her  son's  head,  so  beautiful  in  its  candor,  resolution 
and  intelligence,  she  surveyed  him  for  a  moment  with  mater- 
nal pride,  and  kissed  him  repeatedly  on  the  forehead. 

"Come,"  said  she,  "sit  down :  you  stand  all  day  at  your 
forge,  and  it  is  late." 

"So, — your  arm-chair  again  !"  said  Agricola. — "Our 
usual  quarrel  every  evening — take  it  away,  I  shall  be  quite 
as  much  at  ease  on  another." 

"No,  no!  You  ought  at  least  to  rest  after  your  hard 
toil." 

"What  tyranny!"  said  Agricola  gayly,  sitting  down. 
"Well,  I  preach  like  a  good  apostle ;  but  I  am  quite  at  ease 
in  your  arm-chair,  after  all.  Since  I  sat  down  on  the  throne 
in  the  Tuileries,  I  have  never  had  a  better  seat." 

Frances  Baudoin,  standing  on  one  side  of  the  table,  cut  a 
slice  of  bread  for  her  son,  while  Mother  Bunch,  on  the  other, 
filled  his  silver  mug.  There  was  something  affecting  in  the 
attentive  eagerness  of  the  two  excellent  creatures,  for  him 
whom  they  loved  so  tenderly. 

"Won't  you  sup  with  me?"  said  Agricola  to  the  girl. 

"Thank  you,  Agricola,"  replied  the  sempstress,  looking 
down,  "I  have  only  just  dined." 

"Oh,  I  only  ask  you  for  form's  sake — you  have  your  whims 
— we  can  never  prevail  on  you  to  eat  with  us — just  like 
mother ;  she  prefers  dining  all  alone ;  and  in  that  way  she 
deprives  herself  without  my  knowing  it." 

"Goodness,  child !  It  is  better  for  my  health  to  dine  earry. 
Well,  do  you  find  it  nice?" 

"Nice! — call  it  excellent!     Stockfish  and  parsnips.     Oh, 
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I  am  very  fond  of  stockfish  ;  I  should  have  been  born  a  New- 
foundland fisherman." 

This  worthy  lad.  on  the  contrary,  was  but  poorly  refreshed, 
after  a  hard  day's  toil,  with  this  paltry  stew. — a  little  burnt 
as  it  had  been,  too,  during  his  story;  but  he  knew  he  pleased 
his  mother  by  observing  the  fast  without  complaining.  He 
affected  to  enjoy  his  meal ;  and  the  good  woman  accordingly 
observed  with  satisfaction: 

"Oh,  I  see  you  like  it,  my  dear  boy ;  Friday  and  Saturday 
next  we'll  have  some  more." 

"Thank  you.  mother, — only  not  two  days  together.  One 
gets  tired  of  luxuries,  you  know !  And  now,  let  us  talk  of 
what  we  shall  do  to-morrow — Sunday.  We  must  be  very 
merry,  for  the  last  few  days  you  seem  very  sad,  dear  mother,, 
and  I  can't  make  it  out — I  fancy  you  are  not  satisfied  with 


me." 


"Oh,  my  dear  child  ! — you — the  pattern  of- 


'Well,  well !  Prove  to  me  that  you  are  happy,  then,  by 
taking  a  little  amusement.  Perhaps  you  will  do  us  the 
honor  of  accompanying  us,  as  you  did  last  time,"  added 
Agricola,  bowing  to  Mother  Bunch. 

The  latter  blushed  and  looked  down ;  her  face  assumed 
an  expression  of  bitter  grief,  and  she  made  no  reply. 

"I  have  the  prayers  to  attend  all  day,  you  know,  my  dear 
child."  said  Frances  to  her  son. 

"Well,  in  the  evening,  then?  I  don't  propose  the  theatre; 
but  they  say  there  is  a  conjurer  to  be  seen  whose  tricks  are 
very  amusing." 

"I  am  obliged  to  you,  my  son;  but  that  is  a  kind  of 
theatre." 

"Dear  mother,  this  is  unreasonable!" 

"My  dear  child,  do  I  ever  hinder  others  from  doing  what 
they  like?" 

"True,  dear  mother;  forgive  me.  Well.  then,  if  it  should 
be  fine,  we  will  simply  take  a  walk  with  Mother  Bunch  on 
the  Boulevards.  It  is  nearly  three  months  since  she  went 
out  with  us ;  and  she  never  goes  out  without  us." 

"No,  no;  go  alone,  my  child.  Enjoy  your  Sunday,  'tis 
little  enough." 

"You  know  very  well.  Agricola,"  said  the  sempstress, 
blushing  up  to  the  eyes,  "that  I  ought  not  to  go  out  with 
you  and  your  mother  again." 
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"Why  not,  madame?  May  I  ask,  without  impropriety, 
the  cause  of  this  refusal?"  said  Agricola,  gayly. 

The  poor  girl  smiled  sadly,  and  replied,  "Because  I  will 
not  expose  you  to  a  quarrel  on  my  account,  Agricola." 

"Forgive  me,"  said  Agricola,  in  a  tone  of  sincere  grief,  and 
he  struck  his  forehead  vexedly. 

To  this  Mother  Bunch  alluded  sometimes,  but  very  rarely, 
for  she  observed  punctilious  discretion.  The  girl  had  gone 
out  with  Agricola  and  his  mother.  Such  occasions  were, 
indeed,  holidays  for  her.  Many  days  and  nights  had  she 
toiled  hard  to  procure  a  decent  bonnet  and  shawl,  that  she 
might  not  do  discredit  to  her  friends.  The  five  or  six  days 
of  holidays,  thus  spent  arm  in  arm  with  him  whom  she  adored 
in  secret,  formed  the  sum  of  her  happy  days. 

Taking  their  last  walk,  a  coarse,  vulgar  man  elbowed  her 
so  rudely  that  the  poor  girl  could  not  refrain  from  a  cry  of 
terror,  and  the  man  retorted  it  by  saying,. — 

"What  are  you  rolling  your  hump  in  my  way  for, 
stoopid  ?" 

Agricola,  like  his  father,  had  the  patience  which  force  and 
courage  give  to  the  truly  brave;  but  he  was  extremely  quick 
when  it  became  necessary  to  avenge  an  insult.  Irritated  at 
the  vulgarity  of  this  man,  Agricola  left  his  mother's  arm 
to  inflict  on  the  brute,  who  was  of  his  own  age,  size,  and 
force,  two  vigorous  blows,  such  as  the  powerful  arm  and 
huge  fist  of  a  blacksmith  never  before  inflicted  on  human 
face.  The  villain  attempted  to  return  it,  and  Agricola  re- 
peated the  correction,  to  the  amusement  of  the  crowd,  and 
the  fellow  slunk  away  amidst  a  deluge  of  hisses.  This 
adventure  made  Mother  Bunch  say  she  would  not  go  out 
with  Agricola  again,  in  order  to  save  him  any  occasion  of 
quarrel.  We  may  conceive  the  blacksmith's  regret  at  hav- 
ing thus  unwittingly  revived  the  memory  of  this  circum- 
stance,— more  painful,  alas!  for  Mother  Bunch  than  Agri- 
cola could  imagine,  for  she  loved  him  passionately,  and  her 
infirmity  had  been  the  cause  of  that  quarrel.  Notwith- 
standing his  strength  and  resolution,  Agricola  was  child- 
ishly sensitive;  and,  thinking  how  painful  that  thought 
must  be  to  the  poor  girl,  a  large  tear  filled  his  eyes,  and, 
holding  out  his  hands,  he  said,  in  a  brotherly  tone,  "Forgive 
my  heedlessness !  Come,  kiss  me."  And  he  gave  her  thin, 
pale  cheeks  two  hearty  kisses. 

The  poor  girl's  lips  turned  pale  at  this  cordial  caress ;  and 
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her  heart   heat   so  violently  that   she   was   obliged   to   lean 
against  the  corner  of  the  table. 

"Come,  you  forgive  me,  do  you  not?"  said  Agricola. 
''Yes!    yes!"    she    said,    trying    to    subdue    her    emotion; 
"but  the  recollection  of   that  quarrel   pains  me — I    was   so 
alarmed  on  your  account;  if  the  crowd  had  sided  with  that 
man  !" 

"Alas!"  said  Frances,  coming  to  the  sewing-girl's  relief, 
without  knowing  it,  "I  was  never  so  afraid  in  all  my  life!" 

"Oh,  mother,"  rejoined  Agricola,  trying  to  change  a  con- 
versation which  had  now  become  disagreeable  for  the  semp- 
stress, "for  the  wife  of  a  horse  grenadier  of  the  Imperial 
Guard,  you  have  not  much  courage.  Oh,  my  brave  father; 
I  can't  believe  he  is  really  coming!  The  very  thought  turns 
me  topsy-turvy!" 

"Heaven  grant  he  may  come,"  said  Frances,  with  a  sigh. 
"God  grant  it,  mother.     He  will  grant  it,  I  should  think.. 
Lord   knows,   you  have   had  masses   enough   said    for   his 
return." 

"Agricola,  my  child,"  said  Frances,  interrupting  her  son 
and  shaking  her  head  sadly,  "do  not  speak  in  that  way 
Besides,  you  are  talking  of  your  father." 

"Well,  I'm  in  for  it  this  evening.  Tis  your  turn  now  ; 
positively,  I  am  growing  stupid,  or  going  crazy.  Forgive 
me,  mother!  forgive!  That's  the  only  word  I  can  get  out 
to-night.  You  know  that,  when  I  do  let  out  on  certain  sub- 
jects, it  is  because  I  can't  help  it ;  for  I  know  well  the  pain 
it  gives  you." 

"You  do  not  offend  me,  my  poor,  dear,  misguided  boy." 
"It  comes  to  the  same  thing ;  and  there  is  nothing  so  bad 
as  to  offend  one's  mother;  and,  with  respect  to  what  I  said 
about  father's  return,  I  do  not  see  that  we  have  any  cause  to 
doubt  it." 

"But  we  have  not  heard  from  him  for  four  months." 
"You  know,  mother,  in  his  letter — that  is,  in  the  letter 
which  he  dictated  (for  you  remember  that,  with  the  candor 
of  an  old  soldier,  he  told  us  that,  if  he  could  read  tolerably 
well,  he  could  not  write)  ;  well,  in  that  letter  he  said  we 
were  not  to  be  anxious  about  him;  that  he  expected  to  be 
in  Paris  about  the  end  of  January,  and  would  send  US  word, 
three  or  four  days  before,  by  what  road  he  expected  to  arrive, 
that  I  might  go  and  meet  him." 

"True,  my  child ;  and  February  is  come,  and  no  news  yet." 
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"The  greater  reason  why  we  should  wait  patiently.  But 
I'll  tell  you  more:  I  should  not  be  surprised  if  our  good 
Gabriel  were  to  come  back  about  the  same  time.  His  last 
letter  from  America  makes  me  hope  so.  What  pleasure, 
mother,  should  all  the  family  be  together!" 

"Oh,  yes,  my  child !    It  would  be  a  happy  day  for  me." 

"And  that  day  will  soon  come,  trust  me." 

"Do  you  remember  your  father,  Agricola?"  inquired 
Mother  Bunch. 

"To  tell  the  truth,  I  remember  most  his  great  grenadier's 
shako  and  moustache,  which  used  to  frighten  me  so,  that 
nothing  but  the  red  ribbon  of  his  cross  of  honor,  on  the 
white  facings  of  his  uniform,  and  the  shining  handle  of  his 
sabre,  could  pacify  me;  could  it,  mother?  But  what  is  the 
matter  ?    You  are  weeping !" 

"Alas !  poor  Baudoin !  What  he  must  suffer  at  being 
separated  from  us  at  his  age — sixty  and  past !  Alas !  my 
child,  my  heart  breaks,  when  I  think  that  he  comes  home 
only  to  change  one  kind  of  poverty  for  another." 

"What  do  you  mean?" 

"Alas  !    I  earn  nothing  now." 

"Why,  what's  become  of  me  ?  Isn't  there  a  room  here  for 
you  and  for  him ;  and  a  table  for  you  too  ?  Only,  my  good 
mother,  since  we  are  talking  of  domestic  affairs,"  added  the 
blacksmith,  imparting  increased  tenderness  to  his  tone,  that 
he  might  not  shock  his  mother,  "when  he  and  Gabriel  come 
home,  you  won't  want  to  have  any  more  masses  said,  and 
tapers  burned  for  them,  will  you?  Well,  that  saving  will 
enable  father  to  have  tobacco  to  smoke,  and  his  bottle  of 
wine  every  day.  Then,  on  Sundays,  we  will  take  a  nice 
dinner  at  the  eating-house." 

A  knocking  at  the  door  disturbed  Agricola. 

"Come  in,"  said  he.  Instead  of  doing  so,  some  one  half- 
opened  the  door,  and,  thrusting  in  an  arm  of  a  pea-green 
color,  made  signs  to  the  blacksmith. 

"  'Tis  old  Loriot,  the  pattern  of  dyers,"  said  Agricola; 
"come  in,  Daddy,  no  ceremony." 

"Impossible,  my  lad ;  I  am  dripping  with  dye  from  head 
to  foot ;  I  should  cover  missus's  floor  with  green." 

"So  much  the  better.  It  will  remind  me  of  the  fields  I 
like  so  much." 

"Without  joking,  Agricola,  I  must  speak  to  you  imme- 
diately." 
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'About  the  spy,  eh?    Oh,  be  easy;  what's  he  to  us?" 

"Xo;  I  think  he's  gone;  at  any  rate,  the  fog  is  so  thick  I 
can't  see  him.  But  that's  not  it — come,  come  quickly !  It 
IS  very  important,"  said  the  dyer,  with  a  mysterious  look; 
"and  only  concerns  you." 

"Me,  only?"  said  Agricola,  with  surprise.  "What  can  it 
be? 

"Go  and   see,   my   child,"   said   Frances. 

"Yes,  mother;  but  the  deuce  take  me  if  I  can  make  it 
out." 

And  the  blacksmith  left  the  room,  leaving  his  mother  with 
Mother  Bunch. 


CHAPTER  XXX. 

THE   RETURN". 


I.v  five  minutes  Agricola  returned;  his  face  was  pale  and 
agitated — his  eyes  glistened  with  tears,  and  his  hands  trem- 
bled ;  but  his  countenance  expressed  extraordinary  happi- 
ness and  emotion.  He  stood  at  the  door  for  a  moment,  as  if 
too  much  affected  to  accost  his  mother. 

Frances's  sight  was  so  bad  that  she  did  not  immediately 
perceive  the  change  her  son's  countenance  had  undergone. 

"Well,  my  child — what  is  it?"  she  inquired. 

Before  the  blacksmith  could  reply,  Mother  Bunch,  who 
had  more  discernment,  exclaimed:  "Goodness,  Agricola — 
how  pale  you  are!    Whatever  is  the  matter?" 

"Mother,"  said  the  artisan,  hastening  to  Frances,  without 
replying  to  the  sempstress, — "mother,  expect  news  that  will 
astonish  you ;  but  promise  me  you  will  be  calm." 

"What  do  you  mean?  How  you  tremble!  Look  at  me! 
Mother  Bunch  was  right — you  are  quite  pale." 

"My  kind  mother !"  and  Agricola,  kneeling  before  Fran- 
ces, took  both  her  hands  in  his — "you  must — you  do  not 
know, — but " 

The  blacksmith  could  not  go  on.  Tears  of  joy  interrupted 
his  speech. 

"You  weep,  my  dear  child !  Your  tears  alarm  me.  What 
is  the  matter? — you  terrify  me!" 

"Oh,  no,  I  would  not  terrify  you;  on  the  contrary,"  said 
Agricola,  drying  his  eyes — "you  will  be  so  happy.  But, 
again,  you  must  try  and  command  your  feelings,  for  toe 
much  joy  is  as  hurtful  as  too  much  grief." 
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"What?" 

"Did  I  not  say  true,  when  I  said  he  would  come?" 

"Father !"  cried  Frances.  She  rose  from  her  seat ;  but 
her  surprise  and  emotion  were  so  great  that  she  put  one 
hand  to  her  heart  to  still  its  beating,  and  then  she  felt  her 
strength  fail.  Her  son  sustained  her,  and  assisted  her  to  sit 
down. 

Mother  Bunch,  till  now,  had  stood  discreetly  apart,  wit- 
nessing from  a  distance  the  scene  which  completely  engrossed 
Agricola  and  his  mother.  But  she  now  drew  near  timidly, 
thinking  she  might  be  useful ;  for  Frances  changed  color 
more  and  more. 

"Come,  courage,  mother,"  said  the  blacksmith ;  "now  the 
shock  is  over,  you  have  only  to  enjoy  the  pleasure  of  seeing 
my  father." 

"My  poor  man!  after  eighteen  years'  absence.  Oh,  I  can- 
not believe  it,"  said  Frances,  bursting  into  tears.  "Is  it 
true?    Is  it,  indeed,  true?" 

"So  true,  that  if  you  will  promise  me  to  keep  as  calm  as 
you  can,  I  will  tell  you  when  you  may  see  him." 

"Soon — may  I  not?" 

"Yes ;  soon." 

"But  when  will  he  arrive?" 

"He  may  arrive  any  minute — to-morrow — perhaps  to- 
-lay." 

"To-day !" 

"Yes,  mother !    Well,  I  must  tell  you  all — he  has  arrived." 

"He — he  is "     Frances  could  not  articulate  the  word. 

"He  was  downstairs  just  now.  Before  coming  up,  he  sent 
the  dyer  to  apprise  me  that  I  might  prepare  you ;  for  my 
brave  father  feared  the  surprise  might  hurt  you." 

"Oh,  heaven !" 

"And  now,"  cried  the  blacksmith,  in  an  accent  of  inde- 
scribable joy — "he  is  there,  waiting!  Oh,  mother!  for  the 
last  ten  minutes  I  have  scarcely  been  able  to  contain  myself 
— my  heart  is  bursting  with  joy."  And  running  to  the  door, 
he  threw  it  open. 

Dagobert,  holding  Rose  and  Blanche  by  the  hand,  stood 
on  the  threshold.  Instead  of  rushing  to  her  husband's  arms, 
Frances  fell  on  her  knees  in  prayer.  She  thanked  heaven 
with  profound  gratitude  for  hearing  her  prayers,  and  thus 
accepting  her  offerings.  During  a  second,  the  actors  of  this 
scene  stood  silent  and  motionless.     Agricola,  by  a  sentiment 
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of  respect  and  delicacy,  which  struggled  violently  with  his 
affection,  did  not  dare  to  fall  on  his  father's  neck.  He  waited 
with  constrained  impatience  till  his  mother  had  finished  her 
prayer. 

The  soldier  experienced  the  same  feeling  as  the  black- 
smith ;  they  understood  each  other.  The  first  glance  ex- 
changed by  father  and  son  expressed  their  affection — their 
veneration  for  that  excellent  woman,  who  in  the  fulness  of 
her  religious  fervor,  forgot,  perhaps,  too  much  the  creature 
for  the  Creator. 

Rose  and  Blanche,  confused  and  affected,  looked  with  in- 
terest on  the  kneeling  woman ;  while  Mother  Bunch,  shed- 
ding in  silence  tears  of  joy  at  the  thought  of  Agricola's  hap- 
piness, withdrew  into  the  most  obscure  corner  of  the  room, 
feeling  that  she  was  a  stranger,  and  necessarily  out  of  place 
in  that  family  meeting.  Frances  rose,  and  took  a  step  to- 
wards her  husband,  who  received  her  in  his  arms.  There 
was  a  moment  of  solemn  silence.  Dagobert  and  Frances 
said  not  a  word.  Nothing  could  be  heard  but  a  few  sighs, 
mingled  with  sighs  of  joy.  And,  when  the  aged  couple 
looked  up.  their  expression  was  calm,  radiant,  serene ;  for 
the  /till  and  complete  enjoyment  of  simple  and  pure 
sentiments  never  leaves  behind  a  feverish  and  violent 
agitation. 

"My  children,"  said  the  soldier,  in  tones  of  emotion,  pre- 
senting the  orphans  to  Frances,  who,  after  her  first  agita- 
tion, had  surveyed  them  with  astonishment,  "this  is  my 
good  and  worthy  wife;  she  will  be  to  the  daughters  of  Gen- 
eral Simon  what  I  have  been  to  them." 

"Then,  madame,  you  will  treat  us  as  your  children,"  said 
Rose,  approaching  Frances  with  her  sister. 

"The  daughters  of  General  Simon!"  cried  Dagobert's 
wife,  more  and  more  astonished. 

"Yes,  my  dear  Frances ;  I  have  brought  them  from  afar — 
not  without  some  difficulty ;  but  I  will  tell  you  that  by  and 
by." 

"Poor  little  things !  One  would  take  them  for  two  angels, 
exactly  alike !"  said  Frances,  contemplating  the  orphans 
with  as  much  interest  as  admiration. 

"Now — for  us,"  cried  Dagobert,  turning  to  his  son. 

"At  last,"  rejoined  the  latter. 

We  must  renounce  all  attempts  to  describe  the  wild  joy  of 
Dagobert  and  his  son,  and  the  crushing  grip  of  their  hands, 
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which  Dagobert  interrupted  only  to  look  in  Agricola's  face; 
while  he  rested  his  hands  on  the  young  blacksmith's  broad 
shoulders  that  he  might  see  to  more  advantage  his  frank 
masculine  countenance,  and  robust  frame.  Then  he  shook 
his  hand  again,  exclaiming,  "He's  a  fine  fellow — well-built 
— what  a  good-hearted  look  he  has!" 

From  a  corner  of  the  room  Mother  Bunch  enjoyed  Agri- 
cola's  happiness ;  but  she  feared  that  her  presence,  till  then 
unheeded,  would  be  an  intrusion.  She  wished  to  withdraw 
unnoticed,  but  could  not  do  so.  Dagobert  and  his  son  were 
between  her  and  the  door ;  and  she  stood  unable  to  take  her 
eyes  from  the  charming  faces  of  Rose  and  Blanche.  She 
had  never  seen  anything  so  winsome ;  and  the  extraordinary 
resemblance  of  the  sisters  increased  her  surprise.  Then, 
their  humble  mourning  revealing  that  they  were  poor, 
Mother  Bunch  involuntarily  felt  more  sympathy  towards 
them. 

"Dear  children !  They  are  cold ;  their  little  hands  are 
frozen,  and,  unfortunately,  the  fire  is  out,"  said  Frances, 
She  tried  to  warm  the  orphans'  hands  in  hers,  while  Dago- 
bert and  his  son  gave  themselves  up  to  the  feelings  of  affec- 
tion, so  long  restrained. 

As  soon  as  Frances  said  that  the  fire  was  out,  Mother 
Bunch  hastened  to  make  herself  useful,  as  an  excuse  for  her 
presence ;  and,  going  to  the  cupboard,  where  the  charcoal 
and  wood  were  kept,  she  took  some  small  pieces,  and,  kneel- 
ing before  the  stove,  succeeded,  by  the  aid  of  a  few  embers 
that  remained,  in  relighting  the  fire,  which  soon  began  to 
draw  and  blaze.  Filling  a  coffee-pot  with  water,  she  placed 
it  on  the  stove,  presuming  that  the  orphans  required  some 
warm  drink.  The  sempstress  did  all  this  with  so  much  dex- 
terity and  so  little  noise — she  was  naturally  so  forgotten 
amidst  the  emotions  of  the  scene — that  Frances,  entirely  occu- 
pied with  Rose  and  Blanche,  only  perceived  the  fire  when  she 
felt  its  warmth  diffusing  round,  and  heard  the  boiling  water 
singing  in  the  coffee-pot.  This  phenomenon — fire  rekindling 
of  itself — did  not  astonish  Dagobert's  wife  then,  so  wholly 
was  she  taken  up  in  devising  how  she  could  lodge  the  maid- 
ens ;  for  Dagobert  as  we  have  seen,  had  not  given  her  notice 
of  their  arrival. 

Suddenly  a  loud  bark  was  heard  three  or  four  times  at  the 
door. 

"Hallo !  there's  Spoil-sport,"  said  Dagobert,  letting  in  his 
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dog;  "he  wants  to  come  in  to  brush  acquaintance  with  the 
family  too." 

The  dog  came  in  with  a  hound,  and  in  a  second  was  quite 
at  home.  After  having  rubbed  Dagobert's  hand  with  his 
muzzle,  he  went  in  turns  to  greet  Rose  and  Blanche,  and 
also  Frances  and  Agricola ;  but  seeing  that  they  took  hut 
little  notice  of  him,  he  perceived  Mother  Bunch,  who  stood 
apart,  in  an  obscure  corner  of  the  room,  and  carrying  out 
the  popular  saying,  "the  friends  of  our  friends  are  our 
friends,"  he  went  and  licked  the  hands  of  the  young  work- 
woman, who  was  just  then  forgotten  by  all.  By  a  singular 
impulse,  this  action  affected  the  girl  to  tears;  she  patted  her 
long,  thin,  white  hand  several  times  on  the  head  of  the  in- 
telligent dog.  Then,  finding  that  she  could  be  no  longer  use- 
ful (for  she  had  done  all  the  little  services  she  deemed  in 
her  power),  she  took  the  handsome  flower  Agricola  had 
given  her,  opened  the  door  gently,  and  went  away  so  dis- 
creetly that  no  one  noticed  her  departure.  After  this 
exchange  of  mutual  affection,  Dagobert,  his  wife,  and  son, 
began  to  think  of  the  realities  of  life. 

"Poor  Frances,"  said  the  soldier,  glancing  at  Rose  and 
Blanche,  "you  did  not  expect  such  a  pretty  surprise!" 

"I  am  only  sorry,  my  friend,"  replied  Frances,  "that  the 
daughters  of  General  Simon  will  not  have  a  better  lodging 
than  this  poor  room ;  for  with  Agricola's  garret " 

"It  composes  our  mansion,"  interrupted  Dagobert ;  "there 
are  handsomer,  it  must  be  confessed.  But  be  at  ease;  these 
young  ladies  are  drilled  into  not  being  hard  to  suit  on 
that  score.  To-morrow,  I  and  my  boy  will  go  arm  and  arm, 
and  I  '11  answer  for  it  he  won't  walk  the  more  upright  and 
straight  of  the  two,  and  find  out  General  Simon's  father,  at 
M.  Hardy's  factory,  to  talk  about  business." 

"To-morrow,  father,"  said  Agricola  to  Dagobert,  "you 
will  not  find  at  the  factory  either  M.  Hardy  or  Marshal 
Simon's  father." 

"What  is  that  you  sav,  my  lad?"  cried  Dagobert,  hastily, 
"the  Marshal!" 

"To  he  sure:  since  1830,  General  Simon's  friends  have 
secured  him  the  title  and  rank  which  the  emperor  gave  him 
at  the  battle  of  Ligny." 

"Indeed!"  cried  Dagobert,  with  emotion,  "but  that  ought 
not  to  surprise  me ;  for,  after  all,  it  is  just ;  and  when  the  em- 
peror said  a  thing,  the  least  they  can  do  is  to  let  it  abide. 
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But  it  goes  all  the  same  to  my  heart ;  it  makes  me  jump 
again." 

Addressing  the  sisters,  he  said :  "Do  you  hear  that,  my  chil- 
dren? You  arrive  in  Paris  the  daughters  of  a  Duke  and 
Marshal  of  France.  One  would  hardly  think  it,  indeed,  to 
see  you  in  this  room,  my  poor  little  duchesses  !  But  patience ; 
all  will  go  well.  Ah,  father  Simon  must  have  been  very 
glad  to  hear  that  his  son  was  restored  to  his  rank !  eh,  my 
lad  ?" 

"He  told  us  he  would  renounce  all  kinds  of  ranks  and 
titles  to  see  his  son  again ;  for  it  was  during  the  general's 
absence  that  his  friends  obtained  this  act  of  justice.  But 
they  expect  Marshal  Simon  every  moment,  for  the  last  let- 
ter from  India  announced  his  departure." 

At  these  words  Rose  and  Blanche  looked  at  each  other ; 
and  their  eyes  filled  with  tears. 

"Heaven  be  praised!  These  children  rely  on  his  return; 
but  why  shall  we  not  find  M.  Hardy  and  father  Simon  at 
the  factory  to-morrow?" 

"Ten  days  ago,  they  wert  to  examine  and  study  an  Eng- 
lish mill  established  in  the  south ;  but  we  expect  them  back 
every  day." 

"The  deuce !  that's  vexing ;  I  relied  on  seeing  the  gen- 
eral's father,  to  talk  over  some  important  matters  with  him. 
At  any  rate,  they  know  where  to  write  to  him.  So  to-mor- 
row you  will  let  him  know,  my  lad,  that  his  granddaughters 
are  arrived.  In  the  mean  time,  children,"  added  the  soldier, 
to  Rose  and  Blanche,  "my  good  wife  will  give  you  her  bed, 
and  you  must  put  up  with  the  chances  of  war.  Poor  things ! 
they  will  not  be  worse  off  here  than  they  were  on  the 
journey." 

"You  know  we  shall  always  be  well  off  with  you  and 
madame,"  said  Rose. 

"Besides,  we  only  think  of  the  pleasure  of  being  at  length 
in  Paris,  since  here  we  are  to  find  our  father,"  added 
Blanche. 

"That  hope  gives  you  patience,  I  know,"  said  Dagobert, 
"but  no  matter !  After  all  you  have  heard  about  it,  you 
ought  to  be  finely  surprised,  my  children.  As  yet,  you  have 
not  found  it  the  golden  city  of  your  dreams,  by  any  means. 
But,  patience,  patience;  you'll  find  Paris  not  so  bad  as  it 
looks." 
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"Besides,"  said  Agricola,  "I  am  sure  the  arrival  of  Marshal 
Simon  in  Paris  will  change  it  for  you  into  a  golden  city." 

"You  are  right,  Agricola,"  said  Rose,  with  a  smile,  "you 
have,  indeed,  guessed  us." 

"What!  do  you  know  my  name?" 

"Certainly,  Agricola,  we  often  talked  about  you  with 
Dagobert;  and  latterly,  too,  with  Gabriel,"  added  Blanche. 

"Gabriel!"  cried  Agricola  and  his  mother,  at  the  same 
time. 

"Yes,"  replied  Dagobert,  making  a  sign  of  intelligence  to 
the  orphans,  "we  have  lots  to  tell  you  for  a  fortnight  to 
come ;  and  among  other  things,  how  we  chanced  to  meet 
with  Gabriel.  All  I  can  now  say  is  that,  in  his  way,  he  is 
quite  as  good  as  my  boy  (I  shall  never  be  tired  of  saying 
'my  boy')  ;  and  they  ought  to  love  each  other  like  brothers. 
Oh,  my  brave,  brave  wife!"  said  Dagobert,  with  emotion, 
"you  did  a  good  thing,  poor  as  you  were,  taking  the  unfor- 
tunate child — and  bringing  him  up  with  your  own." 

"Don't  talk  so  much  about  it,  my  dear;  it  was  such  a 
simple  thing." 

"You  are  right;  but  I'll  make  you  amends  for  it  by  and 
by.  Tis  down  to  your  account;  in  the  mean  time,  you  will 
be  sure  to  see  him  to-morrow  morning." 

"My  dear  brother  arrived  too!"  cried  the  blacksmith; 
"who'll  say,  after  this,  that  there  are  not  days  set  apart  for 
happiness?     How  came  you  to  meet  him,  father?" 

"I'll  tell  you  all,  by  and  by,  about  when  and  how  we  met 
Gabriel ;  for  if  you  expect  to  sleep,  you  are  mistaken.  You'll 
give  me  half  your  room,  and  a  fine  chat  we'll  have.  Spoil- 
>P<>rt  will  stay  outside  of  this  door;  he  is  accustomed  to 
sleep  at  the  children's  door." 

"Dear  me,  love.  I  think  of  nothing.  But,  at  such  a 
moment,  if  you  and  the  young  ladies  wish  to  sup,  Agricola 
will  fetch  something  from  the  cookshop." 

"What  do  you  say.  children  ':" 

"No,  thank  you,  Dagobert,  we  are  not  hungry;  we  are 
too  happy." 

"You  will  take  a  little  wine  and  water,  sweetened,  nice 
and  hot,  to  warm  you  a  little,  my  dear  young  ladies,"  -aid 
Frances;  "unfortunately,  I  have  nothing  else  to  offer  you." 

"You  are  right,  Frances;  the  dear  children  are  tired,  and 
want  to  go  to  bed:  while  they  do  so,  I'll  go  to  my  boy's 
room,  and,  before  Rose  and  Blanche  are  awake,  I  will  come 
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down  and  converse  with  you,  just  to  give  Agricola  a  respite." 

A  knock  was  now  heard  at  the  door. 

"It  is  good  Mother  Bunch  come  to  see  if  we  want  her," 
said  Agricola. 

"But  I  think  she  was  here  when  my  husband  came  in,'" 
added  Frances. 

"Right,  mother;  and  the  good  girl  left  lest  she  should  be 
an  intruder:  she  is  so  thoughtful.  But  no — no — it  is  not 
she  who  knocks  so  loud." 

"Go  and  see  who  it  is,  then,  Agricola." 

Before  the  blacksmith  could  reach  the  door,  a  man  decently 
dressed,  with  a  respectable  air,  entered  the  room,  and  glanced 
rapidly  round,  looking  for  a  moment  at  Rose  and  Blanche. 

"Allow  me  to  observe,  sir,"  said  Agricola,  "that  after 
knocking,  you  might  have  waited  till  the  door  was  opened, 
before  you  entered.     Pray,  what  is  your  business?" 

"Pray  excuse  me,  sir,"  said  the  man,  very  politely,  and 
speaking  slowly,  perhaps  to  prolong  his  stay  in  the  room: 
"I  beg  a  thousand  pardons — I  regret  my  intrusion — I  am 
ashamed " 

"Well,  you  ought  to  be,  sir,"  said  Agricola,  with  im- 
patience, "what  do  you  want  ?" 

"Pray,  sir,  does  not  Miss  Soliveau,  a  deformed  needle- 
woman, live  here?" 

"No,  sir;  upstairs,"  said  Agricola. 

"Really,  sir,"  cried  the  polite  man,  with  low  bows,  "I  am 
quite  abroad  at  my  blunder :  I  thought  this  was  the  room  of 
that  young  person.  I  brought  her  proposals  for  work  from 
a  very  respectable  party." 

"It  is  very  late,  sir,"  said  Agricola,  with  surprise.  "But 
that  young  person  is  as  one  of  our  family.  Call  to-morrow; 
you  cannot  see  her  to-night ;  she  is  gone  to  bed." 

"Then,  sir,  I  again  beg  you  to  excuse " 

"Enough,  sir,"  said  Agricola,  taking  a  step  towards  the 
door. 

"I  hope,  madame  and  the  young  ladies,  as  well  as  this 
gent,  will  be  assured  that- — — " 

"If  you  go  on  much  longer  making  excuses,  sir,  you  will 
have  to  excuse  the  length  of  your  excuses ;  and  it  is  time 
this  came  to  an  end !" 

Rose  and  Blanche  smiled  at  these  words  of  Agricola; 
while  Dagobert  rubbed  his  moustache  with  pride. 


THE    WANDERING    JEW  249 

"What  wit  the  boy  has!"  said  he  aside  to  his  wife. 
'But  that  does  not  astonish  you — you  are  used  to  it." 

During  this  speech,  the  ceremonious  person  withdrew, 
having  again  directed  a  long  inquiring  glance  to  the  sisters, 
and  to  Agricola  and  Dagobert 

In  a  few  minutes  after,  Frances  having  spread  a  mattress 
on  the  ground  for  herself,  and  put  the  whitest  sheets  on  her 
bed  for  the  orphans,  assisted  them  to  undress  with  maternal 
solicitude,  Dagobert  and  Agricola  having  previously  with- 
drawn to  their  garret.  Just  as  the  blacksmith,  who  preceded 
his  father  with  a  light,  passed  before  the  door  of  Mother 
Bunch's  room,  the  latter,  half  concealed  in  the  shade,  said  to 
him  rapidly,  in  a  low  tone : 

"Agricola,  great  danger  threatens  you:  I  must  speak  to 
you." 

These  words  were  uttered  in  so  hasty  and  low  a  voice  that 
Dagobert  did  not  hear  them ;  but  as  Agricola  stopped  sud- 
denly, with  a  start,  the  old  soldier  said  to  him, 

"Well,  boy,  what  is  it?" 

"Nothing,  father,"  said  the  blacksmith,  turning  round; 
"I  feared  I  did  not  light  you  well." 

"Oh,  stand  at  ease  about  that ;  I  have  the  legs  and  eyes  of 
fifteen  to-night ;"  and  the  soldier,  not  noticing  his  son's  sur- 
prise, went  into  the  little  room  where  they  were  both  to  pass 
the  night. 


On  leaving  the  house,  after  his  inquiries  about  Mother 
Bunch,  the  over-polite  Paul  Pry  slunk  along  to  the  end  of 
Brise-Miche  Street.  He  advanced  towards  a  hackney-coach 
drawn  up  on  the  Goitre  Saint-Mery  Square. 

In  this  carriage  lounged  Rodin,  wrapped  in  a  cloak. 

"Well?"  said  he,  in  an  inquiring  tone. 

"The  two  girls  and  the  man  with  gray  moustache  went 
directly  to  Frances  Baudoin's ;  by  listening  at  the  door,  I 
learnt  that  the  sisters  will  sleep  with  her,  in  that  room, 
to-night ;  the  old  man  with  gray  moustache  will  share  the 
young  blacksmith's  room." 

"Very  well,"  said  Rodin. 

"I  did  not  dare  insist  on  seeing  the  deformed  workwoman 
this  evening  on  the  subject  of  the  Bacchanal  Queen ;  I 
intend  returning  to-morrow,  to  learn  the  effect  of  the  letter 
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she  must  have  received  this  evening  by  the  post  about  the 
young  blacksmith." 

"Do  not  fail !  And  now  you  will  call,  for  me,  on  Frances 
Baudoin's  confessor,  late  as  it  is ;  you  will  tell  him  that  I  am 
waiting  for  him  at  Rue  du  Milieu  des  Ursins — he  must  not 
lose  a  moment.  Do  you  come  with  him.  Should  I  not  be 
returned,  he  will  wait  for  me.  You  will  tell  him  it  is  on  a 
matter  of  great  moment." 

"All  shall  be  faithfully  executed,"  said  the  ceremonious 
man,  cringing  to  Rodin,  as  the  coach  drove  quickly  away. 


CHAPTER  XXXI. 

AGRICOLA    AND    MOTHER    BUNCH. 

Within  one  hour  after  the  different  scenes  which  have 
just  been  described  the  most  profound  silence  reigned  in  the 
soldier's  humble  dwelling.  A  flickering  light,  which  played 
through  two  panes  of  glass  in  a  door,  betrayed  that  Mother 
Bunch  had  not  yet  gone  to  sleep ;  for  her  gloomy  recess, 
without  air  or  light,  was  impenetrable  to  the  rays  of  day, 
except  by  this  door,  opening  upon  a  narrow  and  obscure 
passage,  connected  with  the  roof.  A  sorry  bed,  a  table,  an 
old  portmanteau,  and  a  chair,  so  nearly  filled  this  chilling 
abode,  that  two  persons  could  not  possibly  be  seated  within 
it,  unless  one  of  them  sat  upon  the  side  of  the  bed. 

The  magnificent  and  precious  flower  that  Agricola  had 
given  to  the  girl  was  carefully  stood  up  in  a  vessel  of  water, 
placed  upon  the  table  on  a  linen  cloth,  diffusing  its  sweet 
odor  around,  and  expanding  its  purple  calix  in  the  verj 
closet,  whose  plastered  walls,  gray  and  damp,  were  feebly 
lighted  by  the  rays  of  an  attenuated  candle.  The  semp- 
stress, who  had  taken  off  no  part  of  her  dress,  was  seated 
upon  her  bed — her  looks  were  downcast,  and  her  eyes  full 
of  tears.  She  supported  herself  with  one  hand  resting  on 
the  bolster ;  and,  inclining  towards  the  door,  listened  with 
painful  eagerness,  every  instant  hoping  to  hear  the  foot- 
steps of  Agricola.  The  heart  of  the  young  sempstress  beat 
violently ;  her  face,  usually  very  pale,  was  now  partially 
flushed — so  exciting  was  the  emotion  by  which  she  was 
agitated.  Sometimes  she  cast  her  eyes  with  terror  upon  a 
letter  which  she  held  in  her  hand,  a  letter  that  had  been 
delivered  by  post  in  the  course  of  the  evening,  and  which  had 


THE    WANDERING    JEW  251 

been  placed  by  the  housekeeper  (the  dyer)  upon  the  table, 
while  she  was  rendering  some  trivial  domestic  services  during 
the  recognitions  of   Dagobert  and  his  family. 

After  some  seconds,  Mother  Bunch  heard  a  door,  very 
near  her  own,  softly  opened. 

"There  he  is  at  last!"  she  exclaimed,  and  Agricola  im- 
mediately entered. 

'*I  waited  till  my  father  went  to  sleep,"  said  the  black- 
smith, in  a  low  voice,  his  physiognomy  evincing  much  more 
curiosity  than  uneasiness.  "But  what  is  the  matter,  my 
good  sister?  How  your  countenance  is  changed!  You 
weep !  What  has  happened  ?  About  what  danger  would 
you  speak  to  me?" 

"Hush!  Read  this!"  said  she,  her  voice  trembling  with 
emotion,  while  she  hastily  presented  to  him  the  open  letter. 
Agricola  held  it  towards  the  light,  and  read  what  follows : 

"A  person  who  has  reasons  for  concealing  himself,  but  who  knows 
the  sisterly  interest  you  take  in  the  welfare  of  Agricola  Baudoin,  warns 
you.  That  young  and  worthy  workman  will  probably  be  arrested  in  the 
course  of  to-morrow." 

"I !"  exclaimed  Agricola,  looking  at  Mother  Bunch  with 
an  air  of  stupefied  amazement.     "What  is  the  meaning  of 

all  this?" 

"Read  on !"  quickly  replied  the  sempstress,  clasping  her 
hands. 

Agricola  resumed  reading,  scarcely  believing  the  evidence 
of  his  eyes  : — 

The  song,  entitled  '"WorKing-men  Freed,'  has  been  declared  libel- 
lous. Numerous  copies  of  it  have  been  found  among  the  papers  of  a 
secret  society,  the  leaders  of  which  are  about  to  be  incarcerated,  as 
being  concerned  in  the  Rue  des  Prouvaires  conspiracy." 

"Alas!"  said  the  girl,  melting  into  tears,  "now  I  see  it 
all.  The  man  who  was  lurking  about  below,  this  evening, 
who  was  observed  by  the  dyer,  was,  doubtless,  a  spy,  lying 
in  wait  for  you  coming  home." 

"Nonsense !"  exclaimed  Agricola.  "This  accusation  is 
quite  ridiculous!  Do  not  torment  yourself.  I  never  trouble 
self  with  politics.  My  verses  breathe  nothing  but  philan- 
thropy. Am  I  to  blame,  if  they  have  been  found  among  the 
papers  of  a  secret  society?"  Agricola  disdainfully  threw 
the  letter  upon  the  table. 

"Read!  pray  read!"  said  the  other;  "read  on." 
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"If  you  wish  it,"  said  Agricola,  "I  will;  no  time  is  lost.'8 
He  resumed  the  reading  of  the  letter : 

"A  warrant  is  about  to  be  issued  against  Agricola  Baudoin.  There  is 
tio  doubt  of  his  innocence  being  sooner  or  later  made  clear;  but  it  will 
be  well  if  he  screen  himself  for  a  time  as  much  as  possible  from  pursuit, 
in  order  that  he  may  escape  a  confinement  of  two  or  three  months  pre- 
vious to  trial — an  imprisonment  which  would  be  a  terrible  blow  for  his 
Diother,  whose  sole  support  he  is. 

"A  Sincere  Friend,  who  is  compelled  to  remain  unknown," 

After  a  moment's  silence,  the  blacksmith  raised  his  head : 
his  countenance  resumed  its  serenity;  and  laughing,  he 
said:  "Reassure  yourself,  good  Mother  Bunch,  these  jokers 
have  made  a  mistake  by  trying  their  games  on  me.  It  is 
plainly  an  attempt  at  making  an  April-fool  of  me  before  the 
time." 

"Agricola,  for  the  love  of  heaven !"  said  the  girl,  in  a 
supplicating  tone ;  "treat  not  the  warning  thus  lightly. 
Believe  in  my  forebodings,  and  listen  to  my  advice." 

"I  tell  you  again,  my  good  girl,"  replied  Agricola,  "that 
it  is  two  months  since  my  song  was  published.  It  is  not  in 
any  way  political ;  indeed,  if  it  were,  they  would  not  have 
waited  till  now  before  coming  down  on  me." 

"But,"  said  the  other,  "you  forget  that  new  events  have 
arisen.  It  is  scarcely  two  days  since  the  conspiracy  was 
discovered,  in  this  very  neighborhood,  in  the  Rue  des  Prou- 
vaires.  And,"  continued  she,  "if  the  verses,  though  perhaps 
hitherto  unnoticed,  have  now  been  found  in  the  possession  of 
the  persons  apprehended  for  this  conspiracy,  nothing  more 
is  necessary  to  compromise  you  in  the  plot." 

"Compromise  me!"  said  Agricola;  "my  verses!  in  which 
I  only  praise  the  love  of  labor  and  of  goodness !  To  arrest 
me  for  that!  If  so,  justice  would  be  but  a  blind  noodle. 
That  she  might  grope  her  way,  it  would  be  necessary  to  fur- 
nish her  with  a  dog  and  a  pilgrim's  staff  to  guide  her  steps." 
i  "Agricola,"  resumed  Mother  Bunch,  overwhelmed  with 
anxiety  and  terror  on  hearing  the  blacksmith  jest  at  such 
a  moment,  "I  conjure  you  to  listen  to  me!  No  doubt  you 
uphold  in  the  verses  the  sacred  love  of  labor ;  but  you  do 
also  grievously  deplore  and  deprecate  the  unjust  lot  of  the 
poor  laborers,  devoted  as  they  are,  without  hope,  to  all  the 
miseries  of  life;  you  recommend,  indeed,  only  fraternity 
among  men ;  but  your  good  and  noble  heart  vents  its  indig- 
nation, at  the  same  time,  against  the  selfish  and  the  wicked 
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In  fine,  you  fervently  hasten  on,  with  the  ardor  of  your 
wishes,  the  emancipation  of  all  the  artisans  who.  less  fortunate 
than  you,  have  not  generous  M.  Hardy  for  employer.  Say, 
Agricola,  in  these  times  of  trouhle,  is  there  anything  more 
necessary  to  compromise  you  than  that  numerous  copies  of 
your  song  have  been  found  in  possession  of  the  persons  who 
have  been  apprehended: " 

Agricola  was  moved  by  these  affectionate  and  judicious 
expressions  of  an  excellent  creature,  who  reasoned  from  her 
heart :  and  he  began  to  view  with  more  seriousness  the  advice 
which  she  had  given  him. 

Perceiving  that  she  had  shaken  him,  the  sewing-girl  went 
on  to  say :  "And  then,  bear  your  fellow- workman,  Remi,  in 
recollection." 

"Remi!"  said  Agricola,  anxiously. 

"Yes,"  resumed  the  sempstress;  "a  letter  of  his,  a  letter 
in  itself  quite  insignificant,  was  found  in  the  house  of  a 
person  arrested  last  year  for  conspiracy ;  and  Remi,  in  conse- 
quence, remained  a  month  in  prison." 

"'That  is  true,  but  the  injustice  of  his  implication  was 
easily  shown,  and  he  was  set  at  liberty/1 

"Yes.  Agricola:  but  not  till  he  had  lain  a  month  in  prison; 
and  that  has  furnished  the  motive  of  the  person  who  advised 
you  to  conceal  yourself  !  A  month  in  prison  !  Good  heavens ! 
Agricola,  think  of  that,  and  your  mother." 

These  words  made  a  powerful  impression  upon  Agricola. 
He  took  up  the  letter  and  again  read  it  attentively. 

"And  the  man  who  has  been  lurking  all  this  evening  about 
the  house?"  proceeded  she.  "I  constantly  recall  that  cir- 
cumstance, which  cannot  be  naturally  accounted  for.  Alas ! 
what  a  blow  it  would  be  for  your  father,  and  poor  mother, 
who  is  incapable  of  earning  anything.  Are  you  not  now 
their  only  resource?  Oh!  consider,  then,  what  would  become 
of  them  without  you — without  your  labor!*' 

"It  would  indeed  be  terrible,"  said  Agricola,  impatiently 
casting  the  letter  upon  the  table.  "What  you  have  said 
concerning  Remi  is  too  true.  He  was  as  innocent  as  I  am: 
yet  an  error  of  justice,  an  involuntary  error  though  it  be,  is 
not  the  less  cruel.  But  they  don't  commit  a  man  without 
hearing  him." 

"But  they  arrest  him,  first,  and  hear  him  afterwards," 
said  Mother  Bunch,  bitterly ;  "and  then,  after  a  month  or 
two,  they  restore  him  his  liberty.     And  if  he  have  a  wife 
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and  children,  whose  only  means  of  living  is  his  daily  labor, 
what  becomes  of  them  while  their  only  supporter  is  in 
prison?  They  suffer  hunger,  they  endure  cold,  and  they 
weep !" 

At  these  simple  and  pathetic  words,  Agricola  trembled. 

"A  month  without  work,"  he  said,  with  a  sad  and  thought- 
ful air.  "And  my  mother,  and  father,  and  the  two  young 
ladies  who  make  part  of  our  family  until  the  arrival  in  Paris 
of  their  father,  Marshal  Simon.  Oh !  you  are  right.  That 
thought,  in  spite  of  myself,  affrights  me !" 

"Agricola !"  exclaimed  the  girl  impetuously ;  "suppose 
you  apply  to  M.  Hardy ;  he  is  so  good,  and  his  character  is 
so  much  esteemed  and  honored,  that,  if  he  offered  bail  for 
you,  perhaps  they  would  give  up  their  persecution?" 

"Unfortunately,"  replied  Agricola,  "M.  Hard)''  is  absent; 
he  is  on  a  journey  with  Marshal  Simon." 

After  a  silence  of  some  time,  Agricola,  striving  to  sur- 
mount his  fear,  added :  "But  no !  I  cannot  give  credence  to 
this  letter.  After  all,  I  had  rather  await  what  may  come. 
I'll  at  least  have  the  chance  of  proving  my  innocence  on  my 
first  examination :  for  indeed,  my  good  sister,  whether  it  be 
that  I  am  in  prison,  or  that  I  fly  to  conceal  myself,  my 
working  for  my  family  will  be  equally  prevented." 

"Alas !  that  is  true,"  said  the  poor  girl ;  "what  is  to  be 
done  !     Oh,  what  is  to  be  done  ?" 

"My  brave  father,"  said  Agricola  to  himself,  "if  this  mis- 
fortune happen  to-morrow,  what  an  awakening  it  will  be 
for  him,  who  came  here  to  sleep  so  joyously !"  The  black- 
smith buried  his  face  in  his  hands. 

Unhappily  Mother  Bunch's  fears  were  too  well-founded, 
for  it  will  be  recollected  that  at  that  epoch  of  the  year  1832, 
before  and  after  the  Rue  des  Prouvaires  conspiracy,  a  very 
great  number  of  arrests  had  been  made  among  the  working 
classes,  in  consequence  of  a  violent  reaction  against  demo- 
cratical  ideas. 

Suddenly,  the  girl  broke  the  silence  which  had  been  main- 
tained for  some  seconds.  A  blush  colored  her  features, 
which  bore  the  impressions  of  an  indefinable  expression  of 
constraint,  grief,  and  hope. 

"Agricola,  you  are  saved !" 

"What  say  you?"  he  asked. 

"The  young  lady,  so  beautiful,  so  good,  who  gave  you  this 
flower"  (she  showed  it  to  the  blacksmith)  "who  has  known 
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how  to  make  reparation  with  so  much  delicacy  for  having 
made  a  painful  offer,  cannot  but  have  a  generous  heart.    You 

must  apply  to  her " 

With  these  words  which  seemed  to  he  wrung  from  her  by 

a  violent  effort  over  herself,  great  tears  rolled  down  her 
cheeks.  For  the  first  time  in  her  life  she  experienced  a  feel- 
ing of  grievous  jealousy.  Another  woman  was  so  happy  as 
to  have  the  power  of  coming  to  the  relief  of  him  whom  she 
idolized ;  while  she  herself,  poor  creature,  was  powerless 
and  wretched. 

"Do  you  think  so?"  exclaimed  Agricola  surprised.  "But 
what  could  he  done  with  this  young  lady?" 

"Did  she  not  say  to  you,"  answered  Mother  Bunch,  "  'Re- 
memher  my  name;  and  in  all  circumstances  address  yourself 
to  me  r 

"She  did  indeed!"  replied  Agricola. 

"This  young  lady,  in  her  exalted  position,  ought  to  have 
powerful  connections  who  will  be  able  to  protect  and  defend 
you.  Go  to  her  to-morrow  morning ;  tell  her  frankly  what 
has  happened,  and  request  her  support." 

"But  tell  me,  my  good  sister,  what  it  is  vou  wish  me  to 
do?-' 

"Listen.  I  remember  that,  in  former  times,  my  father 
told  us  that  he  had  saved  one  of  his  friends  from  being  put 
in  prison,  by  becoming  surety  for  him.  It  will  be  easy  for 
you  so  to  convince  this  young  lady  of  your  innocence,  that 
she  will  be  induced  to  become  surety ;  and  after  that,  you 
will  have  nothing  more  to  fear." 

"My  poor  child!"  said  Agricola,  "to  ask  so  great  a  service 
from  a  person  to  whom  one  is  almost  unknown  is  hard." 

"Believe  me,  Agricola,"  said  the  other  sadly,  "I  would 
never  counsel  what  could  possibly  lower  you  in  the  eyes  of 
any  one.  and  above  all — do  you  understand  ? — above  all,  in  the 
eyes  of  this  young  lady.  I  do  not  propose  that  you  should 
ask  money  from  her ;  but  only  that  she  should  give  surety 
you,  in  order  that  you  may  have  the  liberty  of  continuing 
at  your  employment,  so  that  the  family  may  not  be  without 
resources.  Believe  me,  Agricola,  that  such  a  request  is  in 
no  respect  inconsistent  with  what  is  noble  and  becoming 
upon  your  part.  The  heart  of  the  young  lady  is  generous. 
She  will  comprehend  your  position.  The  required  surety 
vill  be  as  nothing  to  her ;  while  to  you  it  will  be  everything, 
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and  will  even  be  the  very  life  to  those  who  depend  upon 
you." 

"You  are  right,  my  good  sister,"  said  Agricola,  with  sad- 
ness and  dejection.  "It  is  perhaps  worth  while  to  risk 
taking  this  step.  If  the  young  lady  consent  to  render  me 
this  service,  and  if  giving  surety  will  indeed  preserve  me 
from  prison,  I  shall  be  prepared  for  every  event.  But  no, 
no!"  added  he,  rising,  "I'd  never  dare  to  make  the  request, 
to  her !  What  right  have  I  to  do  so  ?  What  is  the  insig- 
nificant service  that  I  rendered  her,  when  compared  with 
that  which  I  should  solicit  from  her?" 

"Do  you  imagine  then,  Agricola,  that  a  generous  spirit 
measures  the  services  which  ought  to  be  rendered,  by  those 
previously  received?  Trust  to  me  respecting  a  matter  which 
is  an  affair  of  the  heart.  I  am,  it  is  true,  but  a  lowly 
creature,  and  ought  not  to  compare  myself  with  any  other 
person.  I  am  nothing,  and  I  can  do  nothing.  Nevertheless. 
I  am  sure — yes,  Agricola,  I  am  sure — that  this  young  lady, 
who  is  so  very  far  above  me,  will  experience  the  same  feel- 
ings that  I  do  in  this  affair;  yes,  like  me,  she  will  at  once 
comprehend  that  your  position  is  a  cruel  one ;  and  she  will 
do  with  joy,  with  happiness,  with  thankfulness,  that  which 
I  would  do,  if,  alas !  I  could  do  anything  more  than  uselessly 
consume  myself  with  regrets." 

In  spite  of  herself,  she  pronounced  the  last  words  with  an 
expression  so  heart-breaking — there  was  something  so  mov- 
ing in  the  comparison  which  this  unfortunate  creature, 
obscure  and  disdained,  infirm  and  miserable,  made  of  herself 
with  Adrienne  de  Cardoville,  the  very  type  of  resplendent 
youth,  beauty,  and  opulence — that  Agricola  was  moved  even 
to  tears ;  and,  holding  out  one  of  his  hands  to  the  speaker, 
he  said  to  her,  tenderly,  "How  very  good  you  are ;  how  full 
of  nobleness,  good  feeling,  and  delicacy !" 

"Unhappily,"  said  the  weeping  girl,  "I  can  do  nothing 
more  than  advise." 

"And  your  counsels  shall  be  followed  out,  my  sister  dear. 
They  are  those  of  a  soul  the  most  elevated  I  have  ever 
known.  Yes,  you  have  won  me  over  into  making  this  experi- 
ment, by  persuading  me  that  the  heart  of  Miss  de  Cardoville 
is  perhaps  equal  in  value  to  your  own !" 

At  this  charming  and  sincere  assimilation  of  herself  to 
Miss  Adrienne,  the  sempstress  forgot  almost  everything  she 
had  suffered,  so  exquisitely  sweet  and  consoling  were  her 
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emotions.  If  some  poor  creatures,  fatally  devoted  to  suffer- 
ings, experience  griefs  of  which  the  world  knows  naught, 
they  sometimes,  too,  are  cheered  by  humble  and  timid  joys, 
of  which  the  world  is  equally  ignorant.  The  least  word  of 
true  tenderness  and  affection,  which  elevates  them  in  their 
own  estimation,  is  ineffably  blissful  for  these  unfortunate 
beings,  habitually  consigned,  not  only  to  hardships  and  to 
disdain,  but  even  to  desolating  doubts,  and  distrust  of  them- 
selves. 

"Then  it  is  agreed  that  you  will  go,  to-morrow  morning 
to  this  young  lady's  house?"  exclaimed  Mother  Bunch, 
trembling  with  a  new-born  hope.  "And,"  she  quickly  added, 
"at  break  of  day  I'll  go  down  to  watch  at  the  street-door, 
to  see  if  there  be  anything  suspicious,  and  to  apprise  you  of 
what  I  perceive." 

"Good,  excellent  girl!"  exclaimed  Agricola,  with  increas- 
ing emotion. 

"It  will  be  necessary  to  endeavor  to  set  off  before  the 
wakening  of  your  father,"  said  the  hunchback.  "The  quarter 
in  which  the  young  lady  dwells,  is  so  deserted,  that  the  mere 
going  there  will  almost  serve  for  your  present  concealment." 

"I  think  I  hear  the  voice  of  my  father,"  said  Agricola 
suddenly. 

In  truth,  the  little  apartment  was  so  near  Agricola's  garret, 
that  he  and  the  sempstress,  listening,  heard  Dagobert  say 
in  the  dark: 

"Agricola,  is  it  thus  that  you  sleep,  my  boy?  Why,  my 
first  sleep  is  over ;  and  my  tongue  itches  deucedly." 

"Go  quick,  Agricola !"  said  Mother  Bunch ;  "your  absence 
would  disquiet  him.  On  no  account  go  out  to-morrow  morn- 
ing, before  I  inform  you  whether  or  not  I  shall  have  seen 
anything  suspicious." 

"Why,  Agricola,  you  are  not  here?"  resumed  Dagobert, 
in  a  louder  voice. 

"Here  I  am,  father,"  said  the  smith,  while  going  out  of 
the  sempstress's  apartment,  and  entering  the  garret,  to  his 
father. 

"I  have  been  to  fasten  the  shutter  of  a  loft  that  the  wind 
agitated,  lest  its  noise  should  disturb  you." 

"Thanks,  my  boy ;  but  it  is  not  noise  that  wakes  me," 
said  Dagobert,  gayly  ;  "it  is  an  appetite,  quite  furious,  for  a 
chat  with  y  >u.     Oh.  my  dear  boy,  it  is  the  hungering  of 
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a  proud  old  man  of  a  father,  who  has  not  seen  his  son  for 
eighteen  years." 

"Shall  I  light  a  candle,  father?" 

"No,  no;  that  would  be  luxurious;  let  us  chat  in  the  dark. 
It  will  be  a  new  pleasure  for  me  to  see  you  to-morrow  morn- 
ing at  daybreak.  It  will  be  like  seeing  you  for  the  first 
time  twice."  The  door  of  Agricola's  garret  being  now 
closed,  Mother  Bunch  heard  nothing  more. 

The  poor  girl,  without  undressing,  threw  herself  upon  the 
bed,  and  closed  not  an  eye  during  the  night,  painfully  await- 
ing the  appearance  of  clay,  in  order  that  she  might  watch 
over  the  safety  of  Agricola.  However,  in  spite  of  her  vivid 
anxieties  for  the  morrow,  she  sometimes  allowed  herself 
to  sink  into  the  reveries  of  a  bitter  melancholy.  She  com- 
pared the  conversation  she  had  just  had  in  the  silence  of 
night,  with  the  man  whom  she  secretly  adored,  with  what 
that  conversation  might  have  been,  had  she  possessed  some 
share  of  charms  and  beauty — had  she  been  loved  as  she 
loved,  with  a  chaste  and  devoted  flame !  But  soon  sinking 
into  belief  that  she  should  never  know  the  ravishing  sweets 
of  a  mutual  pas'sion,  she  found  consolation  in  the  hope  of 
being  useful  to  Agricola.  At  the  dawn  of  day,  she  rose 
softly,  and  descended  the  staircase  with  little  noise,  in  order 
to  see  if  anything  menaced  Agricola  from  without. 


CHAPTER  XXXII. 

THE    AWAKENING. 

The  weather,  damp  and  foggy  during  a  portion  of  the 
night,  became  clear  and  cold  towards  morning.  Through  the 
glazed  skylight  of  Agricola's  garret,  where  he  lay  with  his 
father,  a  corner  of  the  blue  sky  could  be  seen. 

The  apartment  of  the  young  blacksmith  had  an  aspect  as 
poor  as  the  sewing-girl's.  For  its  sole  ornament,  over  the 
deal  table  upon  which  Agricola  wrote  his  poetical  inspira- 
tions, there  hung  suspended  from  a  nail  in  the  wall  a  portrait 
of  Beranger — that  immortal  poet  whom  the  people  revere 
and  cherish,  because  his  rare  and  transcendent  genius  has 
delighted  to  enlighten  the  people,  and  to  sing  their  glories 
and  their  reverses. 

Although  the  day  had  only  begun  to  dawn,  Dagobert  and 
Agricola  had  already  risen.     The  latter  had  sufficient  self- 
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command  to  conceal  his  inquietude,  for  renewed  reflection 
had  again  increased  his   fears. 

The  recent  outbreak  in  the  Rue  des  Prouvaires  had  caused 
a  great  number  of  precautionary  arrests  ;  and  the  discovery 
of  numerous  copies  of  Agricola's  song,  in  the  possession  of 
one  of  the  chiefs  of  the  disconcerted  plot,  was,  in  truth, 
calculated  slightly  to  compromise  the  young  blacksmith.  His 
father,  however,  as  we  have  already  mentioned,  suspected  not 
his  secret  anguish.  Seated  by  the  side  of  his  son,  upon  the 
edge  of  their  mean  little  bed,  the  old  soldier,  by  break  of  day. 
had  dressed  and  shaved  with  military  care;  he  now  held 
between  his  hands  both  those  of  Agricola,  his  countenance 
radiant  with  joy,  and  unable  to  discontinue  the  contemplation 
of  his  boy. 

"You  will  laugh  at  me,  my  dear  boy,"  said  Dagobert  to 
his  son  ;  "but  I  wished  the  night  to  the  devil,  in  order  that 
I  might  gaze  upon  you  in  full  day,  as  I  now  see  you.  But 
all  in  good  time ;  I  have  lost  nothing.  Here  is  another  silli- 
ness of  mine ;  it  delights  me  to  see  you  wear  moustaches. 
What  a  splendid  horse-grenadier  you  would  have  madel 
Tell  me;  have  you  never  had  a  wish  to  be  a  soldier?" 

"I  thought  of  mother!" 

"That's  right,"  said  Dagobert :  "and  besides,  I  believe, 
after  all,  look  ye,  that  the  time  of  the  sword  has  gone  by. 
We  old  fellows  are  now  good  for  nothing,  but  to  be  put  in  a 
corner  of  the  chimney.  Like  rusty  old  carbines,  we  have 
had  our  day." 

"Yes;  your  days  of  heroism  and  of  glory,"  said  Agricola 
with  excitement ;  and  then  he  added,  with  a  voice  profoundly 
softened  and  agitated,  "it  is  something  good  and  cheering  to 
be  your  son!" 

"As  to  the  good,  I  know  nothing  of  that,"  replied  Dago- 
bert;  "but  as  for  the  cheering,  it  ought  to.be  so;  for  I  lovfi 
you  proudly.  And  I  think  this  is  but  the  beginning!  What 
say  you.  Agricola?  I  am  like  the  famished  wretches  who 
have  been  some  days  without  food.  It  is  but  by  little  and 
little  that  they  recover  themselves,  and  can  eat.  Now,  you 
may  expect  to  be  tasted,  my  boy,  morning  and  evening, 
and  devoured  during  the  day.  No,  I  wish  not  to  think  that 
— not  all  the  day — no,  that  thought  dazzles  and  perplexes 
me;  and  I  am  no  longer  myself." 

These   words   of    Dagobert   caused   a   painful    feeling   to 
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Agricola.    He  believed  that  they  sprang  from  a  presentiment 
of  the  separation  with  which  he  was  menaced. 

"Well,"  continued  Dagobert;  "you  are  quite  happy;  M. 
Hardy  is  always  good  to  you."  < 

"Oh'"    replied    Agricola:    ''there    is    none    in    the    world 
better,  or  more  equitable  and  generous!     If  you  knew  what 
wonders  he  has  brought  about  in  his  factory !     Compared 
to  all  others,  it  is  a  paradise  beside  the  smithies  of  Lucifer ! 
"Indeed !"  said  Dagobert. 

"You  shall  see,"  resumed  Agricola,  "what  welfare,  what 
iov  what  affection,  are  displayed  upon  the  countenances  of 
all  whom  he  employs ;  who  work  with  an  ardent  pleasure. 

"This  M.  Hardy  of  yours  must  be  an  out-and-out  magi- 
cian," said  Dagobert.  _ 

"He  is,  father,  a  very  great  magician.  He  has  known 
how  to  render  labor  pleasant  and  attractive.  As  for  the 
pleasure,  over  and  above  good  wages,  he  accords  to  us  a 
portion  of  his  profits  according  to  our  deserts;  whence  you 
may  judge  of  the  eagerness  with  which  we  go  to  work. 
And  that  is  not  all:  he  has  caused  large,  handsome  build- 
ings to  be  erected,  in  which  all  his  workpeople  find,  at  less 
expense  than  elsewhere,  cheerful  and  salubrious  lodgings  in 
which  they  enjoy  all  the  advantages  erf  an  association.  But 
you  shall  see— I  repeat— you  shall  see !" ,  . 

"They  have  good  reason  to  say,  that  Paris  is  the  region 
of  wonders,"  observed  Dagobert. 

"Well,  behold  me  here  again  at  last,  never  more  to  quit 
you,  nor  good  mother!" 

"No  father,  we  will  never  separate  again,  said  Agricola, 
stifling  a  sigh.  "My  mother  and  I  will  both  try  to  make 
you  forget  all  that  you  have  suffered." 

"Suffered!"  exclaimed  Dagobert,  "who  the ^  deuce  has 
suffered?  Look  me  well  in  the  face;  and  see  if  I  have  a 
look  of  suffering !  Bombs  and  bayonets !  Since  I  have  put 
my  foot  here,  I  feel  myself  quite  a  young  man  again  Yon 
shall  see  me  march  soon:  I  bet  that  I  tire  you  out!  Yon 
must  rig  yourself  up  something  extra !  Lord,  how  they  will 
stare  at  us !  I  wager  that  in  beholding  your  black  moustache 
and  my  gray  one,  folks  will  say,  behold  father  and  son 
But  let  us  settle  what  we  are  to  do  with  the  day.  You  will 
write  to  the  father  of  Marshal  Simon,  informing  him  that 
his  grand-daughters  have  arrived,  and  that  it  is  necessary 
that  he  should' hasten  his  return  to  Paris;  for  he  has  charged 
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himself  with  matters  which  are  of  great  importance  for 
them.  While  you  are  writing,  I  will  go  down  to  say  good- 
morning  to  my  wile,  and  to  the  dear  little  ones.  We  will 
then  eat  a  morsel.  Your  mother  will  go  to  mass;  for  I 
perceive  that  she  likes  to  be  regular  at  that:  the  good  soul! 
no  great  harm,  it  it  amuse  her!  and  during  her  absence,  we 
will  make  a  raid  together." 

"Father,"  said  Agricola,  with  embarrassment,  "this  morn- 
ing it  is  out  of  my  power  to  accompany  you." 

"How!  out  of  your  power?"  said  Dagobert;  "recollect 
this   is    Monday!" 

"Yes,  father,"  said  Agricola,  hesitatingly;  "but  I  have 
promised  to  attend  all  the  morning  in  the  workshop,  to 
finish  a  job  that  is  required  in  a  hurry.  If  I  fail  to  do'  so, 
I  shall  inflict  some  injury  upon  M.  Hardy.  But  I'll  soon 
be  at  liberty." 

"That  alters  the  case,"  said  Dagobert,  with  a  sigh  of 
regret.  "I  thought  to  make  my  first  parade  through  Paris 
with  you  this  morning ;  but  it  must  be  deferred  in  favor  of 
your  work.  It  is  sacred :  since  it  is  that  which  sustains  your 
mother.  Nevertheless,  it  is  vexatious,  devilish  vexatious. 
And  yet  no — I  am  unjust.  See  how  quickly  one  gets  habitu- 
ated to  and  spoilt  by  happiness.  I  growl  like  a  true  grumbler 
at  a  walk  being  put  off  for  a  few  hours !  I  do  this !  I  who[ 
during  eighteen  years,  have  only  hoped  to  see  you  once 
more,  without  daring  to  reckon  very  much  upon  it!  Oh' 
I  am  but  a  silly  old  fool !  Vive  l'amour  et  cogni— I  mean— 
my  Agricola !"  and,  to  console  himself,  the  old  soldier  gayly 
slapped  his  son's  shoulder. 

This  seemed  another  omen  of  evil  to  the  blacksmith ;  for 
he  dreaded  one  moment  to  another  lest  the  fears  of  Mother 
Bunch  should  be  realized.  "Now  that  I  have  recovered 
myself,"  said  Dagobert.  laughing,  "let  us  speak  of  business. 
Know  you  where  I  find  the  addresses  of  all  the  notaries  in 
Paris?" 

"I  don't  know;  but  nothing  is  more  easy  than  to  dis- 
cover it." 

"My  reason  is,"  resumed  Dagobert,  "that  I  sent  from 
Russia  by  post,  and  by  order  of  the  mother  of  the  two 
children  that  I  have  brought  here,  some  important  papers 
to  a  Parisian  notary.  As  it  was  my  duty  to  s(.c.  this  notary 
immediately  upon  my  arrival.  1  had  written  bis  name  and 
his  address  in  a  portfolio,  of  which,  however,  I  have  been 
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robbed  during  my  journey ;  and  as  I  have  forgotten  his 
devil  of  a  name,  it  seems  to  me,  that  if  I  should  see  it  again 
in  the  list  of  notaries,  I  might  recollect  it." 

Two  knocks  at  the  door  of  the  garret  made  Agricola  start. 
He  involuntarily  thought  of  a  warrant  for  his  apprehension. 

His  father,  who  at  the  sound  of  the  knocking  turned  round 
his  head,  had  not  perceived  his  emotion,  and  said  with  a 
loud  voice :  "Come  in  !"  The  door  opened.  It  was  Gabriel. 
He  wore  a  black  cassock  and  a  broad-brimmed  hat. 

To  recognize  his  brother  by  adoption,  and  to  throw  him- 
self into  his  arms,  were  two  movements  performed  at  once 
by  Agricola — as  quick  as  thought. — "My  brother  !"  exclaimed 
Agricola. 

"Agricola!"  cried  Gabriel. 

"Gabriel !"  responded   the  blacksmith. 

"After  so  long  an  absence!"  said  the  one. 

"To  behold  you  again!"  rejoined  the  other. 

Such  were  the  words  exchanged  between  the  blacksmith 
and  the  missionary,  while  they  were  locked  in  a  close 
embrace. 

Dagobert,  moved  and  charmed  by  these  fraternal  endear- 
ments, felt  his  eyes  become  moist.  There  was  something 
truly  touching  in  the  affection  of  the  young  men — in  their 
hearts  so  much  alike,  and  yet  of  characters  and  aspects  so 
very  different— for  the  manly  countenance  of  Agricola  con- 
trasted strongly  with  the  delicacy  and  angelic  physiognomy 
of  Gabriel. 

"I  was  forewarned  by  my  father  of  your  arrival,"  said  the 
blacksmith  at  length.  "I  have  been  expecting  to  see  you; 
and  my  happiness  has  been  a  hundred  times  the  greater, 
because  I  have  had  all  the  pleasures  of  hoping  for  it." 

"And  my  good  mother?"  asked  Gabriel,  in  affectionately 
grasping  the  hands  of  Dagobert.  "I  trust  that  you  have 
found  her  in  good  health." 

"Yes,  my  brave  boy !"  replied  Dagobert ;  "and  her  health 
will  have  become  a  hundred  times  better,  now  that  we  are  all 
together.  Nothing  is  so  healthful  as  joy."  Then  addressing 
himself  to  Agricola,  who,  forgetting  his  fear  of  being 
arrested,  regarded  the  missionary  with  an  expression  of 
ineffable  affection,  Dagobert  added : 

"Let  it  be  remembered,  that,  with  the  soft  cheek  of  a 
young  girl,  Gabriel  has  the  courage  of  a  lion ;  I  have  already 
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told  with  what  intrepidity  he  saved  the  lives  of  Marshal 
Simon's  daughters,  and  tried  to  save  mine  also." 

"But,  Gabriel!  what  has  happened  to  your  forehead?" 
suddenly  exclaimed  Agricola,  who  for  a  few  seconds  had 
been  attentively  examining  the  missionary. 

Gabriel,  having  thrown  aside  his  hat  on  entering,  was 
now  directly  beneath  the  skylight  of  the  garret  apartment, 
the  bright  light  through  which  shone  upon  his  sweet,  pale 
countenance :  and  the  round  scar,  which  extended  from  one 
eyebrow  to  the  other,  was  therefore  distinctly  visible. 

In  the  midst  of  the  powerful  and  diversified  emotions, 
and  of  the  exciting  events  which  so  rapidly  followed  the 
shipwreck  on  the  rocky  coast  near  Cardoville  House,  Dago- 
bert,  during  the  short  interview  he  then  had  with  Gabriel, 
had  not  perceived  the  scar  which  seamed  the  forehead  of  the 
young  missionary.  Now,  partaking,  however,  of  the  surprise 
of  his  son,  Dagobert  said: 

"Aye,  indeed!  how  came  this  scar  upon  your  brow?" 

"And  on  his  hands,  too;  see,  dear  father!"  exclaimed 
the  blacksmith,  with  renewed  surprise,  while  he  seized  one 
of  the  hands  which  the  young  priest  held  out  towards  him 
in  order  to  tranquillize  his  fears. 

''Gabriel,  my  brave  boy,  explain  this  to  us!"  added  Dago- 
bert; "who  has  wounded  you  thus?"  and  in  his  turn,  taking 
the  other  hand  of  the  missionary,  he  examined  *he  scar 
upon  it  with  the  eye  of  a  judge  of  wounds,  and  then  added, 
"In  Spain,  one  of  my  comrades  was  found  and  taken  down 
alive  from  a  cross,  erected  at  the  junction  of  several  roads, 
upon  which  the  monks  had  crucified,  and  left  him  to  die  of 
hunger,  thirst,  and  agony.  Ever  afterwards  he  bore  scars 
upon  his  hands,  exactly  similar  to  this  upon  your  hand." 

"My  father  is  right!"  exclaimed  Agricola.  "It  is  evident 
that  your  hands  have  been  pierced  through !  My  poor 
brother!"  and  Agricola  became  grievously  agitated. 

"Do  not  think  about  it."  said  Gabriel,  reddening  with  the 
embarrassment  of  modesty.  "Having  gone  as  a  missionary 
amongst  the  savages  of  the  Rocky  Mountains,  they  crucified 
me,  and  they  had  begun  to  scalp  me,  when  Providence 
snatched  me  from  their  hands." 

"Unfortunate    youth."    said    Dagobert;    "without    arms, 

then?    You  had  not  a  sufficient  escort  for  your  protection  ?" 

"It  is  not  for  such  as  me  to  carry  arms,"  said  Gabriel, 
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sweetly  smiling;  "and  we  are  never  accompanied   by  any 
escort." 

"Well,  but  your  companions,  those  who  were  along  with 
you,  how  came  it  that  they  did  not  defend  you?"  impetu- 
ously asked  Agricola. 

"I  was  alone,  my  dear  brother." 

"Alone!" 

"Yes,  alone;  without  even  a  guide." 

"You  alone  !  unarmed !  in  a  barbarous  country !"  exclaimed 
Dagobert,  scarcely  crediting  a  step  so  unmilitary,  and  almost 
distrusting  his  own  sense  of  hearing. 

"It  was  sublime !"  said  the  young  blacksmith  and  poet. 

"The  Christian  faith,"  said  Gabriel,  with  mild  simplicity,, 
"cannot  be  implanted  by  force  or  violence.  It  is  only  by  the 
power  of  persuasion  that  the  gospel  can  be  spread  amongst 
poor  savages." 

"But  when  persuasions  fail !"  said  Agricola. 

"Why,  then,  dear  brother,  one  has  but  to  die  for  the 
belief  that  is  in  him,  pitying  those  who  have  rejected  it,  and 
who  have  refused  the  blessings  it  offers  to  mankind." 

There  was  a  period  of  profound  silence  after  the  reply  of 
Gabriel,  which  was  uttered  with  simple  and  touching  pathos. 

Dagobert  was  in  his  own  nature  too  courageous  not  to 
comprehend  a  heroism  thus  calm  and  resigned ;  and  the  old 
soldier,  as  well  as  his  son,  now  contemplated  Gabriel  with 
the  most  earnest  feelings  of  mingled  admiration  and  respect. 

Gabriel,  entirely  free  from  the  affection  of  false  modesty, 
seemed  quite  unconscious  of  the  emotions  which  he  had 
excited  in  the  breasts  of  his  two  friends ;  and  he  therefore 
said  to  Dagobert,  "What  ails  you?" 

"What  ails  me !"  exclaimed  the  brave  old  soldier,  with 
great  emotion :  "After  having  been  for  thirty  years  in  the 
wars,  I  had  imagined  myself  to  be  about  as  courageous  as 
any  man.  And  now  I  find  I  have  a  master !  And  that 
master  is  yourself !" 

"I!"  said  Gabriel;  "what  do  you  mean?  What  have  I 
done?" 

"Thunder,  don't  you  know  that  the  brave  wounds  there" 
(the  veteran  took  with  transport  both  of  Gabriel's  hands), 
"that  these  wounds  are  as  glorious — are  more  glorious — 
than  our — than  all  ours,  as  warriors  by  profession !" 

"Yes!  yes,  my  father  speaks  truth!"  exclaimed  Agricola; 
and  he  added,  with  enthusiasm,  "Oh,  for  such  priests !    How 
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I  love  them !     How  I  venerate  them !     How  I  am  elevated 
by  their  charity,  their  courage,  their  resignation!" 

"1  entreat  you  not  to  extol  me  thu>,"   said  Gabriel  with 
embarrassment. 

"Not  extol  you!"  replied  Dagobert.  "Hanged  if  1 
shouldn't.  When  1  have  gone  into  the  heat  of  action,  did  1 
rush  into  it  alone?  Was  I  not  under  the  eyes  of  my  com- 
manding officer?  Were  not  my  comrades  there  along  with 
me?  In  default  of  true  courage,  had  I  not  the  instinct  of 
self-preservation  to  spur  me  on,  without  reckoning  the  excite- 
ment of  the  shouts  and  tumult  of  battle,  the  smell  of  the 
gunpowder,  the  flourishes  of  the  trumpets,  the  thundering 
of  the  cannon,  the  ardor  of  my  horse,  which  bounded  beneath 
me  as  if  the  devil  were  at  his  tail?  Need  I  state  that 
I  also  knew  that  the  emperor  was  present,  with  his  eye  upon 
every  one — the  emperor,  who,  in  recompense  for  a  hole  being 
made  in  my  tough  hide,  would  give  me  a  bit  of  lace  or  a 
ribbon,  as  plaster  for  the  wound.  Thanks  to  all  these  causes, 
I  passed  for  game.  Fair  enough !  But  are  you  not  a  thou- 
sand times  more  game  than  I,  my  brave  boy ;  going  alone, 
unarmed,  to  confront  enemies  a  hundred  times  more  fero- 
cious than  those  whom  we  attacked — we,  who  fought  in  whole 
squadrons,  supported  by  artillerv,  bomb-shells,  and  case- 
shot  ?" 

"Excellent  father!"  cried  Agricola,  "how  noble  of  you  to 
render  to  Gabriel  this  justice!" 

"Oh,  dear  brother,"  said  Gabriel,  "his  kindness  to  me 
makes  him  magnify  what  was  quite  natural  and  simple!" 

"Xatural!"  said  the  veteran  soldier;  "yes,  natural  for 
gallants  who  have  hearts  of  the  true  temper:  but  that  temper 
i-  rare." 

"Oh,  yes,  very  rare,"  said  Agricola;  "for  that  kind  of 
courage  is  the  most  admirable  of  all.  Most  bravely  did  you 
seek  almost  certain  death,  alone,  bearing  the  cross  in  hand 
our  only  weapon,  to  preach  charity  and  Christian  brother- 
hood. They  seized  you,  tortured  you;  and  you  await  death 
and  partly  endure  it.  without  complaint,  without  remon- 
strance, without  hatred,  without  anger,  without  a  wish  for 
vengeance;  forgiveness  issuing  from  your  mouth,  and  a 
smile  of  pity  beaming  upon  your  lips ;  and  this  in  the  depths 
of  forests,  where  no  one  could  witness  your  magnanimity — 
none   could    behold    you — and    without    other    desire,    after 

:  were  rescued  than  modestly  to  conceal  blessed  wounds 
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under  your  black  robe !  My  father  is  right,  by  Jove !-  can  you 
still  contend  that  you  are  not  as  brave  as  he?" 

"And  besides,  too,"  resumed  Dagobert,  "the  dear  boy  did 
all  that  for  a  thankless  paymaster ;  for  it  is  true,  Agricola, 
that  his  wounds  will  never  change  his  humble  black  robe  of 
a  priest  into  the  rich  robe  of  a  bishop!" 

"I  am  not  so  disinterested  as  I  may  seem  to  be,"  said 
Gabriel  to  Dagobert,  smiling  meekly.  "If  I  am  deemed 
worthy,  a  great  recompense  awaits  me  on  high." 

"As  to  all  that,  my  boy,"  said  Dagobert,  "I  do  not  under- 
stand it;  and  I  will  not  argue  about  it.  I  maintain  it,  that 
my  old  cross  of  honor  would  be  at  least  as  deservedly  affixed 
to  your  cassock  as  upon  my  uniform." 

"But  these  recompenses  are  never  conferred  upon  humble 
priests  like  Gabriel,"  said  Agricola,  "and  if  you  did  know, 
dear  father,  how  much  virtue  and  valor  is  among  those 
whom  the  highest  orders  in  the  priesthood  insolently  call  the 
inferior  clergy — the  unforseen  merit  and  the  blind  devoted- 
ness  to  be  found  amongst  worthy,  but  obscure,  country 
curates,  who  are  inhumanly  treated  and  subjugated  to  a 
pitiless  yoke  by  the  lordly  lawnsleeves !  Like  us,  those  poor 
priests  are  worthy  laborers  in  their  vocation ;  and  for  them, 
also,  all  generous  hearts  ought  to  demand  enfranchisement! 
Sons  of  common  people,  like  ourselves,  and  useful  as  we  are, 
justice  ought  to  be  rendered  both  to  them  and  to  us.  Do  I 
say  right,  Gabriel  ?  You  will  not  contradict  it ;  for  you  have 
told  me,  that  your  ambition  would  have  been  to  obtain  a 
small  country  curacy ;  because  you  understand  the  good  that 
you  could  work  within  it." 

"My  desire  is  still  the  same,"   said   Gabriel   sadly:   "but 

unfortunately "  and  then,  as  if  he  wished  to  escape  from 

a  painful  thought,  and  to  change  the  conversation,  he,  ad- 
dressing himself  to  Dagobert,  added:  "Believe  me:  be  more 
just  than  to  undervalue  your  own  courage  by  exalting  mine. 
Your  courage  must  be  very  great — very  great ;  for,  after  a 
battle,  the  spectacle  of  the  carnage  must  be  truly  terrible  to 
a  generous  and  feeling  heart.  We,  at  least,  though  we  may 
be  killed,  do  not  kill." 

At  these  words  of  the  missionary,  the  soldier  drew  himself 
up  erect,  looked  upon  Gabriel  with  astonishment,  and  said, 
"This  is  most  surprising!" 

"What  is?"  inquired  Agricola. 

"What  Gabriel  has  just  told  us,"  replied  Dagobert,  "brings 
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to  my  mind  what  I  experienced  in  warfare  on  the  battle- 
field in  proportion  as  I  advanced  in  years.  Listen,  my  chil- 
dren: more  than  once,  on  the  night  after  a  general  engage- 
ment, I  have  been  mounted  as  a  vidette, — alone — by  night — 
amid  the  moonlight,  on  the  field  of  battle  which  remained 
in  our  possession,  and  upon  which  lay  the  bodies  of  seven 
or  eight  thousand  of  the  slain,  amongst  whom  were  mingled 
the  slaughtered  remains  of  some  of  my  old  comrades :  and 
then  this  sad  scene,  when  the  profound  silence  has  restored 
me  to  my  senses  from  the  thirst  for  bloodshed  and  the 
delirious  whirling  of  my  sword  (intoxicated  like  the  rest), 
I  have  said  to  myself,  'for  what  have  these  men  been  killed? — 
for  what — for  wiiat?'  But  this  feeling,  well  understood 
as  it  was,  hindered  me  not,  on  the  following  morning,  when 
the  trumpets  again  sounded  the  charge,  from  rushing  once 
more  to  the  slaughter.  But  the  same  thought  always  recurred 
when  my  arm  became  weary  with  carnage ;  and  after  wiping 
my  sabre  upon  the  mane  of  my  horse,  I  have  said  to  myself, 
'I'have  killed  !— killed  ! !— killed  ! ! !  and,  for  what  ! ! !'" 

The  missionary  and  the  blacksmith  exchanged  looks  on 
hearing  the  old  soldier  give  utterance  to  this  singular  retro- 
spection of  the  past. 

"Alas!"  said  Gabriel  to  him,  "all  generous  hearts  feel  as 
you  did  during  the  solemn  moments,  when  the  intoxication 
of  glory  has  subsided,  and  man  is  left  alone  to  the  influence 
of  the  good  instincts  planted  in  his  bosom." 

"And  that  should  prove,  my  brave  boy,"  rejoined  Dago- 
bert,  "that  you  are  greatly  better  than  I ;  for  those  noble 
instincts,  as  you  call  them,  have  never  abandoned  you.  *  *  *  * 
But  how  the  deuce  did  you  escape  from  the  claws  of  the 
infuriated  savages  who  had  already  crucified  you?" 

At  this  question  of  Dagobert,  Gabriel  started  and  reddened 
so  visibly,  that  the  soldier  said  to  him:  "If  you  ought 
not  or  cannot  answer  my  request,  let  us  say  no  more 
about  it." 

"I  have  nothing  to  conceal,  either  from  you  or  from  my 
brother,"  replied  the  missionary  with  altered  voice.  "Only, 
it  will  be  difficult  for  me  to  make  you  comprehend  what  J 
cannot  comprehend  myself." 

"How  is  that?"  asked  Agricola  with  surprise. 

"Surely,"  said  Gabriel,  reddening  more  deeply,  "I  must 
have  been  deceived  by  a  fallacy  of  my  senses,  during  that 
abstracted  moment  in  which  I  awaited  death  with  resignation. 
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My  enfeebled  mind,  in  spite  of  me,  must  have  been  cheated 
by  an  illusion ;  or  that,  which  to  the  present  hour  has 
remained  inexplicable,  would  have  been  more  slowly 
developed ;  and  I  should  have  known  with  greater  certainty 
that  it  was  the  strange  woman " 

Dagobert,  while  listening  to  the  missionary,  was  perfectly 
amazed ;  for  he  also  had  vainly  tried  to  account  for  the 
unexpected  succor  which  had  freed  him  and  the  two  orphans 
from  the  prison  at  Leipsic. 

"Of  what  woman  do  you  speak?"  asked  Agricola. 

"Of  her  who  saved  me,"  was  the  reply. 

"A  woman  saved  you  from  the  hands  of  the  savages?'* 
said  Dagobert. 

"Yes,"  replied  Gabriel,  though  absorbed  in  his  reflections, 
"a  woman,  young  and  beautiful !" 

"And  who  was  this  woman?"  asked  Agricola. 

"I  know  not.  When  I  asked  her,  she  replied,  'I  am  the 
sister   of    the   distressed !'  " 

"And  whence  came  she?  Whither  went  she?"  asked  Dago- 
bert, singularly  interested. 

"  'I  go  wheresoever  there  is  suffering,'  she  replied," 
answered  the  misionary;  "and  she  departed,  going  towards 
the  north  of  America — towards  those  desolate  regions  in 
which  there  is  eternal  snow,  where  the  nights  are  without 
end." 

"As  in  Siberia,"  said  Dagobert,  who  had  become  very 
thoughtful. 

"But,"  resumed  Agricola,  addressing  himself  to  Gabriel, 
who  seemed  also  to  have  become  more  and  more  absorbed, 
"in  what  manner  or  by  what  means  did  this  woman  come  to 
your  assistance?" 

******* 

The  missionary  was  about  to  reply  to  the  last  question, 
when  there  was  heard  a  gentle  tap  at  the  door  of  the  garret 
apartment,  which  renewed  the  fears  that  Agricola  had  for- 
gotten since  the  arrival  of  his  adopted  brother.  "Agricola," 
said  a  sweet  voice  outside  the  door,  "I  wish  to  speak  with 
you  as  soon  as  possible." 

The  blacksmith  recognized  Mother  Bunch's  voice,  and 
opened  the  door.  But  the  young  sempstress,  instead  of 
entering,  drew  back  into  the  dark  passage,  and  said,  with  a 
voice  of  anxiety:     "Agricola,  it  is  an  hour  since  broad  day, 
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and  you  have  not  yet  departed !  How  imprudent !  I  have 
been  watching  .  in  the  street,  until  now,  and  have  seen 

nothing  alarming ;  but  they  may  come  any  instant  to  arrest 
you.  Hapten.  I  conjure  you,  your  departure  for  the  abode 
of  Miss  de  Cardoville.     Not  a  minute  should  be  lo 

"Had  it  not  been  for  the  arrival  of  Gabriel,  I  should  have 
been  gone.  But  I  could  not  resist  the  happiness  of  remain- 
ing some  little  time  with  him." 

"Gabriel  here!"  said  Mother  Bunch,  with  sweet  surprise; 
for,  as  has  been  stated,  she  had  been  brought  up  with  him 
and  Agricola. 

"Yes,"  answered  Agricola,  "for  half  an  hour  he  has  been 
with  my  father  and  me." 

"What  happiness  I  shall  have  in  seeing  him  again,"  said 
the  sewing-girl.  "He  doubtless  came  upstairs  while  I  had 
gone  for  a  brief  space  to  your  mother,  to  ask  if  I  could  be 
useful  in  any  way  on  account  of  the  young  ladies ;  but  they 
have  been  so  fatigued  that  they  still  sleep.  Your  mother 
has  requested  me  to  give  you  this  letter  for  your  father. 
She  has  just  received  it." 

"Thanks." 

"Well,"  resumed  Mother  Bunch,  "now  that  you  have  seen 
Gabriel,  do  not  delay  long.  Think  what  a  blow  it  would 
be  for  your  father,  if  they  came  to  arrest  you  in  his  very 
presence — mon  Dicu!" 

"You  are  right,"  said  Agricola ;  "it  is  indispensable  that 
I  should  depart — while  near  Gabriel  in  spite  of  my  anxiety, 
my  fears  were  forgotten." 

"Go  quickly,  then;  and  if  Mi-s  de  Cardoville  should  grant 
this  favor,  perhaps  in  a  couple  of  hours  you  will  return,  quite 
at  ease  both  as  to  yourself  and  us." 

"True!  a  very  few  minutes  more;  and  I'll  come  down." 
"I  return  to  watch  at  the  door.     If  I  perceive  anythi- 
I'll  come  up  again  to  apprise  you.     But  pray,  do  not  dc! 

Be   easy,    good    sister."      Mother    Bunch    hurriedly    de- 
scended the  staircase,  to  resume  her  watch  at  the  stre< 
and  Agricola  re-entered  his  garret.     "Dear  father,"  he 
to  Dagobert,  "my  mother  has  just  received  this  letter,  and 
she  requests  you  to  read  it." 

"Very  well ;  read  it  for  me,  my  boy."  And  Agricola  read 
is  follows: 


270  THE    WANDERING    JEW 

"Madame. — I  understand  that  your  husband  has  been  charged  by 
General  Simon  with  an  affair  of  very  great  importance.  Will  you,  as 
soon  as  your  husband  arrives  in  Paris,  request  him  to  come  to  my  office 
at  Chartres  without  a  moment's  delay.  I  am  instructed  to  deliver  to 
himself,  and  to  no  other  person,  some  documents  indispensable  to  the 
interests  of  General  Simon. 

"Durand,  Notary  at  Chartres." 

Dagobert  looked  at  his  son  with  astonishment,  and  said 
to  him,  "Who  can  have  told  this  gentleman  already  of  my 
arrival  in  Paris?" 

"Perhaps,  father,"  said  Agricola,  "this  is  the  notary  to 
whom  you  transmitted  some  papers,  and  whose  address  you 
have  lost." 

"But  his  name  was  not  Durand ;  and  I  distinctly  recollect 
that  his  address  was  Paris,  not  Chartres.  And,  besides," 
said  the  soldier,  thoughtfully,  "if  he  has  some  important 
documents,  why  didn't  he  transmit  them  to  me?" 

"It  seems  to  me  that  you  ought  not  to  neglect  going  to 
him  as  soon  as  possible,"  said  Agricola,  secretly  rejoiced 
that  this  circumstance  would  withdraw  his  father  for  about 
two  days,  during  which  time  his  (Agricola's)  fate  would  be 
decided  in  one  way  or  other. 

"Your  counsel  is  good,"  replied  his  father. 

"This  thwarts  your  intentions  in  some  degree?"  asked 
Gabriel. 

"Rather,  my  lads;  for  I  counted  upon  passing  the  day 
with  you.  However,  'duty  before  everything.'  Having 
come  happily  from  Siberia  to  Paris,  it  is  not  for  me  to  fear  a 
journey  from  Paris  to  Chartres,  when  it  is  required  on  an 
affair  of  importance.  In  twice  twenty-four  hours  I  shall 
be  back  again.  But  the  deuce  take  me  if  I  expected  to 
leave  Paris  for  Chartres  to-day.  Luckily,  I  leave  Rose  and 
Blanche  with  my  good  wife;  and  Gabriel,  their  angel,  as 
they  call  him,  will  be  here  to  keep  them  company." 

"That  is,  unfortunately,  impossible,"  said  the  missionary, 
sadly.     "This  visit  on  my  arrival  is  also  a  farewell  visit." 

"A  farewell  visit !  Now !"  exclaimed  Dagobert  and 
Agricola  both  at  once. 

"Alas,  yes!" 

"You  start  already  on  another  mission?"  said  Dagobert; 
"surely  it  is  not  possible?" 

"I  must  answer  no  question  upon  this  subject,"  said 
Gabriel,  suppressing  a  sigh ;  "but  from  now,  for  some  time, 
I  cannot,  and  ought  not,  conic  again  into  this  house." 
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"Why,  my  brave  boy,"  resumed  Dagobert  with  emotion, 
"there  is  something  in  thy  conduct  that  savors  of  constraint, 
of  oppression.  I  know  something  of  men.  He  you  call 
superior,  whom  I  saw  tor  some  moments  after  the  shipwreck 
at  Cardoville  Castle,  has  a  bad  look;  and  I  am  sorry  to  see 
you  enrolled  under  such  a  commander." 

\t  Cardoville  Castle!"  exclaimed  Agricola,  struck  with 
the  identity  of  the  name  with  that  of  the  young  lady  of  the 
golden  hair ;  "was  it  in  Cardoville  Castle  that  you  were 
received  after  your  shipwreck?" 

"Yes,  my  hoy;  why,  does  that  astonish  you?"  asked 
Dagobert. 

"Nothing,  father;  but  were  the  owners  of  the  castle  there 
at  the  time?" 

"No :  for  the  steward,  when  I  applied  to  him  for  an  oppor- 
tunity to  return  thanks  for  the  kind  hospitality  we  had 
experienced,  informed  me  that  the  person  to  whom  the  house 
belonged  was  resident  at  Paris." 

"What  a  singular  coincidence,"  thought  Agricola,  "if  the 
young  lady  should  be  the  proprietor  of  the  dwelling  which 
bears  her  name !" 

This  reflection  having  recalled  to  Agricola  the  promise 
which  he  had  made  to  Mother  Bunch,  he  said  to  Dagobert : 
"Dear  father,  excuse  me ;  but  it  is  already  late,  and  I  ought 
to  be  in  the  workshop  by  eight  o'clock." 

"That  is  too  true,  my  boy.  Let  us  go.  This  party  is 
adjourned  till  my  return  from  Chartres.  Embrace  me  once 
more,  and  take  care  of  yourself." 

Since  Dagobert  had  spoken  of  constraint  and  oppression 
.abriel,  the  latter  had  continued  pensive.  At  the  moment 
when  Agricola  approached  him  to  shake  hands,  and  to  bid 
him  adieu,  the  missionary  said  to  him  solemnly,  with  a  grave 
voice,  and  in  a  tone  of  decision  that  astonished  both  the 
blacksmith  and  the  soldier:  "My  dear  brother,  one  word 
more.  I  have  come  here  to  say  to  you  also  that  within  a 
few  days  hence  I  shall  have  need  of  you:  and  of  you  also, 
my  father  i  permit  me  so  to  call  you),"  added  Gabriel,  with 
emotion,  as  he  turned  round  to  Dagobert. 

"How!  you  speak  thus  to  us!"  exclaimed  Agricola;  "what 
is  the  matter?" 

"Yes,"  replied  Gabriel.  "I  need  the  advice  and  assistance 
of  two  men  of  honor — of  two  men  of  resolution  ; — and  I 
can  reckon  upon  you  two — can  I  not?     At  any  hour,  on 
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whatever  day  it  may  be,  upon  a  word  from  me,  will  you 
come?" 

Dagobert  and  his  son  regarded  each  other  in  silence, 
astonished  at  the  accents  of  the  missionary.  Agricola  felt  an 
oppression  of  the  heart.  If  he  should  be  a  prisoner  when  his 
brother  should  require  his  assistance,  what  could  be  done? 

"At  every  hour,  by  night  or  by  day,  my  brave  boy,  you 
may  depend  upon  us,"  said  Dagobert,  as  much  surprised  as 
interested — "You  have  a  father  and  a  brother;  make  your 
own  use  of  them." 

"Thanks,  thanks,"  said  Gabriel,  "you  set  me  quite  at  ease." 

"I'll  tell  you  what,"  resumed  the  soldier,  "were  it  not 
for  your  priest's  robe,  I  should  believe,  from  the  manner  in 
which  you  have  spoken  to  us,  that  you  are  about  to  be 
engaged  in  a  duel — in  a  mortal  combat." 

"In  a  duel  ?"  said  Gabriel,  starting.  "Yes ;  it  may  be  a 
duel — uncommon  and  fearful — at  which  it  is  necessary  to 
have  two  witnesses  such  as  you — a  father  and  a  brother  !" 


Some  instants  afterwards,  Agricola,  whose  anxiety  was 
continually  increasing,  set  off  in  haste  for  the  dwelling  of 
Mademoiselle  de  Cardoville,  to  which  we  now  beg  leave  to 
take  the  reader. 


CHAPTER  XXXIII. 

THE    PAVILION. 

Dizier  House  was  one  of  the  largest  and  handsomest  in 
the  Rue  Babylone,  in  Paris.  Nothing  could  be  more  severe, 
more  imposing,  or  more  depressing  than  the  aspect  of  this 
old  mansion.  Several  immense  windows,  filled  with  small 
squares  of  glass,  painted  a  grayish  white,  increased  the 
sombre  effect  of  the  massive  layers  of  huge  stones,  black- 
ened by  time,  of  which  the  fabric  was  composed. 

This  dwelling  bore  a  resemblance  to  all  the  others  that 
had  been  erected  in  the  same  quarter  towards  the  middle  of 
the  last  century.  It  was  surmounted  in  front  by  a  pedi- 
ment ;  it  had  an  elevated  ground  floor,  which  was  reached 
from  the  outside  by  a  circular  flight  of  broad  stone  steps. 
One  of  the  fronts  looked  on  an  immense  court-yard,  on  each 
side  of  which  an  arcade  led  to  the  vast  interior  deoartments. 
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The  other  front  overlooked  the  garden,  or  rather  park,  of 
twelve  or  fifteen  roods;  and,  on  this  side,  wings,  approaching 
the  principal  part  of  the  structure,  formed  a  couple  of  lateral 
galleries.  Like  nearly  all  the  other  great  habitations  of  this 
quarter,  there  might  be  seen  at  the  extremity  of  the  garden, 
what  the  owners  and  occupiers  of  each  called  the  lesser 
mansion. 

This  extension  was  a  Pompadour  summer-house,  built  in 
the  form  of  a  rotunda,  with  the  charming  though  incorrect 
taste  of  the  era  of  its  erection.  It  presented,  in  every  part 
where  it  was  possible  for  the  stones  to  be  cut,  a  profusion 
of  endives,  knots  of  ribbons,  garlands  of  flowers,  and  chubby 
cupids.  This  pavilion,  inhabited  by  Adrienne  de  Cardoville 
w;is  composed  of  a  ground  floor,  which  was  reached  by  a 
peristyle  of  several  steps.  A  small  vestibule  led  to  a  circu- 
lar hall,  lighted  from  the  roof.  Four  principal  apartments 
met  here ;  and  ranges  of  smaller  rooms,  concealed  in  the 
upper  story,  served  for  minor  purposes. 

These  dependencies  of  great  habitations  are  in  our  days 
disused,  or  transformed  into  irregular  conservatories ;  but, 
by  an  uncommon  exception,  the  black  exterior  of  the  pavil- 
ion had  been  scraped  and  renewed,  and  the  entire  structure 
repaired.  The  white  stones  of  which  it  was  built  glistened 
like  Parian  marble ;  and  its  renovated,  coquettish  aspect  con- 
trasted singularly  with  the  gloomy  mansion  seen  at  the 
other  extremity  of  an  extensive  lawn,  on  which  were  planted 
here  and  there  gigantic  clumps  of  verdant  trees. 

The  following  scene  occurred  at  this  residence  on  the 
morning  following  that  of  the  arrival  of  Dagobert,  with  the 
daughters  of  Marshal  Simon,  in  the  Rue  Brise-Miche.  The 
hour  of  eight  had  sounded  from  the  steeple  of  a  neighboring 
church  ;  a  brilliant  winter  sun  arose  to  brighten  a  pure  blue 
sky  behind  the  tall  leafless  trees,  which  in  summer  formed 
a  dome  of  verdure  over  the  summer-house.  The  door  in  the 
vestibule  opened,  and  the  rays  of  the  morning  sun  beamed 
upon  a  charming  creature,  or  rather  upon  two  charming 
creatures,  for  the  second  one,  though  filling  a  modest  place 
in  the  scale  of  creation,  was  not  less  distinguished  by  a 
beauty  of  its  own,  which  was  very  striking.  In  plain  terms 
two  individuals,  one  of  them  a  young  girl,  and  the  other  a 
tiny  English  dog,  of  great  beauty,  of  that  breed  of  spaniels 
called  King  Charles's,  made  their  appearance  under  the 
peristyle  of  the  rotunda.     The  name  of  the  young  girl  was 
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Georgette;  the  beautiful  little  spaniel's  was  Frisky.  Geor- 
gette was  in  her  eighteenth  year.  Never  had  Florine  or 
Manton,  never  had  a  lady's  maid  of  Marivaux,  a  more  mis- 
chievous face,  an  eye  more  quick,  a  smile  more  roguish, 
teeth  more  white,  cheeks  more  roseate,  figure  more  coquet- 
tish, feet  smaller,  or  form  smarter,  attractive,  and  enticing. 
Though  it  was  yet  very  early,  Georgette  was  carefully  and 
tastefully  dressed.  A  tiny  Valenciennes  cap,  with  flaps  and 
flap-band,  of  half  peasant  fashion,  decked  with  rose-colored 
ribbons,  and  stuck  a  little  backward  upon  bands  of  beauti- 
ful fair  hair,  surrounded  her  fresh  and  piquant  face ;  a  robe 
of  gray  levantine,  and  a  cambric  neck-kerchief,  fastened  to 
her  bosom  by  a  large  tuft  of  rose-colored  ribbons,  displayed 
her  figure  elegantly  rounded;  a  hollands  apron,  white  as 
snow,  trimmed  below  by  three  large  hems,  surmounted  by  a 
Vandyke-row,  encircled  her  waist,  which  was  as  round  and 
flexible  as  a  reed ;  her  short,  plain  sleeves,  edged  with  bone- 
lace,  allowed  her  plump  arms  to  be  seen,  which  her  long 
Swedish  gloves,  reaching  to  the  elbow,  defended  from  the 
rigor  of  the  cold.  When  Georgette  raised  the  bottom  of  her 
dress,  in  order  to  descend  more  quickly  the  steps,  she  ex- 
hibited to  Frisky's  indifferent  eyes  a  beautiful  ankle,  and 
the  beginning  of  the  plump  calf  of  a  fine  leg,  encased  in  white 
silk,  and  a  charming  little  foot,  in  a  laced  half-boot  of  Turkish 
satin.  When  a  blonde  like  Georgette  sets  herself  to  be  en- 
snaring ;  when  vivid  glances  sparkle  from  her  eyes  of  bright 
yet  tender  blue;  when  a  joyous  excitement  suffuses  her 
transparent  skin,  she  is  more  resistless  for  the  conquest  of 
everything  before  her  than  a  brunette. 

This  bewitching  and  nimble  lady's-maid,  who  on  the  pre- 
vious evening  had  introduced  Agricola  to  the  pavilion,  was 
first  waiting  woman  to  the  Honorable  Miss  Adrienne  de 
Cardoville,  niece  of  the  Primcess  Saint-Dizier. 

Frisky,  so  happily  found  and  brought  back  by  the  black- 
smith, uttered  weak  but  joyful  barks,  and  bounded,  ran, 
and  frolicked  upon  the  turf.  She  was  not  much  bigger 
than  one's  fist ;  her  curled  hair,  of  lustrous  black,  shone  like 
ebony,  under  the  broad,  red  satin  ribbon  which  encircled 
her  neck;  her  paws,  fringed  with  long  silken  fur,  were  of  a 
bright  and  fiery  tan,  as  well  as  her  muzzle,  the  nose  of  which 
was  inconceivably  pug;  her  large  eyes  were  full  of  intel- 
ligence; and  her  curly  ears  so  long  that  they  trailed  upon 
the  ground.     Georgette  seemed  to  be  as  brisk  and  petulant 
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as  Frisky,  and  shared  her  sportiveness, — now  scampering 
after  the  happy  little  spaniel,  and  now  retreating,  in  order 
to  be  pursued  upon  the  greensward  in  her  turn.  All  at 
once,  at  the  sight  of  a  second  person,  who  advanced  with 
deliberate  gravity.  Georgette  and  Frisky  were  suddenly 
stopped  in  their  diversion.  The  little  King  Charles,  some 
steps  in  advance  of  Georgette,  faithful  to  her  name,  and  bold 
as  the  devil,  held  herself  firmly  upon  her  nervous  paws,  and 
fiercely  awaited  the  coming  up  of  the  enemy,  displaying  at  the 
same  time  rows  of  little  teeth,  which,  though  of  ivory,  were 
none  the  less  pointed  and  sharp.  The  enemy  consisted  of  a 
w  ■  'man  of  mature  age,  accompanied  by  a  very  fat  dog,  of  the 
color  of  coffee  and  milk  ;  his  tail  was  twisted  like  a  corkscrew  ; 
he  was  pot-bellied ;  his  skin  was  sleek ;  his  neck  was  turned 
iittle  to  one  side ;  he  walked  with  his  legs  inordinately 
spread  out,  and  stepped  with  the  air  of  a  doctor.  His  black 
muzzle,  quarrelsome  and  scowling,  showed  two  fangs  sally- 
ing forth,  and  turning  up  from  the  left  side  of  the  mouth, 
and  altogether  he  had  an  expression  singularly  forbidding 
and  vindictive.  This  disagreeable  animal,  a  perfect  type  of 
what  might  be  called  a  "church-goer's  pug,"  answered  to 
the  name  of  "My  Lord."  His  mistress,  a  woman  of  about 
fifty  years  of  age,  corpulent  and  of  middle  size,  was 
dressed  in  a  costume  as  gloomy  and  severe  as  that  of  Geor- 
gette was  gay  and  showy.  It  consisted  of  a  brown  robe,  a 
black  silk  mantle,  and  a  hat  of  the  same  dye.  The  features  of 
this  woman  might  have  been  agreeable  in  her  youth ;  and 
her  florid  cheeks,  her  correct  eyebrows,  her  black  eyes, 
which  were  still  very  lively,  scarcely  accorded  with  the 
peevish  and  austere  physiognomy  which  she  tried  to  assume. 
This  matron,  of  slow  and  discreet  gait,  was  Madame  Augus- 
tine Grivois,  first  woman  to  the  Princess  Saint-Dizier.  Not 
only  did  the  age,  the  face,  and  the  dress  of  these  two  women 
present  a  striking  contrast;  but  the  contrast  extended  itself 
even  to  the  animals  which  attended  them.  There  were  simi- 
lar differences  between  Frisky  and  My  Lord,  as  between 
Georgette  and  Mrs.  Grivois.  When  the  latter  perceived  the 
little  King  Charles,  she  could  not  restrain  a  movement  of 
surprise  and  repugnance,  which  escaped  not  the  notice  of 
the  young  lady's  maid.  Frisky,  who  had  not  retreated  one 
inch,  since  the  apparition  of  My  Lord,  re.^;irded  him  valiant- 
ly, with  a  look  of  defiance,  and  even  advanced  towards  him 
with  an  air  so  decidedly  hostile,  that  the  cur,  though  thrice 
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as  big  as  the  little  King  Charles,  uttered  a  howl  of  distress 
and  terror,  and  sought  refuge  behind  Mrs.  Grivois,  who  bit- 
terly said  to  Georgette: 

"It  seems  to  me,  miss,  that  you  might  dispense  with 
exciting  your  dog  thus,  and  setting  him  upon  mine." 

"It  was  doubtless  for  the  purpose  of  protecting  this  re- 
spectable but  ugly  animal  from  similar  alarms,  that  you  tried 
to  make  us  lose  Frisky  yesterday,  by  driving  her  into  the 
street  through  the  little  garden  gate.  But  fortunately  an 
honest  young  man  found  Frisky  in  the  Rue  de  Babylone,  and 
brought  her  back  to  my  mistress.  However,"  continued 
Georgette,  "to  what,  madame,  do  I  owe  the  pleasure  of  seeing 
you  this  morning?" 

"I  am  commanded  by  the  Princess,"  replied  Mrs.  Grivois, 
unable  to  conceal  a  smile  of  triumphant  satisfaction,  "im- 
mediately to  see  Miss  Adrienne.  It  regards  a  very  important 
affair,  which  I  am  to  communicate  only  to  herself." 

At  these  words  Georgette  became  purple,  and  could  not 
repress  a  slight  start  of  disquietude,  which  happily  escaped 
Grivois,  who  was  occupied  with  watching  over  the  safety 
of  her  pet,  whom  Frisky  continued  to  snarl  at  with  a  very 
menacing  aspect ;  and  Georgette,  having  quickly  overcome 
her  temporary  emotion,  firmly  answered :  "Miss  Adrienne 
went  to  rest  very  late  last  night.  She  has  forbidden  me  to 
enter  her  apartment  before  mid-day." 

"That  is  very  possible:  but  as  the  present  business  is  to 
obey  an  order  of  the  Princess  her  aunt,  you  will  do  well  if  you 
please,  miss,  to  awaken  your  mistress  immediately." 

"My  mistress  is  subject  to  no  one's  orders  in  her  own 
house ;  and  I  will  not  disturb  her  till  mid-day,  in  pursuance 
of  her  commands,"  replied  Georgette. 

"Then  I  shall  go  myself,"  said  Mrs.  Grivois. 

"Florine  and  Hebe  will  not  admit  you.  Indeed,  here  is 
the  key  of  the  saloon ;  and  through  the  saloon  only  can  the 
apartments  of  Miss  Adrienne  be  entered." 

"How !  do  you  dare  refuse  me  permission  to  execute  the 
orders  of  the  Princess?" 

"Yes ;  I  dare  to  commit  the  great  crime  of  being  unwilling 
to  awaken  my  mistress !" 

"Ah!  such  are  the  results  of  the  blind  affection  of  the 
Princess  for  her  niece,"  said  the  matron,  with  affected  grief : 
''Miss  Adrienne  no  longer  respects  her  aunt's  orders;  and 
«he  is  surrounded  by  young  hare-brained  persons,  who,  from 
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the  first  dawn  of  morning,  dress  themselves  out  as  if   for 
ball-going." 

"Oh,  madame!  how  came  you  to  revile  dress,  who  were 
formerly  the  greatest  coquette  and  the  most  frisky  and  flut- 
tering of  all  the  Princess's  women.  At  least,  that' is  what  is 
still  spoken  oi  you  in  the  hotel,  as  having  been  handed  down 
from  time  out  of  mind,  by  generation  to  generation,  even 
unto  ours  !" 

"How!  from  generation  to  generation!  do  you  mean  to 
insinuate  that  1  am  a  hundred  years  old,  Miss  Impertinence?" 

"'I  speak  of  the  generations  of  waiting-women;  for,  except 
you.  it  is  the  utmost  if  they  remain  two  or  three  years  in  the 
Princess's  house,  who  has  too  many  tempers  for  the  poor 
girls!" 

"I  forbid  you  to  speak  thus  of  my  mistress,  whose  name 
some  people  ought  not  to  pronounce  but  on  their  knees." 

"However,"  said  Georgette,  "if  one  wished  to  speak  ill 
of " 

"Do  you  dare !" 

"No  longer  ago  than  last  night,  at  half-past  eleven 
o  clock " 

"Last  night?" 

"A  four-wheeler,"  continued  Georgette,  "stopped  at  a  few 
paces  from  the  house.  A  mysterious  personage,  wrapped 
up  in  a  cloak,  alighted  from  it,  and  directly  tapped,  not  at 
the  door,  but  on  the  glass  of  the  porter's  lodge  window ;  and 
at  one  o'clock  in  the  morning,  the  cab  was  still  stationed  in 
the  street,  waiting  for  the  mysterious  personage  in  the  cloak 
who,  doubtless,  during  all  that  time,  was,  as  you  say  pro- 
nouncing the  name  of  her  Highness  the  Princess  on  his 
knees. 

W  hether  Mrs.  Grivois  had  not  been  instructed  as  to  a  visit 
made  to  the  Princess  Saint -Dizier  by  Rodin  (for  he  was  the 
man  in  the  cloak),  in  the  middle  of  the  night,  after  he  had 
become  certain  of  the  arrival  in  Paris  of  General  Simon's 
daughters;  or  whether  Mrs.  Grivois  thought  it  necessary  to 
appear  ignorant  of  the  visit,  she  replied,  shrugging  her 
shoulders  disdainfully:  "I  know  not  what  you  mean 
madame.  I  have  not  come  here  to  listen  to  your  imperti- 
nent stuff.  Once  again  I  ask  you— will  you,  or'  will  you  not 
introduce  me  to  the  presence  of  Miss  Adrienne?" 

"I  repeat,  madame,  that  my  mistress  sleeps,  and  that  she 
has  forbidden  me  to  enter  her  bed-chamber  before  mid-day  " 
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This  conversation  took  place  at  some  distance  from  the 
summer-house,  at  a  spot  from  which  the  peristyle  could  be 
seen  at  the  end  of  a  grand  avenue,  terminating  in  trees 
arranged  in  form  of  a  V.  All  at  once  Mrs.  Grivois,  extending 
her  hand  in  that  direction,  exclaimed :  "Great  heavens !  is  it 
possible  ?  what  have  I  seen  ?" 

"What  have  you  seen?"  said  Georgette,  turning  round. 

"What  have  I  seen?"  repeated  Mrs.  Grivois,  with  amaze- 
ment. 

"Yes:  what  was  it?" 

"Miss  Adrienne." 

"Where?"  asked  Georgette. 

"I  saw  her  run  up  the  porch  steps.  I  perfectly  recognized 
her  by  her  gait,  by  her  hat,  and  by  her  mantle.  To  come 
home  at  eight  o'clock  in  the  morning!"  cried  Mrs.  Grivois: 
"it  is  perfectly  incredible !" 

"See  my  lady?  Why,  you  came  to  see  her  !"  and  Georgette 
burst  out  into  fits  of  laughter :  and  then  said :  "Oh !  I  under- 
stand !  you  wish  to  out-do  my  story  of  the  four-wheeler  last 
night !     It  is  very  neat  of  you  !" 

"I  repeat,"  said  Mrs.  Grivois,  "that  I  have  this  moment 
seen " 

"Oh !  adone,  Mrs.  Grivois :  if  you  speak  seriously,  you  are 
mad !" 

"I  am  mad,  am  I?  because  I  have  a  pair  of  good  eyes! 
The  little  gate  that  opens  on  the  street  lets  one  into  the 
quincunx  near  the  pavilion.  It  is  by  that  door,  doubtless, 
that  mademoiselle  has  re-entered.  Oh,  what  shameful  con- 
duct !  what  will  the  Princess  say  to  it !  Ah !  her  presenti- 
ments have  not  yet  been  mistaken.  See  to  what  her  weak 
indulgence  of  her  niece's  caprices  has  led  her !  It  is 
monstrous ! — so  monstrous,  that,  though  I  have  seen  her 
with  my  own  eyes,  still  I  can  scarcely  believe  it !" 

"Since  you've  gone  so  far,  ma'am,  I  now  insist  upon 
conducting  you  into  the  apartment  of  my  lady,  in  order  that 
you  may  convince  yourself,  by  your  own  senses,  that  your 
eyes  have  deceived  you !" 

"Oh,  you  are  very  cunning,  my  dear,  but  not  more  cunning 
than  I !  You  propose  my  going  now !  Yes,  yes,  I  believe 
you :  you  are  certain  that  by  this  time  I  shall  find  her  in 
her  apartment !" 

"But,  madame,  I  assure  you " 

"All  that  I  can  say  to  you  is  this :  that  neither  you,  nor 
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Florine,  nor  Hebe,  shall  remain  here  twenty-four  hours.  The 
Princess  will  put  an  end  to  this  horrible  scandal :  for  I  shall 
immediately  inform  her  of  what  has  passed.  To  go  out  in 
the  night !  Re-enter  at  eight  o'clock  in  the  morning !  Why, 
I  am  all  in  a  whirl!  Certainly,  if  I  had  not  seen  it  with  m\ 
own  eyes,  I  could  not  have  believed  it !  Still,  it  is  only 
what  was  to  be  expected.  It  will  astonish  nobody  Assuredly 
not !  All  those  to  whom  I  am  going  to  relate  it,  will  say.  I 
am  quite  sure,  that  it  is  not  at  all  astonishing !  Oh !  what 
a  blow  to  our  respectable  Princess!     What  a  blow  for  her!" 

Mrs.  Grivois  returned  precipitately  towards  the  mansion, 
followed  by  her  fat  pug,  who  appeared  to  be  as  embittered 
a.s  herself. 

Georgette,  active  and  light,  ran,  on  her  part,  towards  the 
pavilion,  in  order  to  apprise  Miss  de  Cardoville  that  Mrs. 
Grivois  had  seen  her,  or  fancied  she  had  seen  her,  furtively 
enter  by  the  little  garden  gate. 


CHAPTER  XXXIV. 

ADRIENNE   AT    HER   TOILET. 

About  an  hour  had  elapsed  since  Mrs.  Grivois  had  seen  or 
pretended  to  have  seen  Adrienne  de  Cardoville  re-enter  in  the 
morning  the  extension  of  Saint-Dizier  House. 

It  is  for  the  purpose,  not  of  excusing,  but  of  rendering  in- 
telligible, the  following  scenes,  that  it  is  deemed  necessary 
to  bring  out  into  the  light  some  striking  peculiarities  in  the 
truly  original  character  of  Miss  de  Cardoville. 

This  originality  consisted  in  an  excessive  independence  of 
mind,  joined  to  a  natural  horror  of  whatsoever  is  repulsive 
or  deformed,  and  to  an  insatiable  desire  of  being  surrounded 
by  everything  attractive  and  beautiful.  The  painter  most 
delighted  with  coloring  and  beauty,  the  sculptor  most 
charmed  by  proportions  of  form,  feel  not  more  than  Adrienne 
did  the  noble  enthusiasm  which  the  view  of  perfect  beauty 
always  excites  in  the  chosen  favorites  of  nature. 

And  it  was  not  only  the  pleasures  of  sight  which  this 
lady  loved  to  gratify:  the  harmonious  modulations 
j.  the  melody  of  instruments,  the  cadences  of  poetry, 
afforded  her  infinite  pleasures ;  while  a  harsh  voice  or  a 
discordant  noise  made  her  feel  .he  same  painful  impression, 
or  one  nearly  as  painful,  as  that  which  she  involuntarily 
experienced  from  the  sight  of  a  hideous  object.     Passion- 
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ately  fond  of  flowers,  too,  and  of  their  sweet  scents,  there 
are  some  perfumes  which  she  enjoyed  equally  with  the  de- 
lights of  music  or  those  of  plastic  beauty.  It  is  necessary, 
alas,  to  acknowledge  one  enormity:  Adrienne  was  dainty  in 
her  food!  She  valued  more  than  any  one  else  the  fresh 
pulp  of  handsome  fruit,  the  delicate  savor  of  a  golden  pheas- 
ant, cooked  to  a  turn,  and  the  odorous  cluster  of  a  generous 
vine. 

But  Adrienne  enjoyed  all  these  pleasures  with  an  exquisite 
reserve.  She  sought  religiously  to  cultivate  and  refine  the 
senses  given  her.  She  would  have  deemed  it  black  ingrati- 
tude to  blunt  those  divine  gifts  by  excesses,  or  to  debase 
them  by  unworthy  selections  of  objects  upon  which  to  exer- 
cise them;  a  fault  from  which,  indeed,  she  was  preserved 
by  the  excessive  and  imperious  delicacy  of  her  taste. 

The  beautiful  and  the  ugly  occupied  for  her  the  places 
which  good  and  evil  holds  for  others. 

Her  devotion  to  grace,  elegance,  and  physical  beauty,  had 
led  her  also  to  the  adoration  of  moral  beauty ;  for  if  the  ex- 
pression of  a  low  and  bad  passion  render  uncomely  the  most 
beautiful  countenances,  those  which  are  in  themselves  the 
most  ugly  are  ennobled,  on  the  contrary,  by  the  expression 
of  good  feelings  and  generous  sentiments. 

In  a  word,  Adrienne  was  the  most  complete,  the  most  ideal 
personification  of  sensuality — not  of  vulgar,  ignorant,  non- 
intelligent,  mistaken  sensuousness  which  is  always  deceit- 
ful and  corrupted  by  habit  or  by  the  necessity  for  gross 
and  ill-regulated  enjoyments,  but  that  exquisite  sensuality 
which  is  to  the  senses  what  intelligence  is  to  the  soul. 

The  independence  of  this  young  lady's  character  was  ex- 
treme. Certain  humiliating  subjections  imposed  upon  her 
success  by  its  social  position,  above  all  things  were  revolting 
to  her,  and  she  had  the  hardihood  to  resolve  to  withdraw 
herself  from  them.  She  was  a  woman,  the  most  womanish 
that  it  is  possible  to  imagine — a  woman  in  her  timidity  as 
well  as  in  her  audacity — a  woman  in  her  hatred  of  the 
brutal  despotism  of  men,  as  well  as  in  her  intense  disposition 
to  self -devoting  herself,  madly  even  and  blindly,  to  him  who 
should  merit  such  a  devotion  from  her — a  woman  whose 
piquant  wit  was  occasionally  paradoxical — a  superior  woman, 
in  brief,  who  entertained  a  well-grounded  disdain  and  con- 
tempt for  certain  men  either  placed  very  high  or  greatly 
adulated,  whom  she  had  from  time  to  time  met  in  the  draw- 
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Big-room  of  her  aunt,  the  Princess  Saint-Dizier,  when  she 
resided  with  her. 

These  indispensable  explanations  being  given,  we  usher 
the  reader  into  the  presence  of  Adrienne  de  Cardoville,  who 
had  just  come  out  of  the  bath. 

It  would  require  all  the  brilliant  colorings  of  the  Venetian 
school  to  represent  that  charming  scene,  which  would  rather 
seem  to  have  occurred  in  the  sixteenth  century,  in  some 
palace  of  Florence  or  Bologna,  than  in  Paris,  in  the  Faubourg 
Saint-Germain,  in  the  month  of  February,   1832. 

Adrienne's  dressing-room  was  a  kind  of  miniature  temple, 
seemingly    one    erected    and    dedicated    to    the    worship    of 
beauty,  in  gratitude  to  the  Maker  who  has  lavished  so  many 
charms  upon  woman,  not  to  be  neglected  by  her,  or  to  cover 
and  conceal   them  with  ashes,   or  to  destroy  them  by   the 
contact  of  her  person  with  sordid  and  harsh  haircloth;  but 
in  order  that,   with    fervent  gratitude   for  the  divine  gifts 
wherewith  she  is  endowed,  she  may  enhance  her  charms  with 
all  the  illusions  of  grace  and  all  the  splendors  of  apparel,  so 
as  to  glorify  the  divine  work  of  her  own  perfections  in  the 
eyes  of  all.     Daylight   was  admitted  into  this   semicircular 
apartment,  through  one  of  those  double  windows,  contrived 
for    the   preservation    of    heat,    so    happily    imported    from 
Germany.     The  walls  of  the  pavilion  being  constructed  of 
stone  of  great  thickness,  the  depth  of  the  aperture  for  the 
windows    was   therefore   very   great.      That    of    Adrienne's 
dressing-room  was  closed  on' the  outside  by  a  sash  contain- 
ing a  single  large  pane  of  plate  glass,  and  within,  by  another 
large  plate  of   ground  glass.     In  the  interval   or  space  of 
about   three    feet   left   between   these   two   transparent   en- 
■sures,  there  was  a  case  or  box  filled  with   furze  mould, 
whence     sprung     forth     climbing    plants,     which,     directed 
round  the  ground  glass,  formed  a  rich  garland  of  leaves  and 
flowers.     A  garnet  damask  tapestry,  rich  with  harmoniously 
blended  arabesques,  in  the  purest  style,  covered  the  walls'; 
and  a  thick  carpet  of  similar  color  was  extended  over  the 
floor:  and  this  <ombre  ground,  presented   by  the  floor  and 
walls,  marvellously  enhanced  the  effects  of  all  the  harmoni- 
ous ornaments  and  decorations  of  the  chamber. 

Under  the  window,  opposite  to  the  south,  was  placed 
Adrienne's  dressing-case,  a  real  masterpiece  of  the  skill  of 
the  goldsmith.  Upon  a  large  tablet  of  lapis-lazuli,  there 
were   scattered   boxes   of    jewels,   their   lids   preciouslv   en- 
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amellecl ;  several  scent  boxes  of  rock  crystal,  and  other 
implements  and  utensils  of  the  toilet,  some  formed  of  shells, 
some  of  mother-of-pearl,  and  others  of  ivory,  covered  with 
ornaments  of  gold  in  extraordinary  taste.  Two  large  figures, 
modelled  in  silver  with  antique  purity,  supported  an  oval 
swing  mirror,  which  had  for  its  rim,  in  place  of  a  frame 
curiously  carved,  a  fresh  garland  of  natural  flowers,  renewed 
every  day  like  a  nosegay  for  a  ball. 

Two  enormous  Japanese  vases,  of  purple  and  gold,  three 
feet  each  in  diameter,  were  placed  upon  the  carpet  on  each 
side  of  the  toilet,  and,  filled  with  camellias,  ibiscures,  and 
cape  jasmine,  in  full  flower  formed  a  sort  of  grove,  diversified 
with  the  most  brilliant  colors.  At  the  farther  end  of  the 
apartment,  opposite  the  casement,  was  to  be  seen,  sur- 
rounded by  another  mass  of  flowers,  a  reduction  in  white 
marble  of  the  enchanting  group  of  Daphnis  and  Chloe,  the 
more  chaste  ideal  of  graceful  modesty  and  youthful  beauty. 

Two  golden  lamps  burned  perfumes  upon  the  same  ped- 
estal which  supported  those  two  charming  figures.  A 
coffer  of  frosted  silver,  set  off  with  small  figures  in  jewelry 
and  precious  stones,  and  supported  on  four  feet  of  gilt 
bronze,  contained  various  necessaries  for  the  toilette;  two 
frosted  Psyches,  decorated  with  diamond  ear-rings ;  some 
excellent  drawings  from  Raphael  and  Titian,  painted  by 
Adrienne  herself,  consisting  of  portraits  of  both  men  and 
women  of  exquisite  beauty ;  several  consoles  of  oriental  jas- 
per, supporting  ewers  and  basins  of  silver  and  of  silver  gilt, 
richly  chased  and  filled  with  scented  waters ;  a  voluptuously 
rich  divan,  some  seats,  and  an  illuminated  gilt  table,  com- 
pleted the  furniture  of  this  chamber,  the  atmosphere  of 
which  was  impregnated  with  the  sweetest  perfumes. 

Adrienne,  whom  her  attendants  had  just  helped  from  the 
bath,  was  seated  before  her  toilette,  her  three  women  sur- 
rounding her.  By  a  caprice,  or  rather  by  a  necessary  and 
logical  impulse  of  her  soul,  filled  as  it  was  with  the  love  of 
beauty  and  of  harmony  in  all  things,  Adrienne  had  wished 
the  young  women  who  served  her  to  be  very  pretty,  and 
be  dressed  with  attention  and  with  a  charming  originality. 
We  have  already  seen  Georgette,  a  piquante  blonde,  attired 
in  her  attractive  costume  of  an  intriguing  lady's  maid  of 
Marivaux;  and  her  two  companions  were  quite  equal  to  her 
both  in  gracefulness  and  gentility. 

One  of  them,  named  Florine,  a  tall,  delicately  slender,  and 
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elegant  girl,  with  the  air  and  form  of  Diana  Huntress,  was 
of  a  pale  brown  complexion.  Her  thick  black  hair  was 
turned  up  behind,  where  it  was  fastened  with  a  long  golden 
pin.  Like  the  two  other  girls,  her  arms  were  uncovered  to 
facilitate  the  performance  of  her  duties  about  and  upon  the 
person  of  her  charming  mistress.  She  wore  a  dress  of  that 
gay  green  so  familiar  to  the  Venetian  painters.  Her  petti- 
coat was  very  ample.  Her  slender  waist  curved  in  from 
under  the  plaits  of  a  tucker  of  white  cambric,  plaited  in  five 
minute  folds,  and  fastened  by  five  gold  buttons.  The  third 
of  Adrienne's  women  had  a  face  so  fresh  and  ingenuous,  a 
waist  so  delicate,  so  pleasing,  and  so  finished,  that  her  mis- 
tress had  given  her  the  name  of  Hebe.  Her  dress  of  a  deli- 
cate rose  color,  and  Grecian  cut,  displayed  her  charming 
neck,  and  her  beautiful  arms  up  to  the  very  shoulders.  The 
physiognomy  of  these  three  young  women  was  laughter- 
loving  and  happy.  On  their  features  there  was  no  expres- 
sion of  that  bitter  sullenness,  willing  and  hated  obedience, 
or  offensive  familiarity,  or  base  and  degraded  deference, 
which  are  the  ordinary  results  of  a  state  of  servitude.  In 
the  zealous  eagerness  of  the  cares  and  attentions  which  they 
lavished  upon  Adrienne,  there  seemed  to  be  at  least  as  much 
of  affection  as  of  deference  and  respect.  They  appeared  to 
derive  an  ardent  pleasure  from  the  services  which  they  ren- 
dered to  their  lovely  mistress.  One  would  have  thought 
that  they  attached  to  the  dressing  and  embellishment  of  her 
person  all  the  merits  and  the  enjoyment  arising  from  the 
execution  of  a  work  of  art,  in  the  accomplishing  of  which, 
fruitful  of  delights,  they  were  stimulated  by  the  passions  of 
love,  of  pride,  and  of  joy. 

The  sun  beamed  brightly  upon  the  toilet-case,  placed  in 
front  of  the  window.  Adrienne  was  seated  on  a  chair,  its 
back  elevated  a  little  more  than  usual.  She  was  enveloped 
in  a  long  morning-gown  of  blue  silk,  embroidered  with  a  leaf 
of  the  same  color,  which  was  fitted  close  to  her  waist,  as 
exquisitely  slender  and  delicate  as  that  of  a  child  of  twelve 
years,  by  a  girdle  with  floating  tags.  Her  neck,  delicately 
slender  and  flexible  as  a  bird's,  was  uncovered,  as  were  also 
her  shoulders  and  arms,  and  all  were  of  incomparable  beauty. 
Despite  the  vulgarity  of  the  comparison,  the  purest  ivory 
alone  can  give  an  idea  of  the  dazzling  whiteness  of  her  pol- 
ished satin  skin,  of  a  texture  so  fresh  and  so  firm,  that  some 
drops  of  water,  collected  and  still  remaining  about  the  roots 
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of  her  hair  from  the  bath,  rolled  in  serpentine  lines  over  her 
shoulders,  like  pearls,  or  beads,  of  crystal,  over  white  marble. 
And  what  gave  enhanced  lustre  to  this  wondrous  carna- 
tion, known  but  to  auburn-headed  beauties,  was  the  deep 
purple  of  her  humid  lips, — the  roseate  transparency  of  her 
small  ears,  of  her  dilated  nostrils,  and  her  nails,  as  bright 
and  glossy,  as  if  they  had  been  varnished.  In  every  spot, 
indeed,  where  her  pure  arterial  blood,  full  of  animation  and 
heat,  could  make  its  way  to  the  skin  and  shine  through  the 
surface,  it  proclaimed  her  high  health  and  the  vivid  life  and 
joyous  buoyancy  of  her  glorious  youth.  Her  eyes  were  very 
large,  and  of  a  velvet  softness.  Now  they  glanced,  sparkling 
and  shining  with  comic  humor  or  intelligence  and  wit ;  and 
now  they  widened  and  extended  themselves,  languishing 
and  swimming  between  their  double  fringes  of  long  crisp 
eyelashes,  of  as  deep  a  black  as  her  finely-drawn  and  ex- 
quisitely arched  eyebrows ;  for,  by  a  delightful  freak  of 
nature,  she  had  black  eyebrows  and  eyelashes  to  contrast 
with  the  golden  red  of  her  hair.  Her  forehead,  small  like 
those  of  ancient  Grecian  statues,  formed  with  the  rest  of 
her  face  a  perfect  oval.  Her  nose,  delicately  curved,  was 
slightly  aquiline ;  the  enamel  of  her  teeth  glistened  when 
the  light  fell  upon  them ;  and  her  vermeil  mouth,  voluptu- 
ously sensual,  seemed  to  call  for  sweet  kisses,  and  the  gay 
smiles  and  delectations  of  dainty  and  delicious  pleasure.  It 
is  impossible  to  behold  or  to  conceive  a  carriage  of  the  head 
freer,  more  noble,  or  more  elegant  than  hers ;  thanks  to  the 
great  distance  which  separated  the  neck  and  the  ear  from 
their  attachment  to  her  outspread  and  dimpled  shoulders. 
We  have  already  said  that  Adrienne  was  red-haired ;  but  it 
was  the  redness  of  many  of  the  admirable  portraits  of  women 
by  Titian  and  Leonardo  da  Vinci, — that  is  to  say,  molten 
gold  present  not  reflections  more  delightfully  agreeable  or 
more  glittering,  than  the  naturally  undulating  mass  of  her 
very  long  hair,  as  soft  and  fine  as  silk,  so  long,  that,  when 
let  loose,  it  reached  the  floor ;  in  it,  she  could  wholly  envelop 
herself,  like  another  Venus  arising  from  the  sea.  At  the 
present  moment,  Adrienne's  tresses  were  ravishing  to  be- 
hold ;  Georgette,  her  arms  bare,  stood  behind  her  mistress, 
and  had  carefully  collected  into  one  of  her  small  white  hands, 
those  splendid  threads  whose  naturally  ardent  brightness 
was  doubled  in  the  sunshine.  When  the  pretty  lady's-maid 
plunged  a  comb  of  ivory  into  the  midst  of  the  undulating 


T 1 1  r:    WANDERING    JEW  2X5 

and  golden  waves  of  that  enormously  magnificent  skein  of 
silk,  one  might  have  said  that  a  thousand  sparks  of  fire 
darted  forth  and  coruscated  away  from  it  in  all  directions. 
The  sunshine,  too,  reflected  not  less  golden  and  fiery  rays 
from  numerous  clusters  of  spiral  ringlets,  which,  divided 
upon  Adrienne's  forehead,  fell  over  her  cheeks,  and  in  their 
elastic  flexibility  caressed  the  risings  of  her  snowy  bosom, 
to  whose  charming  undulations  they  adapted  and  applied 
themselves.  Whilst  Georgette,  standing,  combed  the  beau- 
tiful locks  of  her  mistress.  Hebe,  with  one  knee  upon  the 
floor,  and  having  upon  the  other  the  sweet  little  foot  of  Miss 
Cardoville,  busied  herself  in  fitting  it  with  a  remarkably 
small  shoe  of  black  satin,  and  crossed  its  slender  ties  over  a 
silk  stocking  of  a  pale  yet  rosy  flesh-color,  which  impris- 
oned the  smallest  and  finest  ankle  in  the  world.  Florine,  a 
little  farther  back,  presented  to  her  mistress,  in  a  jeweled 
box,  a  perfumed  paste,  with  which  Adrienne  slightly  rubbed 
her  dazzling  hands  and  outspread  fingers,  which  seemed 
tinted  with  carmine  to  their  extremities.  Let  us  not  forgel 
Frisky,  who,  couched  in  the  lap  of  her  mistress,  opened  her 
great  eyes  with  all  her  might,  and  seemed  to  observe  tha 
different  operations  of  Adrienne's  toilette  with  grave  and  re- 
flective attention.  A  silver  bell  being  sounded  from  without, 
Florine,  at  a  sign  from  her  mistress,  went  out  and  presently 
returned,  bearing  a  letter  upon  a  small  silver-gilt  salver. 
Adrienne,  while  her  women  continued  fittting  on  her  shoes, 
dressing  her  hair,  and  arranging  her  in  her  habiliments,  took 
the  letter,  which  was  written  by  the  steward  of  the  estate 
of  Cardoville,  and  read  aloud  as  follows : 

"Honored  Madame, — 

"Knowing  your  goodness  of  heart  and  generosity,  I  venture  to  ad- 
dress you  with  respectful  confidence.  During  twenty  years  I  served 
the  late  Count  and  Duke  of  Cardoville,  your  noble  father,  I  believe  I 
may  truly  say.  with  probity  and  zeal.  The  castle  is  now  sold ;  so  tha» 
I  and  my  wife,  in  our  old  age,  behold  ourselves  about  to  be  dismissed, 
and  left  destitute  of  all  resources ;  which,  alas !  is  very  hard  at  oui 
time  of  life." 

"Poor  creature!"  said  Adrienne.  interrupting  herself  in 
reading:  "my  father,  certainly,  always  prided  himself  upon 
their  devotion  to  him,  and  their  probity."     She  continued : 

"There  does,  indeed,  remain  to  us  a  means  of  retaining  our  place 
:  but  it  would  constrain  us  to  be  guilty  of  baseness ;  and.  be  the 
consequences  to  us  what  they  may,  neither  I  nor  my  wife  wish  to  pur- 
chase our  bread  at  such  a  price." 
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"Good  very  good,"  said  Adrienne,  "always  the  same- 
dignity  even  in  poverty— it  is  the  sweet  perfume  of  a  flower, 
not  the  less  sweet  because  it  has  bloomed  in  a  meadow. 

"In  order  to  explain  to  you,  honored  madame,  the  unworthy  task  ex- 
acted from  us,  it  is  necessary  to  inform  you,fin  the  first  place,  that  M. 
Rodin  came  here  from  Paris  two  days  ago." 

"Ah'  M  Rodin'"  said  Mademoiselle  de  Cardoville,  inter- 
rupting herself  anew;  "the  secretary  of  Abbe  d'Aigngny! 
I  am  not  at  all  surprised  at  him  being  engaged  in  a  perfidious 
or  black  intrigue.     But  let  us  see." 

"M  Rodin  came  from  Paris  to  announce  to  us  that  the  estate  was 
sold  and  that  he  was  sure  of  being  able  to  obtain  our  continuance  m 
our  place,  if  we  would  assist  him  in  imposing  a  priest  not  of  good  char- 
acter upon  the  new  proprietress  as  her  future  confessor ;  and  if,. the 
tetter Tattain  this  end,  we  would  consent  to  calumniate  another  priest 
a  deserving  and  excellent  man,  much  loved  and  much  respected  m  the 
country  Even  that  is  not  all.  I  was  required  to  write  twice  or  thrice 
a  week  to  M  Rodin,  and  to  relate  to  him  everything  that  should  occur 
hX  house/  I  ought  to  acknowledge,  honored  madame  that  these  in- 
famous proposals  were  as  much  as  possible  disguised  and  dissimulated 
under Sufficiently  specious  pretexts;  but,  notwithstanding  t he  aspe ct 
which  with  more  or  less  skill  it  was  attempted  to  give  to  the  affair,  it 
was  precisely  and  substantially  what  I  have  now  had  the  honor  of 
stating  to  you." 

"Corruption,  calumny,  and  false  and  treacherous  impeach- 
ment'."  said  Adrienne,  with  disgust:  "I  cannot  think  of 
such  wretches  without  involuntarily  feeling  my  mind  shocked 
bv  dismal  ideas  of  black,  venomous,  and  vile  reptiles,  ot 
aspects  most  hideous  indeed.  How  much  more  ao  I  love  to 
dwell  upon  the  consoling  thought  of  honest  Dupont  and  his 
wife!"    Adrienne  proceeded : 

"Believe  me,  we  hesitated  not  an  instant.  We  quit  Cardoville  which 
has  been  our  home  for  the  last  twenty  years  ;-but  we  shall  quit  it  like 
honest  people,  and  with  the  consciousness  of  our  integrity.  And  now 
Lnofed'maWme,  if,  in  the  brilliant  circle  in  which  you  jnove-you  w 
are  so  benevolent  and  amiable— could  find  a  place  for  us  by  your 
recommenSadon,  then,  with  endless  gratitude  to  you,  we  shall  escape 
from  a  position  of  most  cruel  embarrassment. 

"Surely,  surely,"  said  Adrienne,  "they  shall  not  in  vain 
appeal  to  me.  To  wrest  excellent  persons  from  the  grip  ot 
M.  Rodin,  is  not  only  a  duty  but  a  pleasure:  for  it  is  at 
once  a  righteous  and  a  dangerous  enterprise ;  and  dearly  do 
I  love  to  brave  oowerful  oppressors!"  Adrienne  again  went 
on  reading; 
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''After  having  thus  spoken  to  you  of  ourselves,  honored  madame,  per- 
mit us  to  implore  your  protection  for  other  unfortunates;  for  it  would 
be  wicked  to  think  only  of  one's  self.  Three  days  ago,  two  shipwrecks 
k  place  upon  our  ironbound  coast.  A  few  passengers  only  were 
saved,  and  were  conducted  hither,  where  I  and  my  wife  gave  them  all 
ssary  attentions;  All  these  passengers  have  departed  for  Paris, 
except  one,  who  still  remains,  his  wounds  having  hitherto  prevented 
him  from  leaving  the  house,  and,  indeed,  they  will  constrain  him  to  re- 
main lor  some  days  to  come.  He  is  a  young  East  Indian  prince,  of 
about  twenty  years  of  age,  and  he  appears  to  be  as  amiable  and  good  as 
he  is  handsome,  which  is  not  a  little  to  say,  though  he  has  a  tawny 
skin,  like  the  rest  of  his  countrymen,  as  I  understand." 

"An  Indian  prince !  twenty  years  of  age !  young,  amiable, 
and  handhome!"  exclaimed  Adrienne,  gayly;  "this  is  quite 
delightful,  and  not  at  all  of  an  ordinary  or  vulgar  nature! 
Oh!  this  Indian  prince  has  already  awakened  all  my  sym- 
pathies! But  what  can  I  do  with  this  Adonis  from  the 
banks  of  the  Ganges,  who  has  come  to  wreck  himself  upon 
the  Picardy  coast?" 

Adrienne's  three  women  looked  at  her  with  much  astonish- 
ment, though  they  were  accustomed  to  the  singular  eccentric- 
ities of  her  character. 

Georgette  and  Hebe  even  indulged  in  discreet  and  re- 
strained smiles.  Florine,  the  tall  and  beautiful  pale  brown 
girl,  also  smiled  like  her  pretty  companions;  but  it  was 
after  a  short  pause  of  seeming  reflection,  as  if  she  had  pre- 
viously been  entirely  engrossed  in  listening  to  and  recollect- 
ing the  minutest  words  of  her  mistress,  who,  though  power- 
fully interested  by  the  situation  of  the  "Adonis  from  Ganges' 
banks,"  as  she  had  called  him,  continued  to  read  Dupont's 
letter : 

"One  of  the  countrymen  of  the  Indian  prince,  who  has  also  remained 
to  attend  upon  him,  has  given  me  to  understand  that  the  youthful  prince 
has  lost  in  the  shipwreck  all  he  possessed,  and  knows  not  how  to  get  to 
Pans,  where  his  speedy  presence  is  required  bv  some  affairs  of  the  very 
greatest  importance.  It  is  not  from  the  prince  himself  that  I  have  ob- 
tained this  information:  no;  he  appears  to  be  too  dignified  and  proud  to 
proclaim  of  his  fate;  but  his  countryman,  more  communicative,  has 
confidentially  told  me  what  I  have  stated,  adding,  that  his  young  com- 
patriot has  already  been  subjected  to  great  calamities,  and  that  his 
father,  who  was  the  sovereign  of  an  Indian  kingdom,  has  been  killed 
by   the   English,   who  have  also  dispossessed   his   son  of   his   crown." 

<(  "This    is    very    singular,"    said    Adrienne.    thoughtfully. 

'These   circumstances    recall    to   my   mind    that    my    father 

often  mentioned  that  one  of  our  relations  was  espoused  in 

India  by  a  native  monarch;  and  that  General  Simon  (whom 
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they  have  created  a  marshal)  had  entered  into  his  service." 
Then  interrupting  herself  to  indulge  in  a  smile,  she  added, 
"Gracious!  this  affair  will  be  quite  odd  and  fantastical! 
Such  things  happen  to  nobody  but  me ;  and  then  people  say 
that  I  am  the  uncommon  creature !  But  it  seems  to  me  that 
it  is  not  I,  but  Providence,  which,  in  truth,  sometimes  shows 
itself  very  eccentric !  But  let  us  see  if  worthy  Dupont  gives 
the  name  of  this  handsome  prince  ?" 

"We  trust  honored  madame,  that  you  will  pardon  our  boldness :  but 
we  should  have  thought  ourselves  very  selfish,  if,  while  stating  to  you 
our  own  griefs,  we  had  not  also  informed  you  that  there  is  with  us  a 
brave  and  estimable  prince  involved  in  so  much  distress.  In  fine,  lady, 
trust  to  me ;  I  am  old ;  and  I  have  had  much  experience  of  men ;  and  it 
was  only  necessary  to  see  the  nobleness  of  expression  and  the  sweet- 
ness of  countenance  of  this  young  Indian,  to  enable  me  to  judge  that 
he  is  worthy  of  the  interest  which  I  have  taken  the  liberty  to  request 
in  his  behalf.  It  would  be  sufficient  to  transmit  to  him  a  small  sum 
of  money  for  the  purchase  of  some  European  clothing ;  for  he  has  lost 
all  his  Indian  vestments  in  the  shipwreck." 

"Good  heavens  !  European  clothing !"  exclaimed  Adrienne, 
gayly      "Poor  young  prince!     Heaven  preserve  him  from 
that ;  and  me  also !     Chance  has  sent  hither  from  the  heart 
of  India,  a  mortal  so  far  favored  as  never  to  have  worn  the 
abominable   European   costume— those   hideous   habits,    and 
frightful  hats,  which  render  the  men  so  ridiculous,  so  ugly, 
that  in  truth  there  is  not  a  single  good  quality  to  be  dis- 
covered in  them,  nor  one  spark  of  what  can  either  captivate 
or  attract !     There  comes  to  me  at  last  a  handsome  young 
prince   from  the  East,  where  the  men  are  clothed   in   silk 
and  cashmere.     Most  assuredly  Ell  not  miss  this  rare  and 
unique  opportunity  of   exposing  myself   to  a  very   serious 
and  formidable  temptation !     No,  no !  not  a  European  dress 
for  me,  though  poor  Dupont  requests  it!     But  the  name— 
the  name  of  this  dear  prince !     Once  more,  what  a  singular 
event  is  this!     If  it  should  turn  out  to  be  that  cousin  from 
beyond  the  Ganges !     During  my  childhood,  I  have  heard  so 
much  in  praise' of  his  royal  father!     Oh!  I  shall  be  quite 
ravished  to  give  his  son  the  kind  reception  which  he  merits! 
And  then  she  read  on : 

"If  besides  this  small  sum,  honored  madame,  you  are  so  kind  as  to 
give  him  and  also  his  companion,  the  means  of  reaching  Pans,  you 
will  confer  a  very  great  service  upon  this  poor  young  prince,  who  is  at 
present   so  unfortunate.  ,       j. 

"To  conclude,  I  know  enough  of  your  delicacy  to  be  aware  that  it 
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would  perhaps  be  agreeable  to  you  to  afford  this  succor  to  the  prince 
without  being  known  as  his  benefactress:  in  which  case,  I  beg  that  you 
will  be  pleased  to  command  me;  and  you  may  rely  upon  my  discre- 
tion. If,  on  tiie  contrary,  you  wish  to  address  it  directly  t"  himself,  his 
name  is,  as  it  has  been  written  for  me  by  his  countrymen,  'Prince 
Djalma,  son  of  Radja-sing,  King  of   Mundi.'  " 

"Djalma!"  said  Adrienne,  quickly,  and  appearing  to  call 
up  her  recollections,  "Radja-sing!  Yes — that  is  it!  These 
are  the  very  names  that  my  father  so  often  repeated,  while 
telling  me  that  there  was  nothing  more  chivalric  or  heroic 
in  the  world  than  the  old  king,  our  relation  by  marriage ; 
and  the  son  has  not  derogated,  it  would  seem,  from  that 
character.  Yes.  Djalma,  Radja-sing — once  more,  that  is  it 
— such  names  are  not  so  common,"  she  added,  smiling, 
"that  one  should  either  forget  or  confound  them  with  others. 
This  Djalma  is  my  cousin  !  Brave  and  good — young  and 
charming !  above  all,  he  has  never  worn  the  horrid  European 
dress !  And  destitute  of  every  resource !  This  is  quite 
ravishing!  It  is  too  much  happiness  at  once!  Quick,  quick! 
let  us  improvise  a  pretty  fairy  tale,  of  which  the  handsome 
and  beloved  prince  shall  be  the  hero!  The  poor  bird  of 
the  golden  and  azure  plumage  has  wandered  into  our  dismal 
climate :  but  he  will  find  here,  at  least,  something  to  remind 
him  of  his  native  region  of  sunshine  and  perfumes !"  Then, 
addressing  one  of  her  women,  she  said :  "Georgette,  take 
paper  and  write,  my  child !"  The  young  girl  went  to  the 
gilt,  illuminated  table,  which  contained  materials  for  writing; 
and,  having  seated  herself,  she  said  to  her  mistress :  "I  await 
orders.*' 

Adrienne  de  Cardoville,  whose  charming  countenance  was 
radiant  with  the  gayety  of  happiness  and  joy,  proceeded  to 
dictate  the  following  letter  to  a  meritorious  old  painter,  who 
had  long  since  taught  her  the  arts  of  drawing  and  design- 
ing ;  in  which  arts  she  excelled,  as  indeed  she  did  in  all 
others : 

"My  dear  Titian,  my  good  Veronese,  my  worthy  Raphael. 
— You  can  render  me  a  very  great  service, — and  you  will  do  it,  I  am 
sure,  with  that  perfect  and  obliging  complaisance  by  which  you  are 
ever  distinguished. 

It  is  to  go  immediately  and  apply  yourself  to  the  skilful  hand  who 
designed  my  last  costumes  of  the  fifteenth  century.  But  the  present 
affair  is  to  procure  modern  East  Indian  dresses  for  a  young  man — yes, 
sir — for  a  young  man, — and  according  to  what  I  imagine  of  him.  I 
fancy  that  you  can  cause  his  measure  to  be  taken  from  the  Antinous, 
or  rather,  from  the  Indian  Bacchus;  yes — that  will  be  more  likely. 
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"It  is  necessary  that  these  vestments  be  at  once  of  perfect  propriety 
and  correctness,  magnificently  rich,  and  of  the  greatest  elegance.  You 
will  choose  the  most  beautiful  stuffs  possible ;  and  endeavor,  above  all 
things,  that  they  be,  or  resemble,  tissues  of  Indian  manufacture;  and 
you  will  add  to  them,  for  turbans  and  sashes,  six  splendid  long  cash- 
mere shawls,  two  of  them  white,  two  red,  and  two  orange ;  as  nothing 
suits  brown  complexions  better  than  those  colors. 

"This  done  (and  I  allow  you  at  the  utmost  only  two  or  three  days), 
you  will  depart  post  in  my  carriage  for  Cardoville  Manor  House,  which 
you  know  so  well.  The  steward,  the  excellent  Dupont,  one  of  your  old 
friends,  will  there  introduce  you  to  a  young  Indian  Prince,  named 
Djalma;  and  you  will  tell  that  most  potent  grave,  and  reverend  signior, 
of  another  quarter  of  the  globe,  that  you  have  come  on  the  part  of  an 
unknown  friend,  who,  taking  upon  himself  the  duty  of  a  brother,  sends 
him  what  is  necessary  to  preserve  him  from  the  odious  fashions  of 
Europe.  You  will  add,  that  his  friend  expects  him  with  so  much  im- 
patience that  he  conjures  him  to  come  to  Paris  immediately.  If  he  ob- 
jects that  he  is  suffering,  you  will  tell  him  that  my  carriage  is  an  excel- 
lent bed-closet;  and  you  will  cause  the  bedding,  etc.,  which  it  contains, 
to  be  fitted  up,  till  he  finds  it  quite  commodious.  Remember  to  make 
very  humble  excuses  for  the  unknown  friend  not  sending  to  the  prince 
either  rich  palanquins,  or  even,  modestly,  a  single  elephant ;  for  alas ! 
palanquins  are  only  to  be  seen  at  the  opera ;  and  there  are  no  elephants 
but  those  in  the  menagerie, — though  this  must  make  us  seem  strangely 
barbarous   in   his   eyes. 

"As  soon  as  you  shall  have  decided  on  your  departure,  perform  the 
journey  as  rapidly  as  possible,  and  bring  here,  into  my  house,  in  the 
Rue  de  Babylone  (what  predestination !  that  I  should  dwell  in  the  street 
of  Babylon, — a  name  which  must  at  least  accord  with  the  ear  of  an 
Oriental), — you  will  bring  hither,  I  say,  this  dear  prince,  who  is  so 
happy  as  to  have  been  born  in  a  country  of  flowers,  diamonds,  and  sun ! 

"Above  all,  you  will  have  the  kindness,  my  old  and  worthy  friend, 
not  to  be  at  all  astonished  at  this  new  freak,  and  refrain  from  indulg- 
ing in  extravagant  conjectures.  Seriously,  the  choice  which  I  have 
made  of  you  in  this  affair, — of  you,  whom  I  esteem  and  most  sincerely 
honor, — is  because  it  is  sufficient  to  say  to  you  that,  at  the  bottom  of 
all  this,  there  is  something  more  than  a  seeming  act  of  folly." 

In  uttering  these  last  words,  the  tone  of  Adrienne  was  as 
serious  and  dignified  as  it  had  been  previously  comic  and 
jocose.  But  she  quickly  resumed,  more  gayly,  dictating  to 
Georgette. 

"Adieu,  my  old  friend.  I  am  something  like  that  commander  of 
ancient  days,  whose  heroic  nose  and  conquering  chin  you  have  so  often 
made  me  draw :  I  jest  with  the  utmost  freedom  of  spirit  even  in  the 
moment  of  battle :  yes,  for  within  an  hour  I  shall  give  battle,  a  pitched 
battle — to  my  dear  pew-dwelling  aunt.  Fortunately,  audacity  and  cour- 
age never  failed  me,  and  I  burn  with  impatience  for  the  engagement 
with  my  austere  princess. 

"A  kiss,  and  a  thousand  heartfelt  recollections  to  your  excellent  wife. 
If  I  speak  of  her  here,  who  is  so  justly  respected,  you  will  please  to 
understand,  it  is  to  make  you  quite  at  ease  as  to  the  consequences  ct 
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this  running  away  with,  for  my  sake,  a  charming  young  prince, — for  it 
is  proper  to  finish  well,  where  I  should  have  begun,  by  avowing  to  you 
that  he  is  charming  indeed! 
"Once  more,  adieu  !" 

Then,   addressing   Georgette,    said   she,    "Have   you   done 
writing,  chit  ?" 
"Yes,  madame." 
"Oh,  add  this  postscript." 

"P.S. — I  send  you  draft  on  sight  on  my  banker  for  all  expenses. 
Spare  nothing.  You  know  I  am  quite  a  grand  seigneur.  I  must  use  this 
masculine  expression,  since  your  sex  have  exclusively  appropriated  to 
yourselves  (tyrants  as  you  are)  a  term,  so  significant  as  it  is  of  noble 
generosity." 

"Now,  Georgette."  said  Adrienne,  "bring  me  an  envelope, 
and  the  letter,  that  I  may  sign  it."  Mademoiselle  de  Cardo- 
ville  took  the  pen  that  Georgette  presented  to  her,  signed 
the  letter,  and  enclosed  in  it  an  order  upon  her  banker, 
which  was  expresed  thus : 

"Please  pay  M.  Norval,  on  demand  without  grace,  the  sum  of  money 
he  may  require  for  expenses  incurred  on  my  account. 

"Adrienne   de  Cardoville." 

During  all  this  scene,  while  Georgette  wrote.  Florine  and 
Hebe  had  continued  to  busy  themselves  with  the  duties  of 
their  mistress's  toilette,  who  had  put  off  her  morning  gown 
and  was  now  in  full  dress,  in  order  to  wait  upon  the  princess, 
her  aunt.  From  the  sustained  and  immovably  fixed  attention 
with  which  Florine  had  listened  to  Adrienne's  dictating  to 
Georgette  her  letter  to  M.  Norval,  it  might  easily  have  been 
seen  that,  as  was  her  habit  indeed,  she  endeavored  to  retain 
in  her  memory  even  the  slightest  words  of  her  mistress. 

"Now,  chit,"  said  Adrienne  to  Hebe,  "send  this  letter 
immediately  to  M.  Norval." 

The  same  silver  bell  was  again  rung  from  without.  Hebe 
m<»ved  towards  the  door  of  the  dressing-room,  to  go  and 
inquire  what  it  was,  and  also  to  execute  the  order  of  her 
mistress  as  to  the  letter.  But  Florine  precipitated  herself, 
so  to  speak,  before  her,  and  so  as  to  prevent  her  leaving  the 
apartment ;  and  said  to  Adrienne : 

"Will  it  please  my  lady  for  me  to  send  this  letter?  I 
have  occasion  to  go  to  the  mansion." 

"Go,  Florine,  then,"  said  Adrienne,  "seeing  that  you  wish 
it.     Georgette,  seal  the  letter." 
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At  the  end  of  a  second  or  two,  during  which  Georgette 
had  sealed  the  letter,  Hebe  returned. 

"Madame,"  said  she,  re-entering,  "the  working-man  who 
brought  back  Frisky  yesterday,  entreats  you  to  admit  him 
for  an  instant.     He  is  very  pale,  and  he  appears  quite  sad." 

"Would  that  he  may  already  have  need  of  me !  I  should 
be  too  happy!"  said  Adrienne  gayly.  "Show  the  excellent 
young  man  into  the  little  saloon.  And,  Florine,  despatch  this 
letter  immediately." 

Florine  went  out.  Miss  de  Cardoville,  followed  by  Frisky, 
entered  the  little  reception-room,  where  Agricola  awaited 
her. 


CHAPTER  XXXV. 

THE    INTERVIEW. 

When  Adrienne  de  Cardoville  entered  the  saloon  where 
Agricola  expected  her,  she  was  dressed  with  extremely 
elegant  simplicity.  A  robe  of  deep  blue,  perfectly  fitted  to 
her  shape,  embroidered  in  front  with  interlacings  of  black 
silk,  according  to  the  then  fashion,  outlined  her  nymph-like 
figure,  and  her  rounded  bosom.  A  French  cambric  collar, 
fastened  by  a  large  Scotch  pebble,  set  as  a  brooch,  served 
her  for  a  necklace.  Her  magnificent  golden  hair  formed  a 
framework  for  her  fair  countenance,  with  an  incredible  pro- 
fusion of  long  and  light  spiral  tresses,  which  reached  nearly 
to  her  waist. 

Agricola,  in  order  to  save  explanations  with  his  father,  and 
to  make  him  believe  that  he  had  indeed  gone  to  the  workshop 
of  M.  Hardy,  had  been  obliged  to  array  himself  in  his  work- 
ing dress ;  he  had  put  on  a  new  blouse  though,  and  the  collar 
of  his  shirt,  of  stout  linen,  very  white,  fell  over  upon  a  black 
cravat,  negligently  tied ;  his  gray  trousers  allowed  his  well- 
polished  boots  to  be  seen ;  and  he  held  between  his  muscular 
hands  a  cap  of  fine  woolen  cloth,  quite  new.  To  sum  up, 
his  blue  blouse,  embroidered  with  red,  showing  off  the 
nervous  chest  of  the  young  blacksmith,  and  indicating  his 
robust  shoulders,  falling  down  in  graceful  folds,  put  not  the 
least  constraint  upon  his  free  and  easy  gait,  and  became  him 
much  better  than  either  frock-coat  or  dress-coat  would  have 
done.    While  awaiting  Miss  de  Cardoville,  Agricola  mechan- 
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ically  examined  a  magnificent  silver  vase,  admirably  graven. 
A  small  tablet,  of  the  same  metal,  fitted  into  a  cavity  of  its 
antique  stand,  bore  the  words — "Chased  by  Jean  Marie, 
working  chaser,  1831." 

Adrienne  had  stepped  so  lightly  upon  the  carpet  of  her 
saloon,  only  separated  from  another  apartment  by  the  doors, 
that  Agricola  had  not  perceived  the  young  lady's  entrance. 
He  started,  and  turned  quickly  round,  upon  hearing  a  silvery 
and  brilliant  voice  say  to  him: 

"That  is  a  beautiful  vase,  is  it  not,  sir?" 

"Very  beautiful,  madame,"  answered  Agricola  greatly 
embarrassed. 

"You  may  see  from  it  that  I  like  what  is  equitable," 
added  Miss  de  Cardoville,  pointing  with  her  finger  to  the 
little  silver  tablet ; — "an  artist  puts  his  name  upon  his  paint- 
ing; an  author  publishes  his  on  the  title-page  of  his  book; 
and  I  contend  that  an  artisan  ought  also  to  have  his  name 
connected  with  his  workmanship." 

"Oh,  madame,  so  this  name?" 

"Is  that  of  the  poor  chaser  who  executed  this  masterpiece, 
at  the  order  of  a  rich  goldsmith.  When  the  latter  sold  me 
the  vase,  he  was  amazed  at  my  eccentricity,  he  would  have 
almost  said  at  my  injustice,  when,  after  having  made  him 
tell  me  the  name  of  the  author  of  this  production,  I  ordered 
his  name  to  be  inscribed  upon  it,  instead  of  that  of  the  gold- 
smith, which  had  already  been  affixed  to  the  stand.  In  the 
absence  of  the  rich  profits,  let  the  artisan  enjoy  the  fame  of 
bis  skill.     Is  it  not  just,  sir?" 

It  would  have  been  impossible  for  Adrienne  to  commence 
the  conversation  more  graciously:  so  that  the  blacksmith, 
already  beginning  to  feel  a  little  more  at  ease,  answered  : 

"Being  a  mechanic  myself,  madame,  I  cannot  but  be 
doubly  affected  by  such  a  proof  of  your  sense  of  equity  and 
justice." 

"Since  you  are  a  mechanic,  sir,"  resumed  Adrienne,  "I 
cannot  but  felicitate  myself  on  having  so  suitable  a  hearer. 
But  please  to  be  seated." 

With  a  gesture  full  of  affability,  she  pointed  to  an  arm- 
chair of  purple  silk  embroidered  with  gold,  sitting  down 
herself  upon  a  tctc-a-tctc  of  the  same  materials. 

Seeing  Agricola's  hesitation,  who  again  cast  down  his  eyer 
with  embarrassment,  Adrienne,  to  encourage  him,  showed 
him  Frisky,  and  said  to  him  gayly:    "This  poor  little  animal, 
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to  which  I  am  very  much  attached,  will  always  afford  me  a 
lively  remembrance  of  your  obliging  complaisance,  sir.  And 
this  visit  seems  to  me  to  be  of  happy  augury;  I  know 
not  what  good  presentiment  whispers  to  me,  that  perhaps  I 
shall  have  the  pleasure  of  being  useful  to  you  in  some  affair." 

"Madame,"  said  Agricola,  resolutely,  "my  name  is 
Baudoin:  a*  blacksmith  in  the  employment  of  M.  Hardy,  at 
Pressy,  near  the  city.  Yesterday  you  offered  me  your  purse 
and  I  refused  it :  to-day,  I  have  come  to  request  of  you 
perhaps  ten  or  twenty  times  the  sum  that  you  had  generously 
proposed.  I  have  said  thus  much  all  at  once,  madame,  because 
it  causes  me  the  greatest  effort.  Two  words  blistered  my 
lips,  but  now  I  shall  be  more  at  ease." 

"I  appreciate  the  delicacy  of  your  scruples,  sir,"  said 
Adrienne;  "but  if  you  knew  me,  you  would  address  me 
without  fear.     How  much  do  you  require?" 

"I  do  not  know,  madame,"  answered  Agricola. 

"I  beg  your  pardon.    You  don't  know  what  sum?" 

"No  madame ;  and  I  come  to  you  to  request,  not  only  the 
sum  necessary  to  me,  but  also  information  as  to  what  that 
sum  is." 

"Let  us  see,  sir,"  said  Adrienne,  smiling,  "explain  this  to 
me.  In  spite  of  my  good  will,  you  feel  that  I  cannot  divine, 
ill  at  once,  what  it  is  that  is  required." 

"Madame,  in  two  words,  I  can  state  the  truth.  I  have  a 
good  old  mother,  who,  in  her  youth,  broke  her  health  by 
excessive  labor,  to  enable  her  to  bring  me  up ;  and  not  only 
me,  but  a  poor  abandoned  child  whom  she  had  picked  up. 
It  is  my  turn  now  to  maintain  her ;  and  that  I  have  the  hap- 
piness of  doing.  But  in  order  to  do  so,  I  have  only  my 
labor.  If  I  am  dragged  from  my  employment,  my  mother 
will  be  without  support." 

"Your  mother  cannot  want  for  anything  now,  sir,  since  I 
interest  myself  for  her." 

"You  will  interest  yourself  for  her,  madame?"  said 
Agricola. 

"Certainly,"  replied  Adrienne. 

"But  you  don't  know  her,"  exclaimed  the  blacksmith. 

"Now  I  do;  yes." 

"Oh,  madame!"  said  Agricola,  with  emotion,  after  a  mo- 
ment's silence.  "I  understand  you.  But  indeed  you  have 
a  noble  heart.     Mother  Bunch  was  right." 

"Mother    Bunch?"    said    Adrienne,    looking    at    Agricola 
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with  a  very  surprised  air;  for  what  he  said  to  her  was  an 
enigma. 

The  blacksmith,  who  blushed  not  for  his  friends,  replied 
frankly. 

"Madame,  permit  me  to  explain  to  you.  Mother  Bunch  is 
a  poor  and  very  industrious  young  workwoman,  with  whom 
I  have  been  brought  up.  She  is  deformed,  which  is  the 
reason  why  she  is  called  Mother  Bunch.  But  though,  on 
the  one  hand,  she  is  sunk,  as  low  as  you  are  highly  elevated 
on  the  other,  yet  as  regards  the  heart — as  to  delicacy — oh, 
lady,  I  am  certain  that  your  heart  is  of  equal  worth  with 
hers !  That  was  at  once  her  own  thought,  after  I  had 
related  to  her  in  what  manner,  yesterday,  you  had  presented 
me  with  that  beautiful  flower." 

"I  can  assure  you,  sir,"  said  Adrienne,  sincerely  touched, 
"that  this  comparison  flatters  and  honors  me  more  than 
anything  else  that  you  could  say  to  me, — a  heart  that 
remains  good  and  delicate,  in  spite  of  cruel  misfortunes,  is 
so  rare  a  treasure ;  while  it  is  very  easy  to  be  good,  when  we 
have  youth  and  beauty,  and  to  be  delicate  and  generous, 
when  we  are  rich.  I  accept,  then,  your  comparison ;  but  on 
condition  that  you  will  quickly  put  me  in  a  situation  to 
deserve  it.     Pray  go  on,  therefore." 

In  spite  of  the  gracious  cordiality  of  Miss  de  Cardoville, 
there  was  always  observable  in  her  so  much  of  that  natural 
dignity  which  arises  from  independence  of  character,  so 
much  elevation  of  soul  and  nobleness  of  sentiment  that 
Agricola,  forgetting  the  ideal  physical  beauty  of  his  protec- 
tress, rather  experienced  for  her  the  emotions  of  an  affec- 
tionate and  kindly,  though  profound  respect,  which  offered 
a  singular  and  striking  contrast  with  the  youth  and  gayety 
of  the  lovely  being  who  inspired  him  with  this  sentiment. 

"If  my  mother  alone,  madame,  were  exposed  to  the  rigor 
which  I  dread,  I  should  not  be  so  greatly  disquieted  with 
the  fear  of  a  compulsory  suspension  of  my  employment. 
Among  poor  people,  the  poor  help  one  another ;  and  my 
mother  is  worshipped  by  all  the  inmates  of  our  house,  our 
excellent  neighbors,  who  would  willingly  succor  her.  But 
they  themselves  are  far  from  being  well  off ;  and  as  they 
would  incur  privation-  by  assisting  her,  their  little  benefits 
would  still  be  more  painful  to  my  mother  than  the  endu- 
rance even  of  misery  by  herself.  And  besides,  it  is  not  only 
for  my  mother  that  my  exertions  are  required,  but  for  my 
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father,  whom  we  have  not  seen  for  eighteen  years,  and  who 
has  just  arrived  from  Siberia,  where  he  remained  during  all 
that  time,  from  zealous  devotion  to  his  former  general,  now 
Marshal  Simon." 

"Marshal  Simon !"  said  Adrienne,  quickly,  with  an  expres- 
sion of  much  surprise. 

"Do  you  know  the  marshal,  madame?" 

"I  do  not  personally  know  him ;  but  he  married  a  lady  of 
our  family." 

"What  joy!"  exclaimed  the  blacksmith,  "then  the  two 
young  ladies,  his  daughters,  whom  my  father  has  brought 
from  Russia,  are  your  relations !" 

"Has  Marshal  Simon  two  daughters?"  asked  Adrienne, 
more  and  more  astonished  and  interested. 

"Yes,  madame,  two  little  angels  of  fifteen  or  sixteen, 
and  so  pretty,  so  sweet ;  they  are  twins  so  very  much  alike, 
as  to  be  mistaken  for  one  another.  Their  mother  died  in 
exile ;  and  the  little  she  possessed  having  been  confiscated, 
they  have  come  hither  with  my  father,  from  the  depths 
of  Siberia,  travelling  very  wretchedly ;  but  he  tried  to  make 
them  forget  so  many  privations  by  the  fervency  of  his  devo- 
tion and  his  tenderness.  My  excellent  father !  you  will  not 
believe,  madame,  that,  with  the  courage  of  a  lion,  he  has  all 
the  love  and  tenderness  of  a  mother." 

"And  where  are  the  dear  children,  sir?"  asked  Adrienne. 

"At  our  home,  madame.  It  is  that  which  renders  my 
position  so  very  hard ;  that  which  has  given  me  courage  to 
come  to  you ;  it  is  not  but  that  my  labor  would  be  sufficient 
for  our  little  household,  even  thus  augmented ;  but  that  I 
am  about  to  be  arrested." 

"About  to  be  arrested ?    For  what?" 

"Pray,  madame,  have  the  goodness  to  read  this  letter, 
which  has  been  sent  by  some  one  to  Mother  Bunch." 

Agricola  gave  to  Miss  de  Cardoville  the  anonymous  letter 
ivhich  had  been  received  by  the  workwoman. 

After  having  read  the  letter,  Adrienne  said  to  the  black- 
smith, with  surprise,  "It  appears,  sir,  you  are  a  poet!" 

"I  have  neither  the  ambition  nor  the  pretension  to  be  one, 
madame.  Only,  when  I  return  to  my  mother  after  a  day's 
toil,  and  often,  even  while  forging  my  iron,  in  order  to  divert 
and  relax  my  attention,  I  amuse  myself  with  rhymes,  some- 
times composing  an  ode,  sometimes  a  song." 

"And  your  song  of  the  Freed  Workman,  which  is  men- 
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tioned  in  this  letter,  is,  therefore,  very  disaffected — very 
dangerous  ?" 

"Oh,  no,  madame;  quite  the  contrary.  For  myself,  I  have 
the  good  fortune  to  he  employed  in  the  factory  of  M.  Hard}-, 
who  renders  the  condition  of  his  workpeople  as  happy  as 
that  of  their  less  fortunate  comrades  is  the  reverse;  and  I 
had  limited  myself  to  attempt,  in  favor  of  the  great  mass 
of  the  working  classes,  an  equitable,  sincere,  warm,  and 
earnest  claim — nothing  more.  But  you  are  aware,  perhaps, 
madame.  that  in  times  of  conspiracy  and  commotion,  people 
are  often  incriminated  and  imprisoned  on  very  slight 
grounds.  Should  such  a  misfortune  befall  me,  what  will 
become  of  my  mother,  my  father,  and  the  two  orphans 
whom  we  are  bound  to  regard  as  part  of  our  family  until 
the  return  of  their  father,  Marshal  Simon?  It  is  on  this 
account,  madame,  that,  if  I  remain,  I  run  the  risk  of  being 
arrested.  I  have  come  to  you  to  request  you  to  provide 
surety  for  me ;  so  that  I  should  not  be  compelled  to  exchange 
the  workshop  for  the  prison,  in  which  case  I  can  answer  for 
it  that  the  fruits  of  my  labor  will  suffice  for  all." 

"Thank  the  stars!"  said  Adrienne,  gayly,  "this  affair 
will  arrange  itself  quite  easily.  Henceforth,  Mr.  Poet,  you 
shall  draw  your  inspirations  in  the  midst  of  good  fortune 
instead  of  adversity.  Sad  muse !  But  first  of  all,  bonds 
shall  be  given  for  you." 

"Oh,  madame.  you  have  saved  us!" 

"To  continue,"  said  Adrienne,  "the  physician  of  our 
family  is  intimately  connected  with  a  very  important  min- 
ister (understand  that,  as  you  like,"  said  she,  smiling,  "you 
will  not  deceive  yourself  much).  The  doctor  exercises 
very  great  influence  over  this  great  statesman  ;  for  he  has 
always  had  the  happiness  of  recommending  to  him,  on  ac- 
count of  his  health,  the  sweets  and  repose  of  private  life, 
to  the  very  eve  of  the  dayr  on  which  his  portfolio  was  taker. 
from  him.  Keep  yourself,  then,  perfectly  at  ease.  If  the 
surety  be  insufficient,  we  shall  be  able  to  devise  some  other 
meam." 

"Madame,"  said  Agricola,  with  great  emotion,  "I  am 
indebted  to  you  for  the  repose,  perhaps  for  the  life  of  my 
mother.     Believe  that  I  shall  ever  be  grateful."' 

"That  is  all  quite  simple.  Now  for  another  thing.  It  is 
proper  that  those  who  have  too  much  should  have  the  right 
of  coming  to  the  aid  of  those  who  have  too  little.     Mar 
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Simon's  daughters  are  members  of  my  family,  and  they  will 
reside  here  with  me,  which  will  be  more  suitable.  You  will 
apprise  your  worthy  mother  of  this ;  and  in  the  evening, 
besides  going  to  thank  her  for  the  hospitality  which  she 
has  shown  to  my  young  relations,  I  shall  fetch  them  home." 


At  this  moment  Georgette,  throwing  open  the  door  which 
separated  the  room  from  an  adjacent  apartment,  hurriedly 
entered,  with  an  affrighted  look,  exclaiming: 

"Oh,  madame,  something  extraordinary  is  going  on  in 
the  street." 

"How  so?    Explain  yourself,"  said  Adrienne. 

"I  went  to  conduct  my  dressmaker  to  the  little  garden- 
gate,"  said  Georgette;  "where  I  saw  some  ill-looking  men, 
attentively  examining  the  walls  and  windows  of  the  little 
out-building  belonging  to  the  pavilion,  as  if  they  wished  to 
spy  out  some  one." 

"Madame."  said  Agricola,  with  chagrin,  "I  have  not  been 
deceived.    They  are  after  me." 

"What  say  you?" 

"I  thought  I  was  followed,  from  the  moment  when  I  left 
the  Rue  St.  Mery :  and  now  it  is  beyond  doubt.  They 
must  have  seen  me  enter  your  house ;  and  are  on  the  watch 
to  arrest  me.  Well,  now  that  your  interest  has  been 
acquired  for  my  mother, — now  that  I  have  no  farther  un- 
easiness for  Marshal  Simon's  daughters, — rather  than  hazard 
your  exposure  to  anything  the  least  unpleasant,  I  run  to 
deliver  myself  up." 

"Beware  of  that  sir,"  said  Adrienne,  quickly.  "Liberty 
is  too  precious  to  be  voluntarily  sacrificed.  Besides,  Geor- 
gette may  have  been  mistaken.  But  in  any  case,  I  entreat 
you  not  to  surrender  yourself.  Take  my  advice,  and  escape 
being  arrested.  That,  I  think,  will  greatly  facilitate  my 
measures ;  for  I  am  of  opinion  that  justice  evinces  a  great 
desire  to  keep  possession  of  those  upon  whom  she  has  once 
pounced." 

"Madame,"  said  Hebe,  now  also  entering  with  a  terrified 
look,  "a  man  knocked  at  the  little  door,  and  inquired  if  a 
young  man  in  a  blue  blouse  has  not  entered  here.  He  added, 
that  the  person  whom  he  seeks  is  named  Agricola  Baudoin, 
and  that  he  has  something  to  tell  him  of  great  importance." 
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"That's  my  name,"  said  Agricola ;  "but  the  important 
information  is  a  trick  to  draw  me  out." 

"Evidently,"  said  Adrienne;  "and  therefore  we  must  play 
off  trick  for  trick.  What  did  you  answer,  child?"  added 
she,  addressing  herself  to  Hebe. 

"I  answered,  that  I  didn't  know  what  he  was  talking 
about." 

"Quite  right,"  said  Adrienne:  "and  the  man  who  puts  the 
question?" 

"He  went  away,  madame." 

"Without  doubt  to  come  back  again,  soon,"  said  Agricola. 

"That  is  very  probable,"  said  Adrienne,  "and  therefore, 
sir,  it  is  necessary  for  you  to  remain  here  some  hours  witl 
resignation.  I  am  unfortunately  obliged  to  go  immediately 
to  the  Princess  Saint-Dizier,  my  aunt,  for  an  important 
interview,  which  can  no  longer  be  delayed,  and  is  rendered 
more  pressing  still  by  what  you  have  told  me  concerning  the 
daughters  of  Marshal  Simon.  Remain  here,  then,  sir ;  since 
if  you  go  out,  you  will  certainly  be  arrested." 

"Madame,  pardon  my  refusal;  but  I  must  say  once  more 
that  I  ought  not  to  accept  this  generous  offer." 

"Why?" 

"They  have  tried  to  draw  me  out,  in  order  to  avoid 
penetrating  with  the  power  of  the  law  into  your  dwelling; 
but  if  I  go  not  out,  they  will  come  in ;  and  never  will  I 
expose  you  to  anything  so  disagreeable.  Now  that  I  am 
no  longer  uneasy  about  my  mother,  what  signifies  prison?" 

"And  the  grief  that  your  mother  will  feel,  her  uneasiness, 
and  her  fears, — nothing?  Think  of  your  father;  and  that 
poor  work-woman  who  loves  you  as  a  brother,  and  whom  I 
value  as  a  sister; — say,  sir,  do  you  forget  them  also?  Be- 
lieve me,  it  is  better  to  spare  those  torments  to  your  family. 
Remain  here ;  and  before  the  evening  I  am  certain,  either 
by  giving  surety,  or  some  other  means,  of  delivering  you 
from  these  annoyances." 

"But,  madame,  supposing  that  I  do  accept  your  generous 
offer,  they  will  come  and  find  me  here." 

"Not  at  all.  There  is  in  this  pavilion,  which  was  formerly 
the  abode  of  a  nobleman's  left-handed  wife, — you  see,  sir," 
said  Adrienne,  smiling,  "that  live  in  a  very  profane  place — 
diere  is  here  a  secret  place  of  concealment,  so  wonderfully 
well-contrived,  that  it  can  defy  all  searches.  Georgette  will 
conduct  you  to  it.     You  will  be  very  well  accommodated. 
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You  will  even  be  able  to  write  some  verses  for  me,  if  the 
place  inspire  you." 

"Oh,  madame !  how  great  is  your  goodness !  how  have  I 
merited  it?" 

"Oh,  sir,  I  will  tell  you.  Admitting  that  your  character 
and  your  position  do  not  entitle  you  to  any  interest ; — 
admitting  that  I  may  not  owe  a  sacred  debt  to  your  father 
for  the  touching  regards  and  cares  he  has  bestowed  upon  the 
daughters  of  Marshal  Simon,  my  relations — do  you  forget 
Frisky,  sir?"  asked  Adrienne,  laughing, — "Frisky,  there, 
whom  you  have  restored  to  my  fondlings?  Seriously,  if  I 
taugh,"  continued  this  singular  and  extravagant  creature, 
"it  is  because  I  know  that  you  are  entirely  out  of  danger, 
and  that  I  feel  an  increase  of  happiness.  Therefore, 
sir,  write  for  me  quickly  your  address,  and  your  mother's, 
in  this  pocket-book ;  follow  Georgette ;  and  spin  me  some 
pretty  verses,  if  you  do  not  bore  yourself  too  much  in  that 
prison  to  which  you  fly." 

While  Georgette  conducted  the  blacksmith  to  the  hiding- 
place,  Hebe  brought  her  mistress  a  small  gray  beaver  hat 
with  a  gray  feather ;  for  Adrienne  had  to  cross  the  park 
to  reach  the  house  occupied  by  the  Princess  Saint-Dizier. 

******* 

A  quarter  of  an  hour  after  this  scene,  Florine  entered 
mysteriously  the  apartment  of  Mrs.  Grivois,  the  first  woman 
of  the  princess. 

"Well?"  demanded  Mrs.  Grivois  of  the  young  woman. 

"Here  are  the  notes  which  I  have  taken  this  morning," 
said  Florine,  putting  a  paper  into  the  duenna's  hand.  "Hap- 
pily, I  have  a  good  memory." 

"At  what  time  exactly  did  she  return  home  this  morning?" 
asked  the  duenna,  quickly. 

"Who,  madame?" 

"Miss  Adrienne." 

"She  did  not  go  out,  madame.  We  put  her  in  the  bath 
at  nine  o'clock." 

"But  before  nine  o'clock  she  came  home,  after  having 
passed  the  night  out  of  her  house.  Eight  o'clock  was  the 
time  at  which  she  returned,  however." 

Florine  looked  at  Mrs.  Grivois  with  profound  astonish- 
ment, and  said — 


, 
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"I  do  not  understand  you,  madaine." 

"What's  that?  Madame  did  not  come  home  thi>  morning 
at  eight  o'clock  ?    Dare  you  lie?" 

"1  was  ill  yesterday,  and  did  not  come  down  till  nine  this 
morning,  in  order  to  assist  Georgette  and  Hebe  help  our 
young  lady  from  the  bath.  I  know  nothing  of  what  passed 
previously,  I  swear  to  you,  madame." 

"That  alters  the  case.  You  must  ferret  out  what  I  allude 
to  from  your  companions.  They  don't  distrust  you,  and  will 
tell  you  all." 

"Yes,  madame." 

"What  has  your  mistress  done  this  morning  since  you 
saw  her?" 

"Madame  dictated  a  letter  to  Georgette  for  M.  Norval. 
I  requested  permission  to  send  it  off,  as  a  pretext  for  going 
out,  and  for  writing  down  all  I  recollected." 

"Very  well.     And  this  letter?" 

"Jerome  had  to  go  out,  and  I  gave  it  him  to  put  in  the 
post-office." 

"Idiot!"  exclaimed  Mrs.  Grivois:  "couldn't  you  bring  it 
to  me?" 

"But,  as  madame  dictated  it  aloud  to  Georgette,  as  is  her 
custom,  I  knew  the  contents  of  the  letter ;  and  I  have  written 
it  in  my  notes." 

"That's  not  the  same  thing.  It  is  likely  there  was  need 
to  delay  sending  off  this  letter ;  the  princess  will  be  very 
much  displeased." 

"I  thought  I  did  right,  madame." 

"I  know  that  it  is  not  good  will  that  fails  you.  For  these 
six  months  I  have  been  satisfied  with  you.  But  this  time 
you  have  committed  a  very  great  mistake." 

"Be  indulgent,  madame !  what  I  do  is  sufficiently  pain- 
ful !"     The  girl  stifled  a  sigh. 

Mrs.  Grivois  looked  fixedly  at  her,  and  said  in  a  sardonic 
tone: 

"Very  well,  my  dear,  do  not  continue  it.  If  you  have 
scruples,  you  are  free.    Go  your  way." 

"You  well  know  that  I  am  not  free,  madame,"  said 
Florine,  reddening ;  and  with  tears  in  her  eyes  she  added : 
"I  am  dependent  upon  M.  Rodin,  who  placed  me  here." 

"Wherefore  these  regrets,  then?" 

"In  spite  of  one's  self,  one  feels  remorse.  Madame  is  so 
good,  and  so  confiding  " 
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"She  is  all  perfection,  certainly !  But  you  are  not  here  to 
sing  her  praises.     What  occurred  afterwards?" 

"The  working-man  who  yesterday  found  and  brought 
back  Frisky,  came  early  this  morning  and  requested  permis- 
sion to  speak  with  my  young  lady." 

"And  is  this  working-man  still  in  her  house?" 

"I  don't  know.  He  came  in  when  I  was  going  out  with 
the  letter." 

"You  must  contrive  to  learn  what  it  was  this  working- 
man  came  about." 

"Yes,  madame." 

"Has  your  mistress  seemed  preoccupied,  uneasy,  or  afraid 
of  the  interview  which  she  is  to  have  to-day  with  the  prin- 
cess? She  conceals  so  little  of  what  she  thinks,  that  you 
ought  to  know." 

"She  has  been  as  gay  as  usual.  She  has  even  jested  about 
the  interview!" 

"Oh !  jested,  has  she  ?"  said  the  tire-woman,  muttering 
between  her  teeth,  without  Florine  being  able  to  hear  her: 
;'  'They  laugh  most  who  laugh  last.'  In  spite  of  her  auda- 
cious and  diabolical  character,  she  would  tremble,  and  would 
pray  for  mercy,  if  she  knew  what  awaits  her  this  day." 
Then  addressing  Florine,  she  continued — 

"Return,  and  keep  yourself,  I  advise  you,  from  those  fine 
scruples,  which  will  be  quite  enough  to  do  you  a  bad  turn. 
Do  not  forget !" 

"I  cannot  forget  that  I  belong  not  to  myself,  madame." 

"Anyway,  let  it  be  so.     Farewell." 

Florine  quitted  the  mansion  and  crossed  the  park  to  regain 
the  summer-house,  while  Mrs  Grivois  went  immediately  to 
the  Princess  Saint-Dizier." 


CHAPTER  XXXVI. 

A    FEMALE    JESUIT. 

During  the  preceding  scenes  which  occurred  in  the  Pom- 
padour rotunda,  occupied  by  Miss  de  Cardoville,  other  events 
took  place  in  the  residence  of  the  Princess  Saint-Dizier. 
The  elegance  and  sumptuousness  of  the  former  dwelling 
presented  a  strong  contrast  to  the  gloomy  interior  of  the 
latter,  the  first  floor  of  which  was  inhabited  by  the  princess, 
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for  the  plan  of  the  ground  floor  rendered  it  only  fit  for 
giving  parties ;  and,  for  a  long  time  past,  Madame  de  Saint- 
Dizier  had  renounced  all  worldly  splendors.  The  gravity 
of  her  domestics,  all  aged  and  dressed  in  hlack ;  the  profound 
silence  which  reigned  in  her  abode,  where  everything  was 
spoken,  if  it  could  be  called  speaking,  in  an  undertone;  and 
the  almost  monastic  regularity  and  order  of  this  immense 
mansion,  communicated  to  everything  around  the  princess  a 
sad  and  chilling  character.  A  man  of  the  world,  who  joined 
great  courage  to  rare  independence  of  spirit,  speaking  of 
the  princess  (to  whom  Adrienne  de  Cardoville  went,  accord- 
ing to  her  expression,  to  fight  a  pitched  battle),  said  of  her 
as  follows:  "In  order  to  avoid  having  Madame  de  Saint- 
Dizier  for  an  enemy,  I,  who  am  neither  bashful  nor  cowardly, 
have,  for  the  first  time  in  my  life,  been  both  a  noodle  and  a 
coward."  This  man  spoke  sincerely.  But  Madame  de  Saint- 
Dizier  had  not  all  at  once  arrived  at  this  high  degree 
of  importance. 

Some  words  are  necessary  for  the  purpose  of  exhibiting 
distinctly  some  phases  in  the  life  of  this  dangerous  and  im- 
placable woman  who,  by  her  affiliation  with  the  Order  of 
Jesuits,  had  acquired  an  occult  and  formidable  power.  For 
there  is  something  even  more  menacing  than  a  Jesuit :  it  is 
a  Jesuitess ;  and,  when  one  has  seen  certain  circles,  it  becomes 
evident  that  there  exist,  unhappily,  many  of  those  affiliated, 
who,  more  or  less,  uniformly  dress  (for  the  lay  members  of 
the  Order  call  themselves  "Jesuits  of  the  short  robe.") 

Madame  de  Saint-Dizier,  once  very  beautiful,  had  been, 
during  the  last  years  of  the  Empire,  and  the  early  years  of 
the  Restoration,  one  of  the  most  fashionable  women  of 
Paris,  of  a  stirring,  active,  adventurous,  and  commanding 
spirit,  of  cold  heart,  but  lively  imagination.  She  was  greatly 
given  to  amorous  adventures,  not  from  tenderness  of  heart, 
but  from  a  passion  for  intrigue,  which  she  loved  as  men 
love  play — for  the  sake  of  the  emotions  it  excites.  Unhap- 
pily, such  had  always  been  the  blindness  or  the  carelessness 
of  her  husband,  the  Prince  of  Saint-Dizier  (eldest  brother 
of  the  Count  of  Rennepont  and  Duke  of  Cardoville.  father 
of  Adrienne).  that  during  his  life  he  had  never  said  one 
word  that  could  make  it  be  thought  that  he  suspected  the 
actions  of  his  wife.  Attaching  herself  to  Xapoleon,  to  dig 
a  mine  under  the  feet  of  the  Colossus,  that  design  at  least 
afforded  emotions  sufficient  to  gratify  the  humor  of  the  most 
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insatiable.  During  some  time,  all  went  well.  The  princess 
was  beautiful  and  spirited,  dexterous  and  false,  perfidious 
and  seductive.  She  was  surrounded  by  fanatical  adorers, 
upon  whom  she  played  off  a  kind  of  ferocious  coquetry,  to 
induce  them  to  run  their  heads  into  grave  conspiracies.  They 
hoped  to  resuscitate  the  Frondcur  party,  and  carried  on  a 
very  active  secret  correspondence  with  some  influential  per- 
sonages abroad,  well  known  for  their  hatred  against  the 
emperor  and  France.  Hence  arose  her  first  epistolary  rela- 
tions with  the  Marquis  d'Aigrigny,  then  colonel  in  the  Rus- 
sian service  and  aide-de-camp  to  General  Moreau.  But 
one  day  all  these  petty  intrigues  were  discovered.  Many 
knights  of  Madame  de  Saint-Dizier  were  sent  to  Vincennes ; 
but  the  emperor,  who  might  have  punished  her  terribly,  con- 
tented himself  with  exiling  the  princess  to  one  of  her  estates 
near  Dunkirk. 

Upon  the  Restoration,  the  persecutions  which  Madame 
de  Saint-Dizier  had  suffered  for  the  Good  Cause  were 
entered  to  her  credit,  and  she  acquired  even  then  very  con- 
siderable influence,  in  spite  of  the  lightness  of  her  behavior. 
The  Marquis  d'Aigrigny,  having  entered  the  military  service 
of  France,  remained  there.  He  was  handsome,  and  of 
fashionable  manners  and  address.  He  had  corresponded  and 
conspired  with  the  princess,  without  knowing  her ;  and  these 
circumstances  necessarily  led  to  a  close  connection  between 
them. 

Excessive  self-love,  a  taste  for  exciting  pleasures,  aspira- 
tions of  hatred,  pride,  and  lordliness,  a  species  of  evil  sym- 
pathy, the  perfidious  attraction  of  which  brings  together 
perverse  natures  without  mingling  them,  had  made  of  the 
princess  and  the  Marquis  accomplices  rather  than  lovers. 
This  connection,  based  upon  selfish  and  bitter  feelings,  and 
upon  the  support  which  two  characters  of  this  dangerous 
temper  could  lend  to  each  other  against  a  world  in  which 
their  spirit  of  intrigue,  of  gallantry,  and  of  contempt  had 
made  them  many  enemies,  this  connection  endured  till  the 
moment  when,  after  his  duel  with  General  Simon,  the  Mar- 
quis entered  a  religious  house,  without  any  one  under- 
standing the  cause  of  his  unexpected  and  sudden  resolution. 

The  princess,  having  not  yet  heard  the  hour  of  her  con- 
version strike,  continued  to  whirl  round  the  vortex  of  the 
world  with  a  greedy,  jealous,  and  hateful  ardor,  for  she 
saw  that  the  last  years  of  her  beauty  were  dying  out. 
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An  estimate  of  the  character  of  this  woman  may  be 
formed  from  the  following  fact : 

Still  very  agreeable,  she  wished  to  close  her  worldly  and 
volatile  career  with  some  brilliant  and  final  triumph,  as  a 
great  actress  knows  the  proper  time  to  withdraw  from  the 
stage  so  as  to  leave  regrets  behind.  Desirous  of  offering  up 
this  final  incense  to  her  own  vanity,  the  princess  skilfully 
selected  her  victims.  She  spied  out  in  the  world  a  young 
couple  who  idolized  each  other ;  and,  by  dint  of  cunning  and 
address,  she  succeeded  in  taking  away  the  lover  from  his 
mistress,  a  charming  woman  of  eighteen,  by  whom  he  was 
adored.  This  triumph  being  achieved,  Madame  Saint-Dizier 
retired  from  the  fashionable  world  in  the  full  blaze  of  her 
exploit.  After  many  long  conversations  with  the  Abbe- 
Marquis  d'Aigrigny,  who  had  become  a  renowned  preacher, 
she  departed  suddenly  from  Paris,  and  spent  two  years  upon 
her  estate  near  Dunkirk,  to  which  she  took  only  one  of  her 
female  attendants,  viz..  Mrs.  Grivois. 

When  the  princess  afterwards  returned  to  Paris,  it  was 
impossible  to  recognize  the  frivolous,  intriguing,  and  dissi- 
pated woman  she  had  formerly  been.  The  metamorphosis 
was  as  complete  as  it  was  extraordinary  and  even  startling. 
Saint-Dizier  House,  heretofore  open  to  the  banquets  and 
festivals  of  every  kind  of  pleasure,  became  gloomily  silent 
and  austere.  Instead  of  the  world  of  elegance  and  fashion, 
the  princess  now  received  in  her  mansion  only  women  of 
ostentatious  piety,  and  men  of  consequence,  who  were  re- 
markably exemplary  by  the  extravagant  rigor  of  their  reli- 
gious and  monarchial  principles.  Above  all,  she  drew  around 
her  several  noted  members  of  the  higher  orders  of  the 
clergy.  She  was  appointed  patroness  of  a  body  of  religious 
females.  She  had  her  own  confessor,  chaplin,  almoner,  am' 
even  spiritual  director ;  but  this  last  performed  his  functions 
in  partibus.  The  Marquis-Abbe  d'Aigrignv  continued  in 
reality  to  be  her  spiritual  guide;  and  it  is  almost  unnecessary 
to  say  that  for  a  long  time  past  their  mutual  relations  as  to 
flirting  had  entirely  ceased. 

This  sudden  and  complete  conversion  of  a  gay  and  dis- 
tinguished woman,  especially  as  it  was  loudly  trumpeted 
forth,  struck  the  greater  number  of  persons  with*  wonder 
and  respect.     Others,  more  discerning,  only  smiled. 

A  single  anecdote,  from  amongst  a  thousand,  will  suffice 
to  show  the  alarming  influence  and  power  which  the  princess 
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had  acquired  since  her  affiliation  with  the  Jesuits.  This 
anecdote  will  also  exhibit  the  deep,  vindictive,  and  pitiless 
character  of  this  woman,  whom  Adrienne  de  Cardoville  had 
so  imprudently  made  herself  ready  to  brave. 

Amongst  the  persons  who  smiled  more  or  less  at  the  con- 
version of  Madame  de  Saint-Dizier  were  the  young  and 
charming  couple  whom  she  had  so  cruelly  disunited  before 
she  quitted  forever  the  scenes  of  revelry  in  which  she  had 
lived.  The  young  couple  became  more  impassioned  and 
devoted  to  each  other  than  ever ;  they  were  reconciled  and 
married,  after  the  passing  storm  which  had  hurled  them 
asunder ;  and  they  indulged  in  no  other  vengeance  against 
the  author  of  their  temporary  infelicity  than  that  of  mildly 
jesting  at  the  pious  conversion  of  the  woman  who  had  done 
them  so  much  injury. 

Some  time  after,  a  terrible  fatality  overtook  the  loving 
pair.  The  husband,  until  then  blindly  unsuspicious,  was 
suddenly  inflamed  by  anonymous  communications.  A  dread- 
ful rupture  ensued,  and  the  young  wife  perished. 

As  for  the  husband,  certain  vague  rumors,  far  from  dis- 
tinct, yet  pregnant  with  secret  meanings,  perfidiously  con- 
trived, and  a  thousand  times  more  detestable  than  formal 
accusations,  which  can,  at  least,  be  met  and  destroyed,  were 
strewn  about  him  with  so  much  perseverance,  with  a  skill 
so  diabolical,  and  by  means  and  ways  so  very  various,  that 
his  best  friends,  by  little  and  little,  withdrew  themselves 
from  him,  thus  yielding  to  the  slow,  irresistible  influence  of 
that  incessant  whispering  and  buzzing,  confused  as  indis- 
tinct, amounting  to  some  such  results  as  this — 

"Well !  you  know !"  says  one. 

"No!"  replies  another. 

"People  say  very  vile  things  about  him!" 

"Do  they?  really!     What  then?" 

"I  don't  know !  Bad  reports !  Rumors  grievously  affect- 
ing his  honor !" 

"The  deuce!  That's  very  serious.  It  accounts  for  the 
coldness  with  which  he  is  now  everywhere  received !" 

"I  shall  avoid  him  in  future!" 

"So  will  I,"  etc. 

Such  is  the  world,  that  very  often  nothing  more  than 
groundless  surmises  are  necessary  to  brand  a  man  whose 
very  happiness  may  have  incurred  envy.  So  it  was  with 
the  gentleman  of  whom  we  speak.     The  unfortunate  man, 
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seeing  the  void  around  him  extending  itself, — feeling  (so  to 
speak)  the  earth  crumbling  from  beneath  his  feet,  knew  not 
where  to  find  or  grasp  the  impalpable  enemy  whose  blows 
he  felt;  for  not  once  had  the  idea  occurred  to  him  of  sus- 
pecting the  princess,  whom  he  had  not  seen  since  his 
adventure  with  her.  Anxiously  desiring  to  learn  why  he 
was  so  much  shunned  and  despised,  he  at  length  sought  an 
explanation  from  an  old  friend;  but  he  received  only  a  dis- 
dainfully evasive  answer;  at  which,  being  exasperated,  he 
demanded  satisfaction.  His  adversary  replied — "If  you 
can  find  two  persons  of  our  acquaintance,  I  will  fight  you !" 
The  unhappy  man  could  not  find  one ! 

Finally,  forsaken  by  all.  without  having  ever  obtained  an 
explanation  of  the  reason  for  forsaking  him — suffering 
keenly  for  the  fate  of  the  wife  whom  he  had  lost,  he  be- 
came mad  with  grief,  rage,  and  despair,  and  killed  himself. 


On  the  day  of  his  death,  Madame  de  Saint-Dizier  remarked 
that  it  was  fit  and  necessary  that  one  who  had  lived  so 
shamefully  should  come  to  an  equally  shameful  end,  and 
that  he  who  had  so  long  jested  at  all  laws,  human  and  divine, 
could  not  seemly  otherwise  terminate  his  wretched  life  than 
by  perpetrating  a  last  crime — suicide!  And  the  friends  of 
Madame  de  Saint-Dizier  hawked  about  and  everywhere  re- 
peated these  terrible  words  with  a  contrite  air,  as  if  beati- 
fied and  convinced !  But  this  was  not  all.  Along  with 
chastisements  there  were  rewards. 

Observant  people  remarked  that  the  favorites  of  the  re- 
ligious clan  of  Madame  de  Saint-Dizier  rose  to  high  distinc- 
tion with  singular  rapidity.  The  virtuous  young  men,  such 
as  were  religiously  attentive  to  tiresome  sermons,  were  mar- 
ried to  rich  orphans  of  the  Sacred  Heart  Convents,  who 
were  held  in  reserve  for  the  purpose;  poor  young  girls,  who, 
learning  too  late  what  it  is  to  have  a  pious  husband  selected 
and  imposed  upon  them  by  a  set  of  devotees,  often  expiated 
by  very  bitter  tears  the  deceitful  favor  of  thus  being  ad- 
mitted  into  a  world  of  hypocrisy  and  falsehood,  in  which 
they  found  themselves  strangers  without  support,  crushed 
by  it  if  they  dared  to  complain  of  the  marriages  to  which 
they  had  been  condemned. 

In  the  parlor  of  Madame  de  Saint-Dizier  were  appointed 
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prefects,  colonels,  treasurers,  deputies,  academicians,  bishops 
and  peers  of  the  realm,  from  whom  nothing  more  was 
required  in  return  for  the  all-powerful  support  bestowed 
upon  them,  but  to  wear  a  pious  gloss,  sometimes  publicly 
take  the  communion,  swear  furious  war  against  everything 
impious  or  revolutionary, — and  above  all,  correspond  confi- 
dentially upon  "different  subjects  of  his  choosing"  with  the 
Abbe  d'Aigrigny, — an  amusement,  moreover,  which  was 
very  agreeable ;  for  the  abbe  was  the  most  amiable  man  in 
the  world,  the  most  witty,  and  above  all,  the  most  obliging. 
The  following  is  an  historical  fact,  which  requires  the  bit- 
ter and  vengeful  irony  of  Moliere  or  Pascal  to  do  it  justice. 

During  the  last  year  of  the  Restoration,  there  was  one  of 
the  mighty  dignitaries  of  the  court  a  firm  and  independent 
man,  who  did  not  make  profession  (as  the  holy  fathers  call 
it),  that  is,  who  did  not  communicate  at  the  altar.  The 
splendor  amid  which  he  moved  was  calculated  to  give  the 
weight  of  a  very  injurious  example  to  his  indifference.  The 
Abbe-Marquis  d'Aigrigny  was  therefore  despatched  to  him ; 
and  he  knowing  the  honorable  and  elevated  character  of 
the  non-communicant,  thought  that  if  he  could  only  bring 
him  to  profess  by  any  means  (whatever  the  means  might 
be)  the  effect  would  be  what  was  desired.  Like  a  man  of 
intellect,  the  abbe  prized  the  dogma  but  cheaply  himself. 
He  only  spoke  of  the  suitableness  of  the  step,  and  of  the 
highly  salutary  example  which  the  resolution  to  adopt  it 
would  afford  to  the  public. 

"M.  Abbe,"  replied  the  person  sought  to  be  influenced,  "I 
have  a  greater  respect  for  religion  than  you  have.  I  should 
consider  it  an  infamous  mockery  to  go  to  the  communion 
table  without  feeling  the  proper  conviction." 

"Nonsense!  you  inflexible  man!  you  frowning  Alcestes," 
said  the  Marquis-Abbe,  smiling  slyly.  "Your  profits  and 
your  scruples  will  go  together,  believe  me,  by  listening  to 
me.  In  short,  we  shall  manage  to  make  it  a  blank  com- 
munion for  you;  for  after  all,  what  is  it  that  we  ask? — only 
the  appearance!" 

Now,  a  blank  communion  means  breaking  an  unconse- 
crated  wafer ! 

The  Abbe-Marquis  retired  with  his  offers,  which  were  re- 
jected with  indignation ; — but  then,  the  refractory  man  was 
dismissed  from  his  place  at  court.  This  was  but  a  single 
isolated  fact.     Woe  to  all  who  found  themselves  opposed  to 
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the  interest  and  principles  of  Madame  de  Saint-Dizier  or 
her  friends!  Sooner  or  later,  directly  or  indirectly,  they 
felt  themselves  cruelly  stabbed,  generally  irremediably — 
some  in  their  dearest  connections,  others  in  their  credit: 
some  in  their  honor;  others  in  their  official  functions;  and 
all  by  secret  action,  noiseless,  continuous,  and  latent,  in 
time  becoming  a  terrible  and  mysterious  dissolvent,  which 
invisibly  undermined  reputations,  fortunes,  positions  the 
most  solidly  established,  until  the  moment  when  all  sunk 
forever  into  the  abyss,  amid  the  surprise  and  terror  of  the 
beholders. 

It  will  now  be  conceived  how  under  the  Restoration  the 
Princess  de  Saint-Dizier  had  become  singularly  influential 
and  formidable.  At  the  time  of  the  Revolution  of  July 
( 1830)  she  had  "rallied,"  and,  strangely  enough,  by  preserv- 
ing some  relation  of  family  and  of  'society  with  persons 
faithful  to  the  worship  of  decayed  monarchv.  people  still 
attributed  to  the  princess  much  influence  and  power.  Let 
us  mention,  at  last,  that  the  Prince  of  Saint-Dizier,  having 
died  many  years  i»ince.  his  very  large  personal  fortune  had 
descended  to  his  younger  brother,  the  father  of  Adrienne  de 
Cardoville;  and  he,  having  died  eighteen  months  ago,  that 
young  lady  found  herself  to  be  the  last  and  only  representa- 
tive of  that  branch  of  the  family  of  the  Renneponts. 

The  Princess  of  Saint-Dizier  awaited  her  niece  in  a  very 
large  room,  rendered  dismal  by  its  gloomy  green  damask. 
The  chairs,  etc..  covered  with  similar  stuff,  were  of  carved 
ebony.  Paintings  of  scriptural  and  other  religious  subjects, 
and  an  ivory  crucifix  thrown  up  from  a  background  of 
black  velvet,  contributed  to  give  the  apartment  a  lugubrious 
and  austere  aspect. 

Madame  de  Saint-Dizier,  seated  before  a  large  desk,  has 
just  tmished  putting  the  seals  on  numerous  letters;  for  she 
had  a  very  extensive  and  very  diversified  correspondence. 
1  hough  then  aged  about  forty-five  she  was  still  fair.  Ad- 
vancing years  had  somewhat  thickened  her  shape,  which 
formerly  of  distinguished  elegance,  was  stili  sufficiently 
handsome  to  be  seen  to  advantage  under  the  straight  folds 
ot  her  black  dress.  Her  headdress,  verv  simple,  decorated 
with  gray  ribbons,  allowed  her  fair  sleek  hair  t<>  rx  - 
arranged  in  broad  bands.     At  first  look,  people  ruck 

With    her    dignified    though    unassuming    appearance;    and 
would   have  vainly  tried   to  discover   in   her   phvsiognomy 
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now  marked  with  repentant  calmness,  any  trace  of  the  agita- 
tions of  her  past  life.  So  naturally  grave  and  reserved  was 
she,  that  people  could  not  believe  her  the  heroine  of  so  many 
intrigues  and  adventures  and  gallantry.  Moreover,  if  by 
chance  she  ever  heard  any  lightness  of  conversation,  her 
countenance,  since  she  had  come  to  believe  herself  a  kind  of 
''mother  in  the  Church,"  immediately  expressed  candid  but 
grieved  astonishment,  which  soon  changed  into  an  air  of 
offended  chastity  and  disdainful  pity. 

"For  the  rest,  her  smile,  when  requisite,  was  still  full  of 
grace,  and  even  of  the  seducing  and  resistless  sweetness  of 
seeming  good-nature.  Her  large  blue  eyes,  on  fit  occasions, 
became  affectionate  and  caressing.  But  if  any  one  dared  to 
wound  or  ruffle  her  pride,  gainsay  her  orders  or  harm  her 
interests,  her  countenance,  usually  placid  and  serene,  be- 
trayed a  cold  but  implacable  malignity.  Mrs.  Grivois  entered 
the  cabinet,  holding  in  her  hand  Florine's  report  of  the  man- 
ner in  which  Adrienne  de  Cardoville  had  spent  the  morning. 

Mrs.  Grivois  had  been  about  twenty  years  in  the  service 
of  Madame  de  Saint-Dizier.  She  knew  everything  that  a 
lady's-maid  could  or  ought  to  have  known  of  her  mistress  in 
the  days  of  her  sowing  of  wild  (being  a  lady)  flowers.  Was 
it  from  choice  that  the  princess  had  still  retained  about  her 
person  this  so-well-informed  witness  of  the  numerous  follies 
of  her  youth  ?  The  world  was  kept  in  ignorance  of  the  mo- 
tive; but  one  thing  was  evident,  viz.,  that  Mrs.  Grivois  en- 
joyed great  privileges  under  the  princess,  and  was  treated 
by  her  rather  as  a  companion  than  as  a  tiring-woman. 

"Here  are  Florine's  notes,  madame,"  said  Mrs.  Grivois, 
giving  the  paper  to  the  princess. 

"I  will  examine  them  presently,"  said  the  princess;  "but 
tell  me,  is  my  niece  coming?  Pending  the  conference  at 
which  she  is  to  be  present,  you  will  conduct  into  her  house 
a  person  who  will  soon  be  here,  to  inquire  for  you  by  my 
desire." 

"Well,  madame?" 

"This  man  will  make  an  exact  inventory  of  everything 
contained  in  Adrienne's  residence.  You  will  take  care  that 
nothing  is  omitted ;  for  that  is  of  very  great  importance." 

"Yes,  madame.  But  should  Georgette  or  Hebe  make  any 
opposition?"  _  . 

"There  is  no  fear ;  the  man  charged  with  taking  the  in- 
ventory is  of  such  a  stamp,  that  when  they  know  him,  they 
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will  not  dare  to  oppose  either  his  making  the  inventory,  of 
his  other  steps.  It  will  be  necessary  not  to  fail,  as  you  go 
along  with  him,  to  be  careful  to  obtain  certain  peculiarities 
'.ined  to  confirm  the  reports  which  you  have  spread  for 
some  time  past." 

"Do  not  have  the  slightest  doubt,  madame.  The  reports 
have  all  the  consistency  of  truth." 

"Very  soon,  then,  this  Adrienne,  so  insolent  and  so 
haughty,  will  be  crushed  and  compelled  to  pray  for  pardon ; 
and  from  me !" 


An  old  footman  opened  both  of  the  folding  doors,  and  an- 
nounced the  Marquis-Abbe  d'Aigrigny. 

"If  Miss  de  Cardoville  present  herself,"  said  the  princess 
to  Mrs.  Grivois,  "you  will  request  her  to  wait  an  instant." 

"Yes,  madame,"  said  the  duenna,  going  out  with  the 
servant. 

Madame  de  Saint-Dizier  and  D'Aigrigny  remained  alone. 


CHAPTER  XXXVII. 

THE    PLOT. 


The  Abbe-Marquis  d'Aigrigny,  as  the  reader  has  easih 

divined,  was  the  person  already  seen  in  the  Rue  du  Milieu- 

des-Ursins;  whence  he  had  departed  from  Rome,  in  which 

city  he  had  remained  about  three  months.    The  marquis  was 

>ed  in  deep  mourning,  but  with  his  usual  elegance.    His 

not  a  priestly  robe ;  his  black  coat,  and  his  waistcoat, 

tightly  gathered  in  at  the  waist,  set  off  to  great  advantage  the 

ilegance  of  his  figure:  his  black  cassimere  pantaloons  dis- 

sed    his    feet,    exactly    fitted    with    lace    boots,    brilliantly 

.K)lished.     And  all  traces  of  his  tonsure  disappeared  in  the 

nidst   of    the    slight    baldness    which    whitened    slightly    the 

»ck  part  of  his  head.     There  was  nothing  in  his  entire  cos- 

:ume,  or  aspect,   that   revealed  the  priest,   except,   perhaps, 

he  entire  absence  of  beard,  the  more  remarkable  upon  so 

nanly  a  countenance.     His  chin,  newlv  shaved,  rested  on  a 
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large  and  elevated  black  cravat,  tied  with  a  military  osten- 
tation which  reminded  the  beholder,  that  this  abbe-marquis— 
this  celebrated  preacher — now  one  of  the  most  active  and 
influential  chiefs  of  his  order,  had  commanded  a  regiment 
of  hussars  upon  the  Restoration,  and  had  fought  in  aid 
of  the  Russians  against  France. 

Returned  to  Paris  only  this  morning,  the  marquis  had  not 
seen  the  princess  since  his  mother,  the  Dowager  Marchioness 
d'Aigrigny,  had  died  near  Dunkirk,  upon  an  estate  belong- 
ing to  Madame  de  Saint-Dizier,  while  vainly  calling  for  her 
son  to  alleviate  her  last  moments ;  but  the  order  to  which 
M.  d'Aigrigny  had  thought  fit  to  sacrifice  the  most  sacred 
feeling  and  duties  of  nature,  having  been  suddenly  trans- 
mitted to  him  from  Rome,  he  had  immediately  set  out  for 
that  city ;  though  not  without  hesitation,  which  was  remarked 
and  denounced  by  Rodin;  for  the  love  of  M.  d'Aigrigny  for 
his  mother  had  been  the  only  pure  feeling  that  had  invariably 
distinguished  his  life. 

When  the  servant  had  discreetly  withdrawn  with  Mrs. 
Grivois,  the  marquis  quickly  approached  the  princess,  held 
out  his  hand  to  her,  and  said  with  a  voice  of  emotion : 

"Herminia,   have  you   not  concealed   something   in   your 

letters.     In  her  last  moments  did  not  my  mother  curse  me?" 

"No,  no,  Frederick,  compose  yourself.    She  had  anxiously 

desired  your  presence.     Her  ideas   soon  became  confused. 

But  in  her  delirium  it  was  still  for  you  that  she  called." 

"Yes,"  said  the  marquis,  bitterly;  "her  maternal  instinct 
doubtless  assured  her  that  my  presence  could  have  saved 
her  life." 

"I  entreat  you  to  banish  these  sad  recollections,"  said 
the  princess,  "this  misfortune  is  irreparable." 

"Tell  me  for  the  last  time,  truly,  did  not  my  absence 
cruelly  affect  my  mother  ?  Had  she  no  suspicion  that  a  more 
imperious  duty  called  me  elsewhere?" 

"No,  no,  I  assure  you.  Even  when  her  reason  was 
shaken,  she  believed  that  you  had  not  yet  had  time  to  come 
to  her.  All  the  sad  details  which  I  wrote  to  you  upon  this 
painful  subject  are  strictly  true.  Again,  I  beg  of  you  to 
compose  yourself." 

"Yes,  my  conscience  ought  to  be  easy ;  for  I  have  fulfilled 
my  duty  in  sacrificing  my  mother.  Yet  I  have  never  been 
able  to  arrive  at  that  complete  detachment  from  natural 
affection,  which  is  commanded  to  us  by  those  awful  words: 
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'He  who  hates  not  his  father  and  his  mother,  even  with  this 
soul,  cannot  he  my  disciple.'  "* 

"Doubtless,  Frederick,"  said  the  princess,  "these  renunci- 
ations are  .painful.  But,  in  return,  what  intluence,  what 
power ! 

"It  is  true,"  said  the  marquis,  after  a  moment's  silence 
W  hat  ought  not  to  he  sacrificed  in  order  to  reign  in  secret 
over  the  all-powerful  of  the  earth,  who  lord  it  in  full  day? 
This  journey  to  Rome,   from   which   I   have  just   returned 
has  given  me  a  new  idea  of  our   formidable  power      For' 
Herminia    it  is  Rome  which  is  the  culminating  point    over- 
looking the  fairest  and  broadest  quarters  of  the  globe   made 
so  by  custom,  by  tradition,  or  by   faith.     Thence  can   our 
workings  be  embraced  in  their  full  extent.     It  is  an  uncom- 
mon  view  to  see   from   its  height  the  myriad   tools,   whose 
personalty    is    continually    absorbed    into    the    immovable 
personality    of    our    Order.      What    a    might    we    possess! 
Verily,   J    am   always   swayed   with   admiration,   aye  almost 
frightened,  that  man  once  thinks,  wishes,  believes,  and  acts 
as  he  alone  lists,  until,  soon  ours,  he  becomes  but  a  human 
shell ;  its  kernel  of  intelligence,  mind,  reason,  conscience,  and 
tree  will,   shrivelled   within  him,   dry  and   withered   by  the 
habit :  of  mutely,   fearingly  bowing  under  mysterious  tasks 
which  shatter  and  slay  everything  spontaneous  in  the  human 
on\ !     Then  do  we  infuse  in  such  spiritless  clay,  speechless, 
co Id  and  motionless  as  corpses,  the  breath  of  our  Order,  and 
o!  the  dry  bones  stand  up  and  walk,  acting  and  executing,' 
though  only  within  the  limits  which  are  circled  round  them 
evermore     Thus  do  they  become  mere  limbs  of  the  gigantic 
trunk,   whose  impulses   they  mechanically  carry  out    while 
ignorant  of  the  design,  like  the  stonecutter  who  shapes  out 
i  stone,  unaware  if  it  be  for  cathedral  or  bagnio  " 

In  so  speaking,  the  marquis's  feature  wore  an  incredible 
ur  of  proud  and  domineering  haughtiness. 

"<  »h.  yes!  tins  power  is  great,  most  great,"  observed  the 
ffincess  ;  and  the  more  formidable  because  it  moves  in  a 
nystenous  way  over  minds  and  consciences." 

W/Lh£f  5  ?/ thi/  teX,1'  a  COTP™"t:iry  upon  Jt  wil1  be  ,'"l»"1  in  the 
Z„l?  }  tkc  JcVtltl'^   Allows:   "In  order  that  the  habit  of 

..£  age  may  come  to  the  help  of  the  sentiments,  it  is  wise  no    to  say 
nZ'J' aJ enftM°I  \hT  brother;'  but  to  say,  1  had  parent.;  I 

Par"  Examination,     p.     29;      C institutions. -Piv&m, 


314  THE    WANDERING    JEW 

"Aye,  Herminia,"  said  the  marquis:     "I  have  had  under 
my  command  a  magnificent  regiment.     Very  often  have  I 
experienced  the  energetic  and  exquisite  enjoyment  of  com- 
mand !   At  my  word  my  squadrons  put  themselves  in  action ; 
bugles  blared,  my  officers,  glittering  in  golden  embroidery, 
galloped   everywhere   to    repeat   my    orders:    all    my    brave 
soldiers,    burning   with   courage,    and   cicatrized   by   battles, 
obeyed  my  signal ;  and  I  felt  proud  and  strong,  holding  as  I 
did  (so  to  speak)  in  my  hands,  the  force  and  valor  of  each 
and  all  combined  into  one  being  of  resistless  strength  and 
invincible  intrepidity, — of  all  of  which  I  was  as  much  the 
master,  as  I  mastered  the  rage  and  fire  of  my  war-horse! 
Aye!  that  was  greatness.     But  now,  in  spite  of  the  misfor- 
tunes which  have  befallen  our  Order,  I  feel  myself  a  thou- 
sand times  more  ready  for  action,  more  authoritative,  more 
strong  and  more  daring,  at  the  head  of  our  mute  and  black- 
robed  militia,  who  only  think  and  wish,  or  move  and  obey, 
mechanically,  according  to  my  will.     On  a  sign  they  scatter 
over  the  surface  of  the  globe,  gliding  stealthily  into  house- 
holds under  the  guise  of  confessing  the  wife  or  teaching  the 
children,  into  family  affairs  by  hearing  the  dying  avowals, 
—up  to  the  throne   through   the  quaking  conscience   of   a 
credulous  crowned  coward; — aye,  even  to  the  chair  of  the 
Pope,  himself,  living  manifesto  of  the  Godhead  though  he  is, 
by  the  services,  rendered  him  or  imposed  by  him.     Is  not 
this  secret  rule,  made  to  kindle  or  glut  the  wildest  ambition, 
as  it  reaches  from  the  cradle  to  the  grave,  from  the  laborer's 
hovel  to  the  royal  palace,  from  palace  to  the  papal  chair? 
What  career  in  all  the  world  presents  such  splendid  open- 
ings? what  unutterable  scorn  ought  I  not  feel  for  the  bright 
butterfly  life  of  early  days,  when  we  made  so  many  envy  us? 
Don't  you  remember,  Herminia?"  he  added,  with  a  bitter 

smile.  .  j    . 

"You  are  right,  perfectly  right,  Frederick!  replied  the 
princess  quickly.  "How  little  soever  we  may  reflect  with 
what  contempt  do  we  not  think  upon  the  past!  1,  like 
you,  often  compare  it  with  the  present ;  and  then  what  satis- 
faction I  feel  at  having  followed  your  counsels !  For,  indeed, 
without  you  I  should  have  played  the  miserable  and  ridic- 
ulous part  which  a  woman  always  plays  in  her  decline  from 
having  been  beautiful  and  surrounded  by  admirers.  VVhat 
could' I  have  done  at  this  hour?  I  should  have  vainly  striven 
to  retain  around  me  a  selfish  and  ungrateful  world  of  gross 
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and  shameful  men.  who  court  women  only  that  they  may 
turn  them  to  the  service  of  their  passions,  or  to  the  gratifi- 
cation of  their  vanity.  It  is  true  that  there  would  have 
remained  to  me  the  resource  of  what  is  called  keeping  an 
reeable  house  for  all  others,— yes,  in  order  to  entertain 
them,  be  visited  by  a  crowd  of  the  indifferent,  to  afford 
opportunities  of  meeting  to  amorous  voung  couples,  who 
following  each  other  from  parlor  to  parlor,  come  not  to 
ir  house  hut  for  the  purpose  of  being  together;  a  very 
pretty  pleasure,  truly,  that  of  harboring  those  bioomin^ 
laughing,  amorous  youths,  who  look  upon  the  luxury  and 
brilliancy  with  which  one  surrounds  them,  as  it  they'  were 
their  due  upon  bonds  to  minister  to  their  pleasure,  and  to 
tneir  impudent  amours!" 

Her  words  were  so  stinging,  and  such  hateful  envy  sat 
upon  her  face,  that  she  betrayed  the  intense  bitterness  of 
her  regrets  in  spite  of  herself. 

"No,  no;  thanks  to  you,  Frederick,"  she  continued,  "After 
a  last  and  brilliant  triumph,  I  broke  forever  with  the  world, 
which   would   soon   have   abandoned   me,   though    I    was   so 
a;  its  idol  and  its  queen.     And  I  have  only  changed  my 
ndom.    Instead  of  the  dissipated  men  whom  I  ruled  with 
nvolity  superior  to  their  own,   I   now   find   myself   sur- 
ged by  men  of  high  consideration,  of  redoubtable  char- 
acter, and  all-powerful,  many  of  whom  have  governed  the 
te;  to  them  I  have  devoted  myself,  as  they  have  devoted 
themselves    to   me!      It    is    now    onlv    that    I    reallv    eniov 
that  happiness,  of  which  I  ever  dreamt.     I  have  taken  an 
active  part   and.   have  exercised  a   powerful    intluence   over 
the  greatest   interests  of   the  world;   I   have  been   initiated 
the  most  important  secrets ;  I  have  been  able  to  strike, 
ly,  whosoever  scoffed  at  or  hated  me ;  and  I  have  been' 
able  to  elevate  beyond  their  hopes  those  who  have  served  or 
ected  and  obeyed  me." 

k "There  are  some  madmen,  and  some  so  blind,  that  they 
agine  that  we  are  struck  down,  because  we  ourselves  have 
J  to  struggle  against  some  misfortunes."  said  M.  d'Aigrig- 
disdainiully.  "as  if  we  were  not.  above  all  others, 
•unded.  organized  for  every  struggle,  and  drew 
lot  from  our  very  struggles  a  new  and  n 
ictivity.  Doubtlos  the  times  are  bad.  But  they  will  become 
>etter;  and.  as  you  know,  it  is  nearlv  certain  that  in  a  few 
lays  (the  13th  of  February),  we  shall  have  at  our  disposal 
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a  means  of  action  sufficiently  powerful  for  re-establishing 
our  influence  which  has  been  temporarily  shaken." 

"Yes,  doubtless  this  affair  of  the  medals  is  most  im- 
portant," said  the  princess. 

"I  should  not  have  made  so  much  haste  to  return  hither, 
resumed   the   abbe,    "were   it   not   to   act    in   what   will   be, 
perhaps,  for  us,  a  very  great  event." 

"But  you  are  aware  of  the  fatality  which  has  once  again 
overthrown  projects  the  most  laboriously  conceived  and 
matured?"  .    ?j 

"Yes ;  immediately  on  arriving  I  saw  Rodin. 

"And  he  told  you ?" 

"The  inconceivable  arrival  of  the  Indian,  and  of  General 
Simon's  daughters  at  Cardoville  Castle,  after  a  double  ship- 
wreck, which  threw  them  upon  the  coast  of  Picardy ;  though 
it  was  deemed  certain  that  the  young  girls  were  at  Leipsic, 
and  the  Indian  in  Java.  Precautions  were  so  well  taken, 
indeed,"  added  the  marquis  in  vexation,  "that  one  would 
think  an  invisible  power  protects  this  family." 

"Happily,  Rodin  is  a  man  of  resources  and  activity, 
resumed  the  princess.  "He  came  here  last  night,  and  we  had 
a  long  conversation."  jf 

"And  the  result  of  your  consultation  is  excellent,  added 
the  marquis :  "the  old  soldier  is  to  be  kept  out  of  the  way 
for  two  days ;  and  his  wife's  confessor  has  been  posted ;  the 
rest  will  proceed  of  itself.  To-morrow,  the  girls  need  no 
longer  be  feared;  and  the  Indian  remains  at  Cardoville, 
wounded  dangerously.     We  have  plenty  of  time  for  action. 

"But  that  is  not  all,"  continued  the  princess:  "there  are 
still,  without  reckoning  my  niece,  two  persons,  who,  for  our 
interests,  ought  not  to  be  found  in  Paris  on  the  13th  ot 

February."  .  .  , 
"Yes,  M.  Hardy:  but  his  most  dear  and  intimate  tnend 
has  betrayed  him;  for,  by  means  of  that  friend,  we  have 
drawn  M.  Hardy  into  the  South,  whence  it  is  impossible  for 
him  to  return  before  a  month.  As  for  ^ that  miserable  vaga- 
bond workman,  surnamed  'Sleepinbuff !' " 

"Fie!"  exclaimed  the  princess,  with  an  expression  ot 
outraged  modesty. 

"That  man,"  resumed  the  marquis,  is  no  longer  an 
object  of  inquietude.  Lastly,  Gabriel,  upon  whom  our  vast 
and  certain  hope  reposes,  will  not  be  left  by  himself  for  a 
single  minute  until  the  great  day.     Everything  seems,  you 
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see,  to  promise  success;  indeed,  more  so  than  ever;  and  it  is 
Necessary  to  obtain  this  success  at  any  price.  It  is  for  us  a 
question  of  life  or  death  ;  for,  in  returning,  I  stopped  at  Forli, 
and  there  saw  the  Duke  d'Orbano.  Hi>  influence  over  the 
mind  of  the  king  is  all-powerful— indeed,  absolute;  and  he 
has  completely  prepossessed  the  royal  mind.  It  is  with  the 
duke  alone,  then,  that  it  is  possible  to  treat  " 
"Well?" 

"D'Orbano  has  gained  strength;  and  he  can.  I  know  it, 
assure  to  us  a  legal  existence,  highly  protected,  in  the  do- 
minions of  his  master,  with  full  charge  of  popular  education. 
Thanks  to  such  advantages,  after  two  or  three  vears  in  that 
country  we  shall  become  so  deeply  rooted,  that  this  very 
Duke  d'Orbano,  in  his  turn,  will  have  to  solicit  support  and 
protection  from  us.  But  at  present  he  has  everything  in 
his  power;  and  he  puts  an  absolute  condition  upon  his 
service  s." 

"What  is  the  condition?" 

"Five  millions  down ;  and  an  annual  pension  of  a  hundred 
thousand  francs." 

"'It  is  very  much." 
_  "Nay,  but  little  if  it  be  considered  that  our  foot  once 
planted  in  that  country,  we  shall  promptly  repossess  our- 
selves of  that  sum,  which,  after  all,  is  scarcely  an  eighth  part 
of  what  the  affair  of  the  medals,  if  happily  brought  to  an 
issue,  ought  to  assure  to  the  Order." 

"Yes,  nearly  forty  millions,"  said  the  princess,  thought- 

"And   again:    these    five   millions    that    Orbano    demands 
will   be  but  an  advance.     They   will   be   returned   to   us   in 
voluntary  gifts,  by  reason  even  of  the  increase  of  influence 
that  we  >hall  acquire  from  the  education  of  children  ■  through 
Whom  we  have  their  families.     And  vet,  the  fools  hesitate' 
Uiose  who  govern  see  not,  that  in  doing  our  own  business,  we 
do  theirs  also;— that  in  abandoning  education  to  us  (which  is 
what  we  wish  for  above  all  things)  we  mould  the  people  into 
that  mute  and  quiet  obedience,  that  servile  and  brutal  sub- 
mission, winch  assures  the  repose  of  states  bv  the  immobility 
6f  the  mind.     They  don't   reflect  that   mosl    of   the   upper 
and  middle  classes  fear  and  hate  us;  don't  understand  that 
(when  we  have  persuaded  the  mass  that  their  wretchedne« 
i  eternal  law.  that  sufferers  must  give  up  hope  of  relief 
:nat  it  is  a  crime  to  sigh  for  welfare  in   this   world    <\nm 
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the  crown  of  glory  on  high  is  the  only  reward  for  misery 
here)  then  the  stupefied  people  will  resignedly  wallow  in 
the  mire,  all  their  impatient  aspirations  for  better  days 
smothered,  and  the  volcano-blasts  blown  aside,  which  made 
the  future  of  rulers  so  horrid  and  so  dark?  They  see  not 
in  truth,  that  this  blind  and  passive  faith  which  we  demand 
from  the  mass,  furnishes  their  rulers  with  a  bridle  with 
which  both  to  conduct  and  curb  them;  whilst  we  ask  from 
the  happy  of  the  world  only  some  appearances  which  ought, 
if  they  had  only  the  knowledge  of  their  own  corruption  to 
give  an  increased  stimulant  to  their  pleasures. 

"It  signifies  not,"  resumed  the  princess;  "since,  as  you 
say,  a  g?eat  day  is  at  hand,  bringing  nearly  forty  millions, 
of  which  the  Order  can  become  possessed  by  the  happy  suc- 
cess of  the  affair  of  the  medals.  We  certainly  can  attempt 
very  great  things.  Like  a  lever  in  your  hands,  such  a 
means  of  action  would  be  of  incalculable  power,  in  times 
during  which  all  men  buy  and  sell  one  another." 

"And  then,"  resumed  M.  d'Aigrigny,  with  a  thoughtful 
air  "here  the  reaction  continues :  the  example  of  France  is 
everything  In  Austria  and  Holland  we  can  rarely  maintain 
ourselves ;  while  the  resources  of  the  Order  dimmish  from 
dav  to  day.  We  have  arrived  at  a  crisis ;  but  it  can  be  made 
to  prolong  itself.  Thus,  thanks  to  the  immense  resource  of 
the  affair  of  the  medals,  we  can  not  only  brave  all  eventual- 
ities but  we  can  again  powerfully  establish  ourselves,  thanks 
to  the  offer  of  the  Duke  d'Orbano,  which  we  accept;  and 
then  from  that  inassailable  centre,  our  radiations  will  be 
incalculable.  Ah !  the  13th  of  February  !"  added  M  d  Aigng- 
ny  after  a  moment  of  silence,  and  shaking  his  head :  the 
13th  of  February,  a  date  perhaps  fortunate  and  famous  tor 
our  power  as  that  of  the  council  which  gave  to  us  (so  to  say) 
a  new  life!"  .  ((. 

"And  nothing  must  be  spared,"  resumed  the  princess,  in 
order  to  succeed  at  any  price.  Of  the  six  persons  whom  we 
have  to  fear,  five  are  or  will  be  out  of  any  condition  to  hur 
us  There  remains  then  only  my  niece ;  and  you  know  that 
I  have  waited  but  for  your  arrival  in  order  to  take  my  last 
resolution.  All  my  preparations^ are  completed;  and  this 
very  morning  we  will  begin  to  act."  ^ 

"Have  your  suspicions  increased  since  your  last  letter; 
"Yes:  I  am  certain  that  she  is  more  instructed  than  she 
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wishes  to  appear;  and  if  so,  we  shall  not  have  a  more  danger- 
ous enemy." 

'Such  has  always  been  my  opinion.    Tims  it  is  six  months 

:e  I  advised  you  to  take  in  all  cases  the  measures  which 

:   have  adopted,   in  order  to  provoke,   on  her  part,   that 

demand   of   emancipation,   the  consequences   of    which    now 

render  quite  easy   that   which  would   have  been   impossible 

without  it." 

"At  ia>t."  said  the  princess,  with  an  expression  of  joy, 
hateful  and  bitter,  "this  indomitable  spirit  will  be  broken! 
I  am  at  length  about  to  be  avenged  of  the  many  insolent 
asms  which  I  have  been  compelled  to  swallow,  lest  I 
Should  awaken  her  suspicions.  I!  I  to  have  borne  so  much 
till  now!  for  this  Adrienne  has  made  it  her  business  (impru- 
dent as  she  is!)  to  irritate  me  against  herself! 

"Whosoever  offends  you,  offends  me;  you  know  it,"  said 
D'Aigrigny,  "my  hatreds  are  yours." 

"And  you  yourself!"  said  the  princess,  "how  many  times 
have  you  been  the  butt  of  her  poignant  irony  !" 

"-My  instincts  seldom  deceive  me.     I  am  certain  that  this 
ng  girl  may  become  a  dangerous  enemy  for  us."  said  the 
marquis,   with   a   voice  painfully   broken   into   short   mono- 
'ables. 

"And,  therefore,  it  is  necessary  that  she  may  be  rendered 
incapable  of  exciting  further  fear."  responded  Madame  de 
Samt-Dizier,   fixedly   regarding  the  marquis. 

"Have  you  seen  Dr.  Baleinier,  and  the  sub-guardian,  M. 
Tripeaud  ?"  asked  he. 

"They  will  be  here  this  morning.  I  have  informed  them 
}f  everything." 

Did  voi:  find  them  well  disposed  to  act  against  her?" 
rfectly  so — and  the  best  is,  Adrienne  does  not  at  all 

pect  the  doctor,  who  has  known  how,  up  to  a  certain 
)Oint.  to  preserve  her  confidence.  Moreover,  a  circumstance 
vluch  appears  to  me  inexplicable  has  come  to  our  aid." 

"W  bat  do  you  allude  to?" 

"  I  h;s  morning,  Mrs.  Grivois  went,  according  to  my  orders, 
'•mind    Adrienne    that    I    expected    her    at    noon,    upon 
nportant  business.     As  she  approached  the  pavilion.   Mrs 
•nvois  saw.  or  thought  she  saw,  Adrienne  come  in  by  the 
ttle  garden-gate." 

"What   do  you  tell   me?     Is   it   possible?     Ts   there  any- 
ositive  proof  of  it  ?"  cried  the  marquis. 
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"Till  now,  there  is  no  other  proof  than  the  spontaneous 
declaration  of  Mrs.  Grivois :  but  whilst  I  think  of  it,"  said 
the  Princess,  taking  up  a  paper  that  lay  before  her,  "here 
is  the  report,  which,  every  day,  one  of  Adrienne's  women 

makes  to  me." 

"The  one  that  Rodin  succeeded  in  introducing  into  your 

niece's  service?"  t    , 

"The  same ;  as  this  creature  is  entirely  in  Rodin  s  hands, 
she  has  hitherto  answered  our  purpose  very  well.  In  this 
report,  we  shall  perhaps  find  the  confirmation  of  what  Mrs. 
Grivois  affirms  she  saw." 

Hardly  had  the  Princess  glanced  at  the  note,  than  she 
exclaimed    almost    in    terror:      "What    do    I    see?      Why, 
Adrienne  is  a  very  demon !" 
"What  now?" 

"The  bailiff  at  Cardoville,  having  written  to  my  niece  to 
ask  her  recommendation,  informed  her  at  the  same  time  of 
the  stay  of  the  Indian  prince  at  the  castle.  She  knows  that 
he  is  her  relation,  and  has  just  written  to  her  old  drawing- 
master,  Norval,  to  set  out  post  with  Eastern  dresses,  and 
bring  Prince  Djalma  hither— the  man  that  must  be  kept 
away  from  Paris  at  any  cost."  . 

The  marquis  grew  pale,  and  said  to  Mme.  de  Samt-Dizier : 
"If  this  be  not  merely  one  of  her  whims,  the  eagerness  she 
displays  in  sending  for  this  relation  hither,  proves  thatshe 
knows  more  than  you  even  suspected.  She  is  'posted'  on 
the  affair  of  the  medals.    Have  a  care— she  may  ruin  all. 

"In  that  case,"  said  the  princess,  resolutely,  "there  is  no 
room  to  hesitate.     We  must  carry  things  further  than  we 
thought,  and  make  an  end  this  very  morning. 
"Yes,  though  it  is  almost  impossible." 
"Nay,  all  is  possible.     The  doctor  and  M.  Tnpeaud  are 
ours,"  said  the  princess,  hastily. 

"Though  I  am  as  sure  as  you  are  of  the  doctor,  or  ot  m. 
Tripeaud,  under  present  circumstances,  we  must  not  touch 
on  the  question  of  acting— which  will  be  sure  to  frighten 
them  at  first— until  after  our  interview  with  your  niece,  it 
will  be  easy,  notwithstanding  her  cleverness,  to  find  out  her 
armor's  defect.  If  our  suspicions  should  be  realized—it 
she  is  really  informed  of  what  it  would  be  so  dangerous  tor 
her  to  know— then  we  must  have  no  scruples,  and  above  all 
no  delay.  This  very  day  must  see  all  set  at  rest.  The  time 
for  wavering  is  past." 
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Have  you  been  able  to  *em\  for  the  person  agreed  on?" 
asked  the  princess,  after  a  moment's  silence. 

He  was  to  be  here  at  noon.     He  cannot  be  long." 

"I  thought  this  room  would  do  very  well  for  our  purpose. 
It  is  separated  from  the  smaller  parlor  by  a  curtain  only, 
behind  which  your  man  may  be  stationed." 

"Capital !" 

"Is  he  a  man  to  be  depended  on?" 

"Unite  so — we  have  often  emploved  him  in  similar 
matters.    He  is  as  skilful  as  discreet." 

At  this  moment  a  low  knock  was  heard  at  the  door. 

"Come  in."  said  the  princess. 

"Dr.  Baleimer  wishes  to  know  if  her  Highness  the  Prin- 
ts can  receive  him."  asked  the  valet-de-chambre. 

"I  ertairtly.     Beg  him  to  walk  in." 

"There  is  also  a  gentleman  that  M.  ['Abbe  appointed  to 
be  here  at  noon,  by  whose  orders  I  have  left  him  waiting  in 
the  oratory." 

Tis  the  person  in  question."  said  the  marquis  to  the 
princess.  "We  must  have  him  in  first.  Twould  be  useless 
tor  Dr.  Baleinier  to  see  him  at  present." 

"Show  this  person  in  first."  said  the  princess;  "next  when 
I  ring  the  bell,  you  will  beg  Dr.  Baleinier  to  walk  this  wav  ■ 
and.  it  Baron  Tripeaud  should  call,  vou  will  bring  him  here 
also.     Alter  that.   I  am  at  home  to  no  one.  except  Mdlle 
Adnenne."    The  servant  went  out. 


CHAPTER  XXXVIII. 

adriexxe's    enemies. 

^  The  Princess  de  Saint-Dizier's  valet  soon  returned,  show- 
ing in  a  little,  pale  man.  dressed  in  black,  and  wearing  spec- 
tacles. He  carried  under  his  left  arm  a  long  black  morocco 
writing-case. 

The  princess  said  to  this  man  :  "M.  l'Abbe.  I  suppose,  has 
already  informed  you  of  what  is  to  be  done?" 

'Y.-.  your  highness."  said  the  man  in  a  faint,  shrill, 
piping  voice,  making  at  the  same  time  a  low  bow. 

"Shall  you  be  conveniently  placed  in  this  room?"  asked 
the  princess,  conducting  him  to  the  adjoining  apartment, 
A'hich  was  only  separated  from  the  other  by  a  curtain  hune 
before  a  doorwav. 
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"I  shall  do  nicely  here,  your  highness,"  answered  the  man 
in  spectacles,  with  a  second  and  still  lowei  bow. 

"In  that  case,  sir,  please  to  step  in  here;  I  will  let  you 
know  when  it  is  time." 

"I  shall  wait  your  highness's  order." 

"And  pray  remember  my  instructions,"  added  the  marquis, 
as  he  unfastened  the  loops  of  the  curtain. 

"You  may  be  perfectly  tranquil,  M.  l'Abbe."  The  heavy 
drapery,  as  it  fell,  completely  concealed  the  man  in  spectacles. 

The  princess  touched  the  bell;  some  moments  after,  the 
door  opened,  and  the  servant  announced  a  very  important 
personage  in  this  work. 

Dr.  Baleinier  was  about  fifty  years  of  age,  middling  size, 
rather  plump,  with  a  full  shining,  ruddy  countenance.  His 
gray  hair,  very  smooth  and  rather  long,  parted  by  a  straight 
line  in  the  middle,  fell  flat  over  his  temples.  He  had  retained 
the  fashion  of.  wearing  short,  black  silk  breeches,  perhaps 
because  he  had  a  well-formed  leg ;  his  garters  were  fastened 
with  small,  golden  buckles,  as  were  his  shoes  of  polished 
morocco  leather;  his  coat,  waistcoat,  and  cravat  were  black, 
which  gave  him  rather  a  clerical  appearance ;  his  sleek,  white 
hand  was  half  hidden  beneath  a  cambric  ruffle,  very  closely 
plaited;  on  the  whole,  the  gravity  of  his  costume  did  not 
seem  to  exclude  a  shade  of  foppery. 

His  face  was  acute  and  smiling;  his  small  gray  eye 
announced  rare  penetration  and  sagacity.  A  man  of  the 
world  and  a  man  of  pleasure,  a  delicate  epicure,  witty  in 
conversation,  polite  to  obsequiousness,  supple,  adroit,  insinu- 
ating, Baleinier  was  one  of  the  oldest  favorites  of  the  congre- 
gational set  of  the  Princess  de  Saint-Dizier.  Thanks  to  this 
powerful  support,  its  cause  unknown,  the  doctor,  who  had 
been  long  neglected,  in  spite  of  real  skill  and  incontestable 
merit,  found  "himself,  under  the  Restoration,  suddenly  pro- 
vided with  two  medical  sinecures  most  valuable,  and  soon 
after  with  numerous  patients.  We  must  add,  that,  once 
under  the  patronage  of  the  princess,  the  doctor  began 
scrupulously  to  observe  his  religious  duties;  he  communi- 
cated once  a  week,  with  great  publicity,  at  the  high  mass  in 
Saint  Thomas  Aquinas  Church. 

At  the  year's  end,  a  certain  class  of  patients,  led  by  the 
example  and  enthusiasm  of  Madame  de  Saint-Dizier's  fol- 
lowers, would  have  no  other  physician  than  Doctor  Baleinier, 
and   his   practice   was   now   increased    to   an   extraordinary 
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degree.  It  may  be  conceived  how  important  it  was  for  the 
order,  to  haw  amongst  its  ••plain  clothes  members"  one  of 
the  most  popular  practitioners  of  Paris. 

A    doctor    has    in    some    sort    a    priesthood    of    his    own. 

Admitted  at  all  hours  to  the  most  secret  intimacy  of  families, 

he  knows,  guesses,  and   is  able  to  effect  much.      Like  the 

priest,  in  short,  he  has  the  ear  of  the  sick  and  the  dying. 

-Now.  when  he  who  cares  for  the  health  of  the  body,  and  he 

who  takes  charge  of  the  health  of  the  soul,  understands  each 

other,   and    render   mutual    aid    for   the   advancement    of    a 

common  interest,  there  is  nothing  (with  certain  exceptions), 

which  they  may  not  extract  from  the  weakness  and  fears  of 

a  sick  man  at  the  last  gasp—  not  for  themselves   (the  laws 

forbid  it) — but  for  third  parties  belonging  more  or  less  to 

the  very  convenient  class  of  men  of  straw/  Doctor  Baleinier 

therefore  one  of  the  most  active  and  valuable  assistant 

members  of  the  Paris  Jesuits. 

When  he  entered  the  room,  he  hastened  to  kiss  the  prin- 
cess's hand  with  the  most  finished  gallantry. 
"Always  punctual,  my  dear  M.  Baleinier." 
"Always  eager  and  happy  to  attend  to  your  highness's 
orders.'1  Then  turning  towards  the  marquis,  whose  hand  he 
pressed  cordially,  he  added :  "Here  we  have  you  then  at  last. 
Do  you  know,  that  three  months'  absence  appears  verv  lono- 
to  your  friends?"  b 

"The  time  is  as  long  to  the  absent  as  to  those  who  remain, 
my  dear  doctor.  Well!  here  is  the  great  dav.  Mdlle.  de 
(  ardoville  is  coming." 

"I  am  not  quite  easy,"  said  the  princess;  "suppose  she 
had  any  suspicion  ?" 

"That's  impossible."  said  M.  Baleinier;  "we  are  the  best 
friends  in  the  world.  You  know,  that  Mdlle.  Adrienne  has 
always  had  great  confidence  in  me.  The  day  before  yester- 
day, we  laughed  a  good  deal,  and  as  I  made  some  observa- 
tions to  her,  as  usual,  on  her  eccentric  mode  of  life,  and  on 
•the  singular  state  of  excitement  in  which  I  sometimes  found 
her " 

"M.  Baleinier  never  fails  to  insist  on  these  circumstances, 
in  appearance  so  insignificant,"  said  Madame  de  Saint-Dizier 
to  the  marquis  with  a  meaning  look. 

''They  are  indeed  very  essential,"  replied  the  other. 

'Mdlle.  Adrienne  answered  my  observations,"  resumed 
:he  doctor,  "by  laughing  at  me  in  the  gayest  and  most  witty 
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manner ;  for  I  must  confess,  that  this  young  lady  has  one  ot 
the  aptest  and  most  accomplished  minds  I  know." 

"Doctor,  doctor!"  said  Madame  de  Saint-Dizier,  "no 
weakness !" 

Instead  of  answering  immediately,  M.  Baleinier  drew  his 
gold  snuff-box  from  his  waistcoat  pocket,  opened  it,  and  took 
slowly  a  pinch  of  snuff,  looking  all  the  time  at  the  princess 
with  so  significant  an  air,  that  she  appeared  quite  reassured. 
"Weakness,  madame?"  observed  he  at  last,  brushing  some 
grains  of  snuff  from  his  shirt-front  with  his  plump  white 
hand ;  "did  I  not  have  the  honor  of  volunteering  to  extricate 
you  from  this  embarrassment?" 

"And  you  are  the  only  person  in  the  world  that  could 
render  us  this  important  service,"  said  D'Aigrigny. 

"Your  highness  sees,  therefore,"  resumed  the  doctor, 
"that  I  am  not  likely  to  show  any  weakness.  I  perfectly 
understand  the  responsibility  of  what  I  undertake ;  but  such 
immense  interests,  you  told  me,  were  at  stake " 

"Yes,"  said  D'Aigrigny,  "interests  of  the  first  con- 
sequence." 

"Therefore  I  did  not  hesitate,"  proceeded  M.  Baleinier; 
"and  you  need  not  be  at  all  uneasy.  As  a  man  of  taste, 
accustomed  to  good  society,  allow  me  to  render  homage  to 
the  charming  qualities  of  Mdlle.  Adrienne ;  when  the  time 
for  action  comes,  you  will  find  me  quite  as  willing  to  do  my 
work." 

"Perhaps,  that  moment  may  be  nearer  than  we  thought," 
said  Madame  de  Saint-Dizier,  exchanging  a  glance  with 
D'Aigrigny. 

"I  am,  and  will  be,  always  ready,"  said  the  doctor.  "I 
answer  for  everything  that  concerns  myself.  I  wish  I  could 
be  as  tranquil  on  every  other  point." 

"Is  not  your  asylum  still  as  fashionable — as  an  asylum 
can  well  be?"  asked  Madame  de  Saint-Dizier,  with  a  half 
smile. 

"On  the  contrary.  I  might  almost  complain  of  having 
too  many  boarders.  It  is  not  that.  But,  whilst  we  are 
waiting  for  Mdlle.  Adrienne,  I  will  mention  another  subject, 
which  only  relates  to  her  indirectly,  for  it  concerns  the 
person  who  bought  Cardoville  Manor,  one  Madame  de  la 
Sainte-Colombe,  who  has  taken  me  for  a  doctor,  thanks  to 
Rodin's  able  management." 
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"True,*'  said  D'Aigrigny;  "Rodin  wrote  to  me  on  the 
subject — but  without  entering  into  details." 

"Tyhese  are  the  tacts,'"  resumed  the  doctor.  "This  Madame 
de  la  Sainte-Colombe,  who  was  at  first  considered  easy 
enough  to  lead,  has  shown  herself  very  refractory  on  the 
head  of  her  conversion.  Two  spiritual  directors  have  already 
renounced  the  task  of  saving  her  soul.  In  despair,  Rodin 
unslipped  little  Philippon  on  her.  He  is  adroit,  tenacious, 
and  above  all  patient  in  the  extreme — the  very  man  that  was 
wanted.  When  I  got  Madame  de  la  Sainte-Colombe  for  a 
patient,  Philippon  asked  my  aid,  which  he  was  naturally 
entitled  to.  We  agreed  upon  our  plan.  I  was  not  to  appear 
to  know  him  the  least  in  the  world;  and  he  was  to  keep  me 
informed  of  the  variations  in  the  moral  state  of  his  penitent, 
50  that  I  might  be  able,  by  the  use  of  very  inoffensive 
medicines — for  there  was  nothing  dangerous  in  the  illness — 
to  keep  my  patient  in  alternate  states  of  improvement  or  the 
reverse,  according  as  her  director  had  reason  to  be  satisfied 
or  displeased — so  that  he  might  say  to  her :  'You  see, 
madame,  you  are  in  the  good  way !  Spiritual  grace  acts  upon 
your  bodily  health,  and  you  are  already  better.  If,  on  the 
contrary,  you  fall  back  into  evil  courses,  you  feel  imme- 
diately some  physical  ail,  which  is  a  certain  proof  of  the 
powerful  influence  of  faith,  not  only  on  the  soul,  but  on  the 

ly  also?1  " 

"It  is  doubtless  painful,"  said  D'Aigrigny,  with  perfect 
coolness,  "to  be  obliged  to  have  recourse  to  such  means,  to 
rescue  perverse  souls  from  perdition — but  we  must  needs 
proportion  our  modes  of  action  to  the  intelligence  and  the 
character  of  the  individual." 

"By-the-bye,  the  princess  knows,"  resumed  the  doctor, 
"that  I  have  often  pursued  this  plan  at  St.  Mary's  Convent, 
to  the  great  advantage  of  the  soul's  peace  and  health  of  some 
of  our  patients  being  extremely  innocent.  These  alterna- 
tions never  exceed  the  difference  betwen  "pretty  well,"  and 
"not  quite  so  well."  Vet  small  as  are  the  variations,  they  act 
most  efficaciously  on  certain  minds.  It  was  thus  with 
Madame  de  la  Sainte-Colombe.  She  was  in  such  a  fair  way 
of  recovery,  both  moral  and  physical,  that  Rodin  thought 
night  get  Philippon  to  advise  the  country  for  his  penitent, 
fearing  that  Paris  air  might  occasion  a  relapse.  This  advice, 
added  to  the  desire  the  woman  had  to  play  'lady  of  the 
parish,'  induced  her  to  buy  Cardoville  Manor,  a  good  invest- 
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ment  in  any  respect.  But  yesterday,  unfortunate  Philippon 
came  to  tell  me,  that  Madame  de  la  Sainte-Colombe  was 
lbout  to  have  an  awful  relapse — moral,  of  course — for  her 
physical  health  is  now  desperately  good.  The  said  relapse 
appears  to  have  been  occasioned  by  an  interview  she  has 
had  with  one  Jacques  Dumoulin,  whom  they  tell  me  you 
know,  my  dear  abbe;  he  has  introduced  himself  to  her, 
nobody   can   guess   how." 

"This  Jacques  Dumoulin,"  said  the  marquis,  with  disgust, 
"is  one  of  those  men,  that  we  employ  while  we  despise.  He 
is  a  writer  full  of  gall,  envy,  and  hate,  qualities  that  give 
him  a  certain  unmercifully  cutting  eloquence.  We  pay  him 
largely  to  attack  our  enemies,  though  it  is  often  painful  to 
see  principles  we  respect  defended  by  such  a  pen.  For  this 
wretch  lives  like  a  vagabond — is  constantly  in  taverns — 
almost  always  intoxicated — but,  I  must  own,  his  power  of 
abuse  is  inexhaustible,  and  he  is  well  versed  in  the  most 
abstruse  theological  controversies,  so  that  he  is  sometimes 
very  useful  to  us." 

"Well!  though  Madame  de  la  Sainte-Colombe  is  hard 
upon  sixty,  it  appears  that  Dumoulin  has  matrimonial  views 
on  her  large  fortune.  You  will  do  well  to  inform  Rodin,  so 
that  he  may  be  on  his  guard  against  the  dark  designs  of 
this  rascal.  I  really  beg  a  thousand  pardons  for  having  so 
long  occupied  you  with  such  a  paltry  affair — but,  talking  of 
St.  Mary's  Convent,"  added  the  doctor,  addressing  the  prin- 
cess, "may  I  take  the  liberty  of  asking  if  your  highness  has 
been  there  lately?" 

The  princess  exchanged  a  rapid  glance  with  D'Aigrigny, 
and  answered :  "Oh,  let  me  see !  Yes,  I  was  there  about  a 
week  ago." 

"You  will  find  great  changes  then.  The  wall  that  was  next 
to  my  asylum  has  been  taken  down,  for  they  are  going 
to  build  a  new  wing  and  a  chapel,  the  old  one  being  too 
small.  I  must  say  in  praise  of  Mdlle.  Adrienne"  continued 
the  doctor  with  a  singular  smile  aside,  "that  she  promised 
me  a  copy  of  one  of  Raphael's  Madonnas  for  this  chapel." 

"Really?  very  appropriate!"  said  the  princess.  "But 
here  it  is  almost  noon,  and  M.  Tripeaud  has  not  come." 

"He  is  the  deputy-guardian  of  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville,  whose 
property  he  has  managed,  as  former  agent  of  the  count- 
duke,"  said  the  marquis,  with  evident  anxiety,  "and  his 
presence  here  is  absolutely  indispensable.     It   is  greatly  to 
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be  desired  that  his  coming  should  precede  that  of   Mdlle. 
ardoville,  who  may  be  here  at  any  moment." 

"It  is  unlucky  that  his  portrait  will  not  do  as  well,"  said 
the  doctor,  smiling  maliciously,  ami  drawing  a  small  pamphlet 
from  his  pocket. 

"What  is  that,  doctor?"  asked  the  princess. 

"'  >ne   of    those   anonymous   sheets,    which   are   published 

from  time  to  time.     It  is  called  the  'Scourge,'  and   Baron 

Tripeaud's  portrait  is  drawn  with  such  faithfulness,  that  it 

~es  to  be  satire.     It   is   really  quite  life-like;  you   have 

only  to  listen.    The  sketch  is  entitled:     'type  of  the  lvxx- 

cies.j 

"  'The  Baron  Tripeaud. — This  man,  who  is  as  basely 
humble  towards  his  social  superiors,  as  he  is  insolent  and 
coarse  to  those  who  depend  upon  him — is  the  living,  frightful 
incarnation  of  the  worst  portion  of  the  moneyed  and  com- 
mercial aristocracy — one  of  the  rich  and  cynical  speculators, 
without  heart,  faith  or  conscience,  who  would  speculate  for 
a  rise  or  fall  on  the  death  of  his  mother,  if  the  death  of  his 
mother  could  influence  the  price  of  stocks. 

"  'Such  persons  have  all  the  odious  vices  of  men  suddenly 
elevated,  not  like  those  whom  honest  and  patient  labor  has 
nobly  enriched,  but  like  those  who  owe  their  wealth  to 
some  blind  caprice  of  fortune,  or  some  lucky  cast  of  the  net 
in  the  miry  waters  of  stock- jobbing. 

"  'Once  up  in  the  world,  they  hate  the  people — because 
the  people  remind  them  of  a  mushroom  origin  of  which  they 
are  ashamed.  Without  pity  for  the  dreadful  misery  of  the 
masses,  they  ascribe  it  wholly  to  idleness  or  debauchery. 
because  this  calumny  forms  an  excuse  for  their  barbarous 
selfishness. 

'  'And  this  is  not  all.  On  the  strength  of  his  well-filled 
safe,  mounted  on  his  right  of  the  candidate.  Baron  Tripeaud 
insults  the  poverty  and  political  disfranchisement — 

1  'Of  the  officer,  who,  after  forty  years  of  wars  and  hard 
service,  is  just  able  to  live  on  a  scanty  pension — 

•  the  magistrate,  who  has  consumed  his  strength  in 
the  discharge  of  stern  and  sad  duties,  and  who  is  not  better 
remunerated  in  his  latter  days — 

'  'Of  the  learned  man  who  has  made  his  country  illustri- 
ous by  useful  labors:  or  the  professor  who  has  initiated 
entire  generations  in  the  various  branches  of  human  knowl- 
edge— 
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"  'Of  the  modest  and  virtuous  country  curate,  the  pure 
representative  of  the  gospel,  in  its  charitable,  fraternal,  and 
democratic  tendencies,  etc. 

"  'In  such  a  state  of  things,  how  should  our  shoddy  baron 
of  in-dust-ry  not  feel  the  most  soverign  contempt  for  all 
that  stupid  mob  of  honest  folk,  who,  having  given  to  their 
country  their  youth,  their  mature  age,  their  blood,  their 
intelligence,  their  learning,  see  themselves  deprived  of  the 
rights  which  he  enjoys,  because  he  has  gained  a  million  by 
unfair  and  illegal  transactions  ? 

"  'It  is  true,  that  your  optimists  say  to  these  pariahs  of 
civilization,  whose  proud  and  noble  poverty  cannot  be  too 
much  revered  and  honored:  "Buy  an  estate  and  you  too 
may  be  electors  and  candidates !" 

"  'But  to  come  to  the  biography  of  our  worthy  baron — • 
Andrew  Tripeaud,  the  son  of  an  ostler,  at  a  roadside 
inn ' " 

At  this  instant  the  folding-doors  were  thrown  open,  and 
the  valet  announced  :     "The  Baron  Tripeaud !" 

Dr.  Baleinier  put  his  pamphlet  into  his  pocket,  made  the 
most  cordial  bow  to  the  financier,  and  even  rose  to  give  him 
his  hand.  The  baron  entered  the  room,  overwhelming  every 
one  with  salutations.  "I  have  the  honor  to  attend  the  orders 
of  your  highness  the  princess.  She  knows  that  she  may 
always  count  upon  me." 

"I  do  indeed  rely  upon  you,  M.  Tripeaud,  and  particularly 
under  present  circumstances." 

"If  the  intentions  of  your  highness  the  princess  are  still 
the  same  with  regard  to  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville " 

"They  are  still  the  same,  M.  Tripeaud,  and  we  meet  to-day 
on  that  subject." 

"Your  highness  may  be  assured  of  my  concurrence,  as, 
indeed,  I  have  already  promised.  I  think  that  the  greatest 
severity  must  at  length  be  employed,  and  that  even  if  it 
were  necessary " 

"That  is  also  our  opinion,"  said  the  marquis,  hastily 
making  a  sign  to  the  princess,  and  glancing  at  the  place 
where  the  man  in  spectacles  was  hidden ;  "we  are  all  perfectly 
in  harmony.  Still,  we  must  not  leave  any  point  doubtful,  for 
the  sake  of  the  young  lady  herself,  whose  interests  alone 
guides  us  in  this  affair.  We  must  draw  out  her  sincerity 
by  every  possible  means." 

"Mademoiselle  has  just  arrived   from  the  summer-house 
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and  wishes  to  see  your  highness,"  said  the  valet,  again  enter- 
ing, after  having  knocked  at  the  door. 

"Say  that  1  wait  for  her.'*  answered  the  princess:  "and 
now  I  am  at  home  to  no  one — without  exception.  You  under- 
stand me;  absolutely  to  no  one." 

Thereupon,  approaching  the  curtain  behind  which  the  man 
concealed.   Mine,  de  Saint-Dizier  gave  him  the  cue — 
after  which  she  returned  to  her  seat. 

It  is  singular,  but  during  the  short  space  which  preceded 
Axirienne's  arrival,  the  different  actors  in  this  scene  appeared 
uneasy  and  embarrassed,  as  if  they  had  a  vague  fear  of  hei 
coming.  In  about  a  minute,  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville  entered 
the  presence  of  her  aunt. 


CHAPTER  XXXIX. 

THE   SKIRMISH. 

On  entering,  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville  threw  down  upon  a 
chair  the  gray  beaver  hat  she  had  worn  to  cposs  the  garden, 
and  displayed  her  fine  golden  hair,  falling  on  either  side  of 
her  face  in  long,  light  ringlets,  and  twisted  in  a  broad  knot 
behind  her  head.  She  presented  herself  without  boldness, 
but  with  perfect  ease :  her  countenance  was  gay  and  smiling ; 
her  large  black  eyes  appeared  even  more  brilliant  than  usual. 
When  she  perceived  Abbe  d'Aigrigny,  she  started  in  surprise, 
and  her  rosy  lips  were  just  touched  with  a  mocking  smile. 

After  nodding  graciously  to  the  doctor,  she  passed  Baron 
Tripeaud  by  without  looking  at  him.  and  saluted  the  princess 
with  stately  obeisance,  in  the  most  fashionable  style. 

Though  the  walk  and  bearing  of  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville 
were  extremely  elegant,  and  full  of  propriety  and  truly 
feminine  grace,  there  was  about  her  an  air  of  resolution  and 
independence  by  no  means  common  in  women,  and  particu- 
larly in  girls  of  her  age.  Her  movements,  without  being 
ibrupt,  bore  no  traces  of  restraint,  stiffness,  or  formality. 
They  were  frank  and  free  as  her  character,  full  of  life, 
:h.  and  freshness ;  and  one  could  easily  divine  that  so 
ant,  straightforward,  and  decided  a  nature  had  never 
>een  able  to  conform  itself  to  the  rules  of  an  affected  rigor. 

Strangely  enough,  though  he  was  a  man  of  the  world,  a 


330  THE    WANDERING    JEW 

man  of  great  talent,  a  churchman  distinguished  for  his 
eloquence,  and,  above  all,  a  person  of  influence  and  authority, 
Marquis  d'Aigrigny  experienced  an  involuntary,  incredible, 
almost  painful  uneasiness,  in  presence  of  Adrienne  de  Cardo- 
ville.  He — generally  so  much  the  master  of  himself,  so 
accustomed  to  exercise  great  power — who  (in  the  name  of 
his  Order)  had  often  treated  with  crowned  heads  on  the 
footing  of  an  equal,  felt  himself  abashed  and  lowered  in  the 
presence  of  this  girl,  as  remarkable  for  her  frankness  as  for 
her  biting  irony.  Now,  as  men  who  are  accustomed  to 
impose  their  will  upon  others  generally  hate  those  who,  far 
from  submitting  to  their  influence,  hamper  it  and  make 
sport  of  them,  it  was  no  great  degree  of  affection  that  the 
marquis  bore  towards  the  Princess  de  Saint-Dizier's  niece. 

For  a  long  time  past,  contrary  to  his  usual  habit,  he  had 
ceased  to  try  upon  Adrienne  that  fascinating  address  to 
which  he  had  often  owed  an  irresistible  charm ;  towards  her 
he  had  become  dry,  curt,  serious,  taking  refuge  in  that  icy 
sphere  of  haughty  dignity  and  rigid  austerity  which  com- 
pletely hid  all  those  amiable  qualities  with  which  he  was 
endowed,  and  of  which,  in  general,  he  made  such  efficient 
use.  Adrienne  was  much  amused  at  all  this,  and  thereby 
showed  her  imprudence — for  the  most  vulgar  motives  often 
engender  the  most  implacable  hatreds. 

From  these  preliminary  observations,  the  reader  will 
understand  the  divers  sentiments  and  interests  which  ani- 
mated the  different  actors  in  the  following  scene. 

Madame  de  Saint-Dizier  was  seated  in  a  large  arm-chair 
by  one  side  of  the  hearth.  Marquis  d'Aigrigny  was  standing 
before  the  fire.  Dr.  Baleinier  seated  near  a  bureau,  was 
again  turning  over  the  leaves  of  Baron  Tripeaud's  biography, 
whilst  the  baron  appeared  to  be  very  attentively  examining 
one  of  the  pictures  of  sacred  subjects  suspended  from  the 
wall. 

"You  sent  for  me,  aunt,  to  talk  upon  matters  of  impor- 
tance ?"  said  Adrienne,  breaking  the  silence  which  had  reigned 
in  the  reception-room  since  her  entrance. 

"Yes,  madame,"  answered  the  princess,  with  a  cold  and 
severe  mien ;  "upon  matters  of  the  gravest  importance." 

"I  am  at  your  service,  aunt.  Perhaps  we  had  better 
walk  into  your  library?" 

"It  is  not  necessary.  We  can  talk  here."  Then,  address- 
ing the  marquis,  the  doctor,  and  the  baron,  she  said  to  them, 
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''Pray,  be  seated,  gentlemen,"  and  they  all  took  their  place? 
round  the  table. 

"How  can  the  subject  of  our  interview  interest  these 
gentlemen,  aunt?"  asked  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville,  with  surprise. 

"These  gentlemen  are  old  family  friends;  all  that  con- 
cerns you  must  interest  them,  and  their  advice  ought  to  be 
heard  and  accepted  by  you  with  respect." 

"I  have  no  doubt,  aunt,  of  the  bosom  friendship  of  M. 
d'Aigrigny  for  our  family:  I  have  still  less  of  the  profound 
and  disinterested  devotion  of  M.  Tripeaud ;  M.  Baleinier 
ne  of  my  old  friends ;  still,  before  accepting  these  gentle- 
men as  spectators,  or,  if  you  will,  as  confidants  of  our  inter- 
view, I  wish  to  know  what  we  are  going  to  talk  of  before 
them." 

"I  thought  that,  among  your  many  singular  pretensions, 
you  had  at  least  those  of  frankness  and  courage." 

"Really,  aunt,"  said  Adrienne,  smiling  with  mock  hu- 
mility, "I  have  no  more  pretensions  to  frankness  and  courage 
than  you  have  to  sincerity  and  goodness.  Let  us  admit, 
once  for  all,  that  we  are  what  we  are — without  pretension." 

"Be  it  so,"  said  Madame  de  Saint-Dizier,  in  a  dry  tone; 
"I  have  long  been  accustomed  to  the  freaks  of  your  inde- 
pendent spirit.  I  suppose,  then,  that,  courageous  and  frank 
is  you  say  you  are,  you  will  not  be  afraid  to  speak  before 
such  grave  and  respectable  persons  as  these  gentlemen  what 
you  would  speak  to  me  alone?" 

"Is  it  a  formal  examination  that  I  am  to  submit  to?  if  so, 
upon  what  subject?" 

"It  is  not  an  examination :  but,  as  I  have  a  right  to  watch 
over  you,  and  as  you  take  advantage  of  my  weak  compliance 
with  your  caprices,  I  mean  to  put  an  end  to  what  has 
lasted  too  long,  and  tell  you  my  irrevocable  resolutions  for 
the  future,  in  presence  of  friends  of  the  family.  And,  first, 
you  have  hitherto  had  a  very  false  and  imperfect  notion  of 
my  i  lower  over  you." 

"I  assure  you,  aunt,  that  I  have  never  had  any  notion, 
t-rue  or  false,  on  the  subject — for  I  have  never  even  dream* 
about  it." 

"That  is  my  own  fault;  for,  instead  of  yielding  to  your 
fancies.  I  should  have  made  you  sooner  feel  my  authority; 
but  the  moment  has  come  to  submit  yourself;  the  severe 
censures  of  my  friends  have  enlightened  me  in  time.  Your 
character  is  self-willed,  independent,  stubborn  ;  it  must  change 
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— either'  by  fair  means  or  by  force,  understand  me,  it  shall 
change." 

At  these  words,  pronounced  harshly  before  strangers, 
with  a  severity  which  did  not  seem  at  all  justified  by  circum- 
stances, Adrienne  tossed  her  head  proudly ;  but,  restraining 
herself,  she  answered  with  a  smile:  "You  say,  aunt,  that 
I  shall  change.  I  should  not  be  astonished  at  it.  We  hear 
of  such  odd  conversions." 

The  princess  bit  her  lips. 

"A  sincere  conversion  can  never  be  called  odd,  as  you 
term  it,  madame,"  said  Abbe  d'Aigrigny,  coldly.  "It  is,  on 
the  contrary,  meritorious,  and  forms  an  excellent  example." 

"Excellent?"  answered  Adrienne:  "that  depends!  For 
instance,  what  if  one  converts  defects  into  vices?" 

"What  do  you  mean,  madame?"  cried  the  princess. 

"I  am  speaking  of  myself,  aunt;  you  reproach  me  of  being 
independent  and  resolute — suppose  I  were  to  become  hypo- 
critical and  wicked?  In  truth,  I  prefer  keeping  my  dear 
little  faults,  which  I  love  like  spoiled  children.  I  know 
what  I  am ;  I  do  not  know  what  I  might  be." 

"But  you  must  acknowledge,  Mdlle.  Adrienne,"  said 
Baron  Tripeaud,  with  a  self-conceited  and  sententious  air, 
"that  a  conversion " 

"I  believe,"  said  Adrienne,  disdainfully,  "that  M.  Tripeaud 
is  well  versed  in  the  conversion  of  all  sorts  of  property  into 
aH  sorts  of  profit,  by  all  sorts  of  means — but  he  knows 
nothing  of  this  matter." 

"But,  madame,"  resumed  the  financier,  gathering  courage 
from  a  glance  of  the  princess,  "you  forget  that  I  have  the 
honor  to  be  your  deputy  guardian,  and  that " 

"It  is  true  that  M.  Tripeaud  has  that  honor,"  said  Adri- 
enne, with  still  more  haughtiness,  and  not  even  looking  at 
the  baron ;  "I  could  never  tell  exactly  why.  But  as  it  is 
not  now  the  time  to  guess  enigmas,  I  wish  to  know,  aunt, 
the  object  and  the  end  of  this  meeting?" 

"You  shall  be  satisfied,  madame.  I  will  explain  myself 
in  a  very  clear  and  precise  manner.  You  shall  know  the 
plan  of  conduct  that  you  will  have  henceforth  to  pursue; 
and  if  you  refuse  to  submit  thereto,  with  the  obedience  and 
respect  that  is  due  to  my  orders,  I  shall  at  once  see  what 
course  to  take." 

It  is  impossible  to  give  an  idea  of  the  imperious  tone  and 
stern  look  of  the  princess,  as  she  pronounced  these  words, 
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which  were  calculated  to  startle  a  girl,  until  now  accustomed 
to  live  in  a  great  measure  as  she  pleased:  yet,  contrary  per- 
haps to  the  expectation  of  Madame  de  Saint-Dizier,  instead 
of  answering  impetuously,  Adrienne  looked  her  full  in  the 
face,  and  said,  laughing:  "This  is  a  perfect  declaration  of 
war.     It's  becoming  very  amusing." 

"We  are  not  talking  of  declarations  of  war,"  said  the 
Abbe  d'Aigrigny,  harshly,  as  if  offended  by  the  expressions 
of  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville. 

"Now,  M.  I'Abbe  !"  returned  Adrienne,  "for  an  old  colonel, 
you  are  really  too  severe  upon  a  jest ! — you  are  so  much 
indebted  to  'war,'  which  gave  you  a  French  regiment  after 
fighting  so  long  against  France — in  order  to  learn,  of  course, 
the  strength  and  the  weakness  of  her  enemies." 

On  these  words,  which  recalled  painful  remembrances,  the 
marquis  colored ;  he  was  going  to  answer,  but  the  princess 
exclaimed:  "Really,  madame,  your  behavior  is  quite  intol- 
erable!" 

"Well,  aunt,  I  acknowledge  I  was  wrong.  I  ought  not  to 
have  said  this  is  very  amusing — for  it  is  not  so,  at  all ;  but 
it  is  at  least  very  curious — and  perhaps,"  added  the  young 
girl,  after  a  moment's  silence,  "perhaps  very  audacious — 
and  audacity  pleases  me.  As  we  are  upon  this  subject,  and 
you  talk  of  a  plan  of  conduct  to  which  I  must  conform 
myself,  under  pain  of  (interrupting  herself) — under  pain  of 
what.  I  should  like  to  know,  aunt?" 

"You  shall  know.     Proceed." 

"I   will,  in  the  presence  of  these  gentlemen,  also  declare, 

in  a  very  plain  and  precise  manner,  the  determination  that  1 

have  come  to.     As  it  required  some  time  to  prepare  for  its 

execution.  I  have  not  spoken  of  it  sooner,  for  you  know  I  am 

in  the  habit  of  saying,  'I  will  do  so  and  so!'  but  I  do  it." 

"Certainly;  and  it  is  just  this  habit  of  culpable  independ- 
ence of  which  you  must  break  yourself." 

"Well,  I  had  intended  only  to  inform  you  of  my  determi- 
nation at  a  later  period  ;  but  I  cannot  resist  the  pleasure  of 
doing  so  to-day,  you  seem  so  well  disposed  to  hear  and 
receive  it.  Still,  I  would  beg  of  you  to  speak  first:  it  may 
just  so  happen,  that  our  views  are  precisely  the  same." 

"I  like  better  to  see  you  thus,"  said  the  princess.  "I 
acknowledge  at  least  the  courage  of  your  pride,  and  your 
defiance  of  ali  authority.  You  speak  of  audacity — yours  is 
indeed  great." 
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"I  am  at  least  decided  to  do  that  which  others  in  their 
weakness  dare  not — but  which  I  dare.  This,  I  hope,  is  clear 
and  precise." 

"Very  clear,  very  precise,"  said  the  princess,  exchanging 
a  glance  of  satisfaction  with  the  other  actors  in  this  scene. 
"The  positions  being  thus  established,  matters  will  be  much 
simplified.  I  have  only  to  give  you  notice,  in  your  own 
interest,  that  this  is  a  very  serious  affair — much  more  so  than 
you  imagine — and  that  the  only  way  to  dispose  me  to  indul- 
gence, is  to  substitute,  for  the  habitual  arrogance  and  irony  of' 
your  language,  the  modesty  and  respect  becoming  a  young 
lady." 

Adrienne  smiled,  but  made  no  reply.  Some  moments  of 
silence,  and  some  rapid  glances  exchanged  between  the  prin- 
cess and  her  three  friends,  showed  that  these  encounters, 
more  or  less  brilliant  in  themselves,  were  to  be  followed  by 
a  serious  combat. 

Mdlle.  de  Cardoville  had  too  much  penetration  and  saga- 
city, not  to  remark,  that  the  Princess  de  Saint-Dizier  at- 
tached the  greatest  importance  to  this  decisive  interview. 
But  she  could  not  understand  how  her  aunt  could  hope  to 
impose  her  absolute  will  upon  her:  the  threat  of  coercive 
measures  appearing  with  reason  a  mere  ridiculous  menace. 
Yet,  knowing  the  vindictive  character  of  her  aunt,  the  secret 
power  at  her  disposal,  and  the  terrible  vengeance  she  had 
sometimes  exacted — reflecting,  moreover,  that  men  in  the 
position  of  the  marquis  and  the  doctor  would  not  have  come 
to  attend  this  interview  without  some  weighty  motive — the 
young  lady  paused  for  a  moment  before  she  plunged  into 
the  strife. 

But  soon,  the  very  presentiment  of  some  vague  danger, 
far  from  weakening  her,  gave  her  new  courage  to  brave  the 
worst,  to  exaggerate,  if  that  were  possible,  the  independence 
of  her  ideas,  and  uphold,  come  what  might,  the  determina- 
tion that  she  was  about  to  signify  to  the  Princess  de  Saint- 
Dizier.  

CHAPTER  XL. 

THE    REVOLT. 

"Madame,"  said  the  princess  to  Adrienne  de  Cardoville, 
in  a  cold,  severe  tone,  "I  owe  it  to  myself,  as  well  as  to  these 
gentlemen,  to  recapitulate,  in  a  few  words,  the  events  that 
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have  taken  place  for  some  time  past.     Six  months  ago,  at 
the  end  of  the  mourning  for  your  father,  you,  being  eighteen 
years  old,  asked  for  the  management  of  your  fortune,  and 
for  emancipation   from  control.     Unfortunately,   1   had  the 
weakness   to   consent.      You   quitted   the   house,   and    estab- 
lished yourself  in  the  extension,  far  from  all  superintendence. 
Then  began  a  train  of  expenditures,  each  one  more  extrava- 
gant than  the  last.     Instead  of  being  satisfied  with  one  or 
two  waiting-women,  taken  from  that  class  from  which  they 
are  generally  selected,  you  chose  governesses  for  lady-com- 
panions, whom  you  dressed  in  the  most  ridiculous  and  costly 
fashion.     It  is  true,  that,  in  the  solitude  of  your  pavilion, 
you  yourself  chose  to  wear,  one  after  another,  costumes  of 
different    ages.      Your    foolish    fancies    and    unreasonable 
whims  have  been  without  end  and  without  limit :  not  only 
have  you  never  fulfilled  your  religious  duties,  but  you  have 
actually  had  the  audacity  to  profane  one  of  your  rooms,  by 
rearing  in  the  centre  of  it  a  species  of  pagan  altar,  on  which 
is  a  group  in  marble  representing  a  youth  and  a  girl" — the 
princess  uttered  these  words  as  if  they  would  burn  her  lips 
— "a  work  of  art,  if  you  will,  but  a  work  in  the  highest 
degree  unsuitable  to  a  person  of  your  age.     You  pass  whole 
days  entirely  secluded  in  your  pavilion,  refusing  to  see  any 
one;  and  Dr.  Baleinier,  the  only  one  of  my  friends  in  whom 
von  seem  to  have  retained  some  confidence,  having  succeeded 
by  much  persuasion  in  gaining  admittance,  has   frequently 
found  you  in  so  very  excited  a  state,  that  he  has  felt  seriously 
uneasy  with  regard  to  your  health.    You  have  always  insisted 
on  going  out  alone,  without  rendering  any  account  of  your 
actions  to  any  one.     You  have  taken  delight   in  opposing, 
in  every  possible  way,  your  will  to  my  authority.     Is  all  this 
true?" 

"The  picture  of  my  past  is  not  much  flattered,"  said 
\drienne,  smiling,  "but  it  is  not  altogether  unlike." 

"So  you  admit,  madame,"  said  Abbe  d'Aigrigny.  laying 
stress  on  his  words,  "that  all  the  facts  stated  by  your  aunt 
ire  scrupulously  true?" 

Every  eye  was  turned  towards  Adrienne,  as  if  her  answer 
vould  be  of  extreme  importance. 

"Yes,  M.  I' Abbe,"  said  she;  "I  live  openly  enough  to 
"ender  this  question  superfluous." 

"These  facts  are  therefore  admitted,"  said  Abbe  d'Aigrig- 
»y,  turning  towards  the  doctor  and  the  baron. 
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"These  facts  are  completely  established,"  said  M.  Tri- 
peaud,  in  a  pompous  voice. 

"Will  you  tell  me,  aunt,"  asked  Adrienne.  "what  is  the? 
good  of  this  long  preamble?" 

"This  long  preamble,  madame,"  resumed  the  princess  with 
dignity,  "exposes  the  past  in  order  to  justify  the  future." 

"Really,  aunt,  such  mysterious  proceedings  are  a  little  in 
the  style  of  the  answers  of  the  Cumaean  Sybil.  They  must 
be  intended  to  cover  something  formidable." 

"Perhaps,  mademoiselle — for  to  certain  characters  noth- 
ing is  so  formidable  as  duty  and  obedience.  Your  character 
is  one  of  those  inclined  to  revolt " 

"I  freely  acknowledge  it,  aunt — and  it  will  always  be  so, 
until  duty  and  obedience  come  to  me  in  a  shape  that  I  can 
respect  and  love." 

"Whether  you  respect  and  love  my  orders  or  not, 
madame,"  said  the  princess,  in  a  curt,  harsh  voice,  "you 
will,  from  to-day,  from  this  moment,  learn  to  submit  blindly 
and  absolutely  to  my  will.  In  one  word,  you  will  do  nothing 
without  my  permission :  it  is  necessary,  I  insist  upon  it,  and 
so  I  am  determined  it  shall  be." 

Adrienne  looked  at  her  aunt  for  a  second,  and  then  burst 
into  so  free  and  sonorous  a  laugh,  that  it  rang  for  quite  a 
time  through  the  vast  apartment.  D'Aigrigny  and  Baron 
Tripeaud  started  in  indignation.  The  princess  looked 
angrily  at  her  niece.  The  doctor  raised  his  eyes  to  heaven, 
and  clasped  his  hands  over  his  waistcoat  with  a  sanctimonious 
sigh. 

"Madame,"  said  Abbe  d'Aigrigny,  "such  fits  of  laughter 
are  highly  unbecoming.  Your  aunt's  words  are  serious,  and 
deserve  a  different  reception." 

"Oh,  sir !"  said  Adrienne,  recovering  herself,  "it  is  not 
my  fault  if  I  laugh.  How  can  I  maintain  my  gravity,  when 
I  hear  my  aunt  talking  of  blind  submission  to  her  orders? 
Is  the  swallow,  accustomed  to  fly  upwards  and  enjoy  the 
sunshine,  fledged  to  live  with  the  mole  in  darkness?" 

At  this  answer,  D'Aigrigny  affected  to  stare  at  the  other 
members  of  this  kind  of  family  council  with  blank  astonish- 
ment. 

"A  swallow?  what  does  she  mean?"  asked  the  abbe  of 
the  baron  making  a  sign,  which  the  latter  understood. 

"I  do  not  know,"  answered  Tripeaud,  staring  in  his  turn 
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at  the  doctor.     "She  spoke  too  of  a  mole.     It  is  quite  un- 
heard-of — incomprehensible." 

"Ami  so,  madame."  said  the  princess,  appearing  to  share  in 
the  surprise  of  the  others,  "this  is  the  reply  that  you  make 
to  me?" 

"Certainly."  answered  Adrienne,  astonished  herself  that 
they  should  pretend  not  to  understand  the  simile  of  which 
she  had  made  use,  accustomed  as  she  was  to  speak  in 
figurative  language. 

"Come,  come,  madame,"  said  Dr.  Baleinier,  smiling  good- 
humoredly,  "we  must  be  indulgent.  My  dear  Mdlle.  Adri- 
enne has  naturally  so  uncommon  and  excitable  a  nature ! 
She  is  really  the  most  charming  mad  woman  I  know;  I  have 
told  her  so  a  hundred  times,  in  my  position  of  an  old 
friend,  which  allows  such  freedom." 

"I  can  conceive  that  your  attachment  makes  you  indulgent 
— but  it  is  not  the  less  true,  doctor,"  said  D'Aigrigny,  as  if 
reproaching  him  for  taking  the  part  of  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville, 
"that  such  answers  to  serious  questions  are  most 
extravagant." 

"  The  evil  is,  that  mademoiselle  does  not  seem  to  compre- 
hend the  serious  nature  of  this  conference,"  said  the  prin- 
cess, harshly.  "She  will  perhaps  understand  it  better  when 
I  have  given  her  my  orders." 

"Let  us  hear  these  orders,  aunt,"  replied  Adrienne,  as, 
seated  on  the  other  side  of  the  table,  opposite  to  the  princess, 
she  leaned  her  small,  dimpled  chin  in  the  hollow  of  her  pretty 
hand,  with  an  air  of  graceful  mockery,  charming  to  behold. 

"From  to-morrow  forward,"  resumed  the  princess,  "you 
will  quit  the  summer-house  which  you  at  present  inhabit, 
you  will  discharge  your  women,  and  come  and  occupy  two 
rooms  in  this  house,  to  which  there  will  be  no  access  except 
through  my  apartment.  You  will  never  go  out  alone.  You 
will  accompany  me  to  the  services  of  the  church.  Your 
emancipation  terminates,  in  consequence  of  your  prodigality 
duly  proven.  I  will  take  charge  of  all  your  expenses,  even 
to  the  ordering  of  your  clothes,  so  that  you  may  be  properly 
and  modestly  dressed.  Until  your  majority  (which  will  be 
indefinitely  postponed,  by  means  of  the  intervention  of  a 
t'amily-council),  you  will  have  no  money  at  your  own 
osal.     Such  is  my  resolution." 

'And   certainly   your   resolution   can   only   be   applauded, 
nadame,"    said    Baron    Tripeaud ;    "we   can    but    encourage 
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you  to  show  the  greatest  firmness,  for  such  disorders  must 
have  an  end." 

"It  is  more  than  time  to  put  a  stop  to  such  scandal," 
added  the  abbe. 

"Eccentricity  and  exhaltation  of  temperament — may  ex- 
cuse many  things,"  ventured  to  observe  the  smooth-tongued 
doctor. 

"No  doubt,"  replied  the  princess  dryly  to  Baleinier,  who 
played  his  part  to  perfection ;  "but  then,  doctor,  the  requisite 
measures  must  be  taken  with  such  characters." 

Madame  de  Saint-Dizier  had  expressed  herself  in  a  firm 
and  precise  manner ;  she  appeared  convinced  of  the  possi- 
bility of  putting  her  threats  into  execution.  M.  Tripeaud 
and  D'Aigrigny  had  just  now  given  their  full  consent  to 
the  words  of  the  princess.  Adrienne  began  to  perceive 
that  something  very  serious  was  in  contemplation,  and  her 
gayety  was  at  once  replaced  by  an  air  of  bitter  irony  and 
offended  independence. 

She  rose  abruptly,  and  colored  a  little ;  her  rosy  nostrils 
dilated,  her  eyes  flashed  fire,  and,  as  she  raised  her  head, 
she  gently  shook  the  fine,  wavy  golden  hair,  with  a  movement 
of  pride  that  was  natural  to  her.  After  a  moment's  silence, 
«he  said  to  her  aunt  in  a  cutting  tone:  "You  have  spoken 
of  the  past,  madame ;  I  also  will  speak  a  few  words  con- 
cerning it,  since  you  force  me  to  do  so,  though  I  may  regret 
the  necessity.  I  quitted  your  dwelling,  because  it  was  im- 
possible for  me  to  live  longer  in  this  atmosphere  of  dark 
hypocrisy  and  black  treachery." 

"Madame,"  said  D'Aigrigny,  "such  words  are  as  violent 
as  they  are  unreasonable." 

"Since  you  interrupt  me,  sir,"  said  Adrienne,  hastily,  as 
she  fixed  her  eyes  on  the  abbe,  "tell  me  what  examples  did 
I  meet  with  in  my  aunt's  house?" 

"Excellent,  examples,  madame." 

"Excellent,  sir?  Was  it  because  I  saw  there,  every  day; 
her  conversion  keep  pace  with  your  own?" 

"Madame,  you  forget  yourself !"  cried  the  princess, 
becoming  pale  with  rage. 

"Madame,  I  do  not  forget — I  remember,  like  other  people; 
that  is  all.  I  had  no  relation  of  whom  I  could  ask  an  asylum. 
I  wished  to  live  alone.  I  wished  to  enjoy  my  revenues — 
because  I  chose  rather  to  spend  them  myself,  than  to  see 
them  wasted  by  M.  Tripeaud." 
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"Madame,"  cried  the  baron,  "I  cannot  imagine  how  you 
can  presume " 

"Sir!"  said  Adrienne,  reducing  him  to  silence  by  a  gesture 
of  overwhelming  lordliness,  "'I  speak  of  you — not  to  you.  I 
wished  to  spend  my  income,"  she  continued,  "according  to 
my  own  tastes.  I  embellished  the  retreat  that  I  had  chosen. 
Instead  of  ugly,  ill-taught  servants,  I  selected  girls,  pretty 
and  well  brought  up,  though  poor.  Their  education  forbade 
their  being  subjected  to  any  humiliating  servitude,  though  I 
have  endeavored  to  make  their  situation  easy  and  agreeable. 
They  do  not  serve  me,  but  render  me  service — I  pay  them, 
but  I  am  obliged  to  them — nice  distinctions  that  your  high- 
ness will  not  understand,  I  know.  Instead  of  seeing  them 
badly  or  ungracefully  dressed,  I  have  given  them  clothes 
that  suit  their  charming  faces  well,  because  I  like  whatever 
is  young  and  fair.  Whether  I  dress  myself  one  way  or  the 
other,  concerns  only  my  looking-glass.  I  go  out  alone,  be- 
cause I  like  to  follow  my  fancy.  I  do  not  go  to  mass — but, 
if  I  had  still  a  mother,  I  would  explain  to  her  my  devotions, 
and  she  would  kiss  me  none  the  less  tenderly.  It  is  true, 
that  I  have  raised  a  pagan  altar  to  youth  and  beauty,  because 
I  adore  God  in  all  that  He  has  made  fair  and  good,  noble 
and  grand — because,  morn  and  evening,  my  heart  repeats 
the  fervent  and  sincere  prayer:  'Thanks,  my  Creator! 
thanks!' — Your  highness  says  that  M.  Baleinier  has  often 
found  me  in  my  solitude,  a  prey  to  a  strange  excitement: 
yes,  it  is  true ;  for  it  is  then  that,  escaping  in  thought  from 
all  that  renders  the  present  odious  and  painful  to  me,  I  find 
refuge  in  the  future — it  is  then  that  magical  horizons  spread 
far  before  me — it  is  then  that  such  splendid  visions  appear 
to  me,  as  make  me  feel  myself  rapt  in  a  sublime  and  heavenly 
ecstasy,  as  if  I  no  longer  appertained  to  earth!" 

As  Adrienne  pronounced  these  last  words  with  enthusiasm, 
her  countenance  appeared  transfigured,  so  resplendent  did 
it  become.  In  that  moment,  she  had  lost  sight  of  all  that 
surrounded  her. 

"It  is  then,"  she  resumed,  with  spirit  soaring  higher  and 
higher,  "that  I  breathe  a  pure  air,  reviving  and  free — yes, 
free — above  all,  free — and  so  salubrious,  so  grateful  to  the 
soul! — Yes,  instead  of  seeing  my  sisters  painfully  submit  to 
:lfish,  humiliating,  brutal  dominion,  which  entails  upon 
them  the  seductive  vices  of  slavery,  the  graceful  fraud,  the 
enchanting  perfidy,   the  caressing   falsehood,   the  contempt- 
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uous  resignation,  the  hateful  obedience — I  behold  them,  my 
noble  sisters!  worthy  and  sincere  because  they  are  free, 
faithful  and  devoted  because  they  have  liberty  to  choose — 
neither  imperious  nor  base,  because  they  have  no  master  to 
govern  or  to  flatter — cherished  and  respected,  because  they 
can  withdraw  from  a  disloyal  hand  their  hand,  loyally  be- 
stowed. Oh,  my  sisters!  my  sisters!  I  feel  it.  These  are 
not  merely  consoling  visions — they  are  sacred  hopes." 

Carried  away,  in  spite  of  herself,  by  the  excitement  of 
her  feelings,  Adrienne  paused  for  a  moment,  in  order  to 
return  to  earth;  she  did  not  perceive  that  the  other  actors 
in  this  scene  were  looking  at  each  other  with  an  air  of  de- 
light. 

"What  she  says  there  is  excellent,"  murmured  the  doctor 
in  the  princess's  ear,  next  to  whom  he  was  seated;  "were 
she  in  league  with  us,  she  would  not  speak  differently." 

"It  is  only  by  excessive  harshness,"  added  D'Aigrigny, 
"that  we  shall  bring  her  to  the  desired  point." 

But  it  seemed  as  if  the  vexed  emotion  of  Adrienne  had 
been  dissipated  by  the  contact  of  the  generous  sentiments 
she  had  just  uttered.  Addressing  Baleinier  with  a  smile, 
she  said:  "I  must  own,  doctor,  that  there  is  nothing  more 
ridiculous,  than  to  yield  to  the  current  of  certain  thoughts, 
in  the  presence  of  persons  incapable  of  understanding  them. 
This  would  give  you  a  fine  opportunity  to  make  game  of 
that  exaltation  of  mind  for  which  you  sometimes  reproach  me. 
To  let  myself  be  carried  away  by  transports  at  so  serious  a 
moment ! — for,  verily,  the  matter  in  hand  seems  to  be  serious. 
But  you  see,  good  M.  Baleinier,  when  an  idea  comes  into  my 
head,  I  can  no  more  help  following  it  out,  than  I  could  re- 
frain from  running  after  butterflies  when  I  was  a  little  girl." 
"And  heaven  only  knows  whither  these  brilliant  butter- 
flies of  all  colors,"  said  M.  Baleinier,  smiling  with  an  air  of 
paternal  indulgence,  "that  are  passing  through  your  brain, 
are  likely  to  lead  you.  Oh,  madcap,  when  will  she  be  as 
reasonable  as  she  is  charming?" 

"This  very  instant,  my  good  doctor,"  replied  Adrienne. 
"I  am  about  to  cast  off  my  reveries  for  realities,  and  speak 
plain  and  positive  language,  as  you  shall  hear." 

Upon  which,  addressing  her  aunt,  she  continued:  "You 
have  imparted  to  me  your  resolution,  madame;  I  will  now 
tell  you  mine.  Within  a  week,  I  shall  quit  the  pavilion  that 
I  inhabit,  for  a  house  which  I  have  arranged  to  my  taste, 
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where  I  shall  live  after  my  own  fashion.  I  have  neither 
father  nor  mother,  and  I  owe  no  account  of  my  actions  to 
any  but  myself.*' 

"Upon  my  word,  mademoiselle,"  said  the  princess,  shrugs 
ging  her  shoulders,  "you  talk  nonsense.  You  forget  that 
society  has  inalienable  moral  rights,  which  we  are  bound  to 
enforce.  And  we  shall  not  neglect  them,  depend  upon  it." 
"So  madame,  it  is  you,  and  M.  d'Aigrigny,  and  M. 
Tripeaud,  that  represent  the  morality  of  society!  This  ap- 
pears to  me  very  fine.  Is  it  because  M.  Tripeaud  has  con- 
sidered (1  must  acknowledge  it)  my  fortune  as  his  own?    Is 

it  because " 

"Now,  really,  madame,"  began  Tripeaud. 
"In  good  time,  madame,"  said  Adrienne  to  her  aunt,  with- 
out noticing  the  baron,  "as  the  occasion  offers,  I  shall  have 
to  ask  you  for  explanations  with  regard  to  certain  interests, 
which  have  hitherto,  I  think,  been  concealed  from  me." 

These  words  of  Adrienne  made  D'Aigrigny  and  the 
princess  start,  and  then  rapidly  exchange  a  glance  of  un- 
easiness and  anxiety.  Adrienne  did  not  seem  to  perceive  it, 
but  thus  continued:  "To  have  done  with  your  demands! 
madame.  here  is  my  final  resolve.  I  shall  live  where  and 
how  I  please.  I  think  that,  if  I  were  a  man,  no  one  would 
impose  on  me,  at  my  age,  the  harsh  and  humiliating  guards 
lanship  you  have  in  view,  for  living  as  I  have  lived  till  now 
—honestly,  freely,  and  generously,  in  the  sight  of  all." 

'This  idea  is  absurd!  is  madness!"  cried  the  princess. 
"To  wish  to  live  thus  alone,  is  to  carry  immorality  and  im- 
modesty to  their  utmost  limits." 

"If  so,  madame,"  said  Adrienne.  "what  opinion  must  you 
entertain  of  so  many  poor  pirls,  orphans  like  mvself.  who 
live  alone  and  free,  as  I  wish  to  live?  They  have  not  re- 
ceived, as  I  have,  a  refined  education,  calculated  to  raise 
the  soul,  and  purify  the  heart.  They  have  not  wealth,  as  I 
have,  to  protect  them  from  the  evil  temptations  of  misery  ; 
and  yet  they  live  honestly  and  proudly  in  their  distres- 

"\  ice  and  virtue  do  not  exist  for  such  tag-rag  vermin!" 
cried  Baron  Tripeaud,  with  an  expression  of  anger  and 
hideous  disdain. 

'Madame,  you  would  turn  away  a  lackev,  that  would 
venture  to  speak  thus  before  you."  said  Adrienne  to  her 
aunt,  unable  to  conceal  her  disgust,  "and  yet  vou  oblige  me 
to  listen  to  such  speeches!" 
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The  Marquis  d'Aigrigny  touched  M.  Tripeaud  with  his 
knee  under  the  table?  to  remind  him  that  he  must  not  ex- 
p?eeses  himsdf  in  the  princess's  parlors  in  the  same fanner 
as  he  would  in  the  lobbies  of  the  Exchange  1°^™ 
baron's  coarseness,  the  abbe  thus  continued:  There  is  no 
comparison,  mademoiselle,  between  people  of  the  class  you 
name  and  a  young  lady  of  your  rank.  . 

™For  a  Catholic  priest,  M.  l'Abbe,  that  distinction  is  not 
verv  Christian,"  replied  Adrienne. 

"I  know  the  purport  of  my  words,  madame  "  answered 
the  abbe?  dryly ;  "besides  the  independent  life  that  you 
wTsh  to  lead  in  opposition  to  all  reason,  may  tend  to  very 
Serious  cons;quences  for  you.  Your  family  may  one  day 
wish  to  see  you  married . 

"I  will  spare  my  family  that  trouble,  sir,  if  I  marry  at 
all  I  will  choose  for  myself,  which  also  appears  to  me  rea- 
sonablTenough.  But.  in  truth,  I  am  very  little  tempted  by 
that  heavy  cSain,  which  selfishness  and  brutality  rivet  for 

ever  about  our  necks."  .  , 

"It  is  indecent,  madame,"  >Said  the  princess,  to  speak  so 
lightly  of  such  an  institution." 
""Before  you,  especially,  madame,  I  beg  pardon  for  having 
shocked  your  highness!  You  fear  that  my  independent 
manner  o^  living  will  frighten  away  .all  wooers;  but  that  is 
another  reason  for  persisting  in  my  independence,  for  I  de- 
test\vooe-s.  I  only  hope  that  they  may  have  the  very  worst 
opinion  of  me,  and  there  is  no  better  means  of  effecting 
that  object,  than  to  appear  to  live  as  they  live  themselves. 
I  rely  upon  my  whims,  my  follies,  my  sweet  faults  to  pre- 
serve  me  from  the  annoyance  of  any  matrimonial  hunting 

"You  will  be  quite  satisfied  on  that  head,  resumed 
Madame  de  Saint-Dizier,  "if  unfortunately  the  report  should 
rain  credit,  that  you  have  carried  the  forgetfulness  of  all 
duty  and  decency,  to  such  a  height,  as  to  return  home  at 
ei?ht  o'clock  in  the  morning.  So  I  am  told  is  the  case- 
but  I  cannot  bring  myself  to  believe  such  an  enormity. 

"You  are  wrong,  madame.  for  it  is  quite  true." 

"So  you  confess  it?"  cried  the  princess. 

"I  confess  all  that  T^do,  madame.  I  came  home  this 
morning  at  eight  o'clock." 

"You  hear  gentlemen?"  ejaculated  the  princess. 

"Oh!"  said  M.  d'Aigrigny,  in  a  bass  voice. 

"Ah !"  said  the  baron,  in  a  treble  key. 
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"Oh!"  muttered  the  doctor,  with  a  deep  sigh. 

On  hearing  these  lamentable  exclamations,  Adrienne 
seemed  about  to  speak,  perhaps  to  justify  herself;  but  her 
lip  speedily  assumed  a  curl  of  contempt,  which  showed  that 
she  disdained  to  stoop  to  any  explanation. 

"So  it  is  true."  said  the  princess.  "Oh,  wretched  girl, 
you  had  accustomed  me  to  be  astonished'  at  nothing ;  but,' 
nevertheless.  I  doubted  the  possibility  of  such  conduct.  It 
required  your  impudent  and  audacious  reply  to  convince  me 
of  the  fact." 

".Madame,  lying  has  always  appeared  to  me  more  impu- 
dent than  to  speak  the  truth." 

"And  where  had  you  been,  madame?  and  for  what?" 
"Madame,"  said  Adrienne,  interrupting  her  aunt,  "I  never 
speak  false — but  neither  do  I  speak  more  than  I  choose; 
and  then  again,  it  were  cowardice  to  defend  mvself  from 
a  revolting  accusation.  Let  us  sav  no  more  about  it:  your 
importunities  on  this  head  will  be  altogether  vain.  To 
resume:  you  wish  to  impose  upon  me  a  harsh  and  humili- 
ating restraint;  I  wish  to  quit  the  house  I  inhabit,  to  go 
and  live  where  I  please,  at  my  own  fancv.  Which  of  u* 
two  will  yield,  remains  to  be  seen.  Now  for  another  mat- 
ter :  this  mansion  belongs  to  me !  As  I  am  about  to  leave 
it.  I  am  indifferent  whether  you  continue  to  live  here  or 
not;  but  the  ground  floor  is  uninhabited.  It  contains,  be- 
sides the  reception-rooms,  two  complete  sets  of  apartments  ■ 
I  have  let  them  for  some  time." 

"Indeed!"  said  the  princess,  looking  at  D'Aigrigny  with 
intense   surprise.      -And    to    whom,"   she   added    ironically, 
have  you  disposed  of  them  ?" 
"To  three  members  of  my  familv." 

"What  does  all  this  mean?"  said  Mme.  de  Saint-Dizier, 
more  and  more  astonished. 

"It  means,  madame.  that  I  wish  to  offer  a  generous  hospi- 
tality to  a  young  Indian  prince,  mv  kinsman  on  mv  mother's 
side.  He  will  arrive  in  two  or  three  days,  and  I  wish  to  have 
the  rooms  ready  to  receive  him." 

"You  hear,  gentlemen'"  said  D'Aigrigny  to  the  doctor 
and  Tripeaud.  with  an  affectation  of  profund  stupor. 

^It  surpasses  all  one  could  imagine!"  exclaimed  the  baron. 
#    "Alas""    observed   the   doctor,    benignantlv.    "the   impulse 
is  generous  in  itself— but  the  mad  little  head  crops  out?" 
"Excellent!"   said   the  princess.     "I  cannot  prevent  you. 
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madame,  from  announcing  the  most  extravagant  designs; 
but  it  is  presumable  that  you  will  not  stop  short  in  so  fair  a 
path.    Is  that  all  ?"  . 

"Not  quite,  your  highness.  I  learned  this  morning,  that 
two  of  my  female  relations,  also  on  my  mother's  side— poor 
children  of  fifteen— orphan  daughters  of  Marshal  Simon 
arrived  yesterday  from  a  long  journey,  and  are  now  with 
the  wife  of  the  brave  soldier  who  brought  them  to  France 
from  the  depths  of  Siberia." 

At  these  words  from  Adrienne,  D'Aigngny  and  the 
princess  could  not  help  starting  suddenly,  and  staring  at 
each  other  with  affright,  so  far  were  they  from  expecting 
that  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville  was  informed  of  the  coming  of 
Marshal  Simon's  daughters.  This  discovery  was  like  a 
thunder-clap  to  them. 

"You  are  no  doubt  astonished  at  seeing  me  so  well  in- 
formed," said  Adrienne;  "fortunately,  before  I  have  done,  I 
hope  to  astonish  you  still  more.  But  to  return  to  these 
daughters  of  Marshal  Simon:  your  highness  will  under- 
stand, that  it  is  impossible  for  me  to  leave  them  in  charge 
of  the  good  people  who  have  afforded  them  a  temporary 
asylum.  Though  this  family  is  honest,  and  hard-working, 
it 'is  not  the  place  for  them.  I  shall  go  and  fetch  them 
hither,  and  lodge  them  in  apartments  on  the  ground-floor, 
along  with  the  soldier's  wife,  who  will  do  very  well  to  take 
care  of  them." 

Upon  these  words,  D'Aigrigny  and  the  baron  looked  at 
each  other,  and  the  baron  exclaimed :  "Decidedly,  she  s  out 

of  her  head."  .  .  _ 

Without  a  word  to  Tripeaud,  Adrienne  continued :  Mar- 
shal Simon  cannot  fail  to  arrive  at  Paris  shortly.  Your 
highness  perceives  how  pleasant  it  will  be,  to  be  able  to 
present  his  daughters  to  him,  and  prove  that  they  have 
been  treated  as  they  deserve.  To-morrow  morning  I  shall 
send  for  milliners  and  mantua  makers,  so  that  they  may 
want  for  nothing.  I  desire  their  surprised  father,  on  his  re- 
turn, to  find  them  every  way  beautiful.  They  are  pretty,  1 
am  told,  as  angels— but  I  will  endeavor  to  make  little  Cupids 

of  them."  lt'  JVI       .,    .1 

"At  last,  madame,  you  must  have  finished?  said  the 
princess,  in  a  sardonic  and  deeply  irritated  tone  whilst 
D'Aigrigny,  calm  and  cold  in  appearance,  could  hardly  dis- 
semble his  mental  anguish. 
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u  \"Try  agai'n  !"  continued  the  princess,  addressing  Adrienne. 
Are  there  no  more  relations  that  you  wish  to  add  to  this 
interesting    family-group?      Really   a    queen    could    not   act 
with  more  magnificence." 

" Right!  I  wish  to  give  my  family  a  royal  reception — such 
as  is  due  to  the  son  of  a  king,  and  the  daughters  of  the  Duke 
de  Ligny.  It  is  well  to  unite  other  luxuries  of  life  with  the 
luxury  of  the  hospitable  heart." 

"The  maxim  is  assuredly  generous,"  said  the  princess, 
becoming  more  and  more  agitated;  "it  is  only  a  pity  that 
you  do  not  possess  the  mines  of  El  Dorado  to  make  it 
practicable." 

"It  was  on  the  subject  of  a  mine,  said  to  be  a  rich  one, 
that  I  also  wished  to  speak  to  your  highness.  Could  I  find 
a  better  opportunity  ?  Though  my  fortune  is  already  con- 
siderable, it  is  nothing  to  what  may  come  to  our  family  at 
any  moment.  You  will  perhaps  excuse,  therefore,  what  you 
are  pleased  to  call  my  royal  prodigalities." 

D'Aigrigny's  dilemma  became  momentarily  more  and 
more  thorny.  The  affair  of  the  medals  was  so  important, 
that  he  had  concealed  it  even  from  Dr.  Baleinier,  though  he 
had  called  in  his  services  to  forward  immense  interests. 
JN either  had  Tnpeaud  been  informed  of  it,  for  the  princess 
believed  that  she  had  destroyed  every  vestige  of  those  papers 
of  Adnenne's  father,  which  might  have  put  him  on  the  scent 
of  this  discovery.  The  abbe,  therefore,  was  not  only  greatly 
alarmed  that  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville  might  be  informed  of  this 
secret,  but  he  trembled  lest  she  should  divulge  it. 

The  princess,  sharing  the  alarms  of  D'Aigrigny  inter- 
rupted her  niece  by  exclaiming:  "Madame,  there  are'certain 
family  affairs  which  ought  to  be  kept  secret,  and,  without 
exactly  understanding  to  what  you  allude,  I  must  request  you 
to  change  the  subject." 

"What,  madame!  are  we  not  here  a  family  partv?  Is 
that  not  sufficiently  evident  by  the  somewhat  ungracious 
things  that  have  been  here  said?" 

"No  matter,  madame!  when  affairs  of  interest  are  con- 
cerned, which  are  more  or  less  disputable,  it  is  perfectly 
useless  to  speak  of  them  without  the  documents  laid  before 
every  one. 

"And  of  what  have  we  been  speaking  this  hour,  madame, 
it  not  of  affairs  of  interest  ?  1  really  do  not  understand  your 
surprise  and  embarrassment. " 
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"I  am  neither  surprised  nor  embarrassed,  madame;  but 
for  the  last  two  hours,  you  have  obliged  me  to  listen  to  so 
many  new  and  extravagant  things,  that  a  little  amaze  is 
very  permissible." 

"I  beg  your  highness's  pardon,  but  you  are  very  much 
embarrassed,"  said  Adrienne,  looking  fixedly  at  her  aunt, 
"and  M.  d'Aigrigny  also — which  confirms  certain  suspicions 
that  I  have  not  had  the  time  to  clear  up.    Have  I  then  guessed 

rightly?"  she  added,  after  a  pause.     "We  will  see 

"Madame,  I  command  you  to  be  silent,"  cried  the  princess, 
no  longer  mistress  of  herself. 

"Oh,  madame!"  said  Adrienne,  "for  a  person  who  has  m 
general  so  much  command  of  her  feelings,  you  compromise 
yourself  strangely." 

Providence  (as  some  will  have  it)  came  to  the  aid  ot  the 
princess  and  the  Abbe  d'Aigrigny  at  this  critical  juncture. 
A  valet  entered  the  room ;  his  countenance  bore  such  marks 
of  fright  and  agitation,  that  the  princess  exclaimed  as  soon 
as  she  saw  him:  "Why,  Dubois!  what  is  the  matter? 

"I  have  to  beg  pardon,  your  highness,  for  interrupting 
you  against  your  express  orders,  but  a  police  inspector  de- 
mands to  speak  with  you  instantly.  He  is  below  stairs,  and 
the  yard  is  full  of  policemen  and  soldiers." 

Notwithstanding  the  profound  surprise  which  this  new  in- 
cident occasioned  her,  the  princess,  determining  to  profit  by 
the  opportunity  thus  afforded,  to  concert  prompt  measures 
with  D'Aigrigny  on  the  subject  of  Adrienne  s  threatened 
revelations,  rose,  and  said  to  the  abbe:  "Will  you  be  so 
obliging  as  to  accompany  me,  M.  d'Aigrigny,  for  I  do  not 
know  what  the  presence  of  this  commissary  of  police  may 

signifv."  .  , 

D'Aigrigny  followed  the  speaker  into  the  next  room. 


CHAPTER  XLI. 

TREACHERY. 


The  Princess  de  Saint-Dizier,  accompanied  by  D'Aigrigny, 
and  followed  by  the  servants,  stopped  short  in  the  next 
room  to  that  hi  which  had  remained  Adrienne,  Tnpeaud 
and  the  doctor. 
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"Where  is  the  commissary?"  asked  the  princess  of  the 
servant,  who  had  just  hefore  announced  to  her  the  arrival 
of  that  magistrate." 

"In  the  blue  saloon,  madame." 

"My  compliments,  and  beg  him  to  wait  for  me  a  few 
moments." 

The  man  bowed  and  withdrew.  As  soon  as  he  was  gone 
Madame  de  Samt-Dizier  approached  hastily  M.  d'Aigrigny' 
whose  countenance,  usually  firm  and  haughty,  was  now  pale 
and  agitated. 

"You  see."  cried  the  princess  in  a  hurried  voice,  "Adrienne 
knows  all.     What  shall  we  do?— what?" 

"I  cannot  tell,"  said  the  abbe,  with  a  fixed  and  absent 
look.     'This  disclosure  is  a  terrible  blow  to  us  " 

"Is  all,  then,  lost?" 

'There  is  only  one  means  of  safety,"  said  M.  d'Aierignv ' 
— "the  doctor."  b  J 

"But  how?"  cried  the  princess.  "So,  sudden?  this  very 
day  ?  ' 

"Two  hours  hence,  it  will  be  too  late;  ere  then,  this  in- 
fernal girl  will  have  seen  Marshal  Simon's  daughters." 

"But— Frederick!— it  is  impossible!  M.  Baleinier  will 
never  consent.  I  ought  to  have  been  prepared  beforehand-^ 
as  we  intended,  after  to-day's  examination." 

"No  matter,"  replied  the' abbe,  quickly;  "the  doctor  must 
try  at  any  hazard." 

"But  under  what  pretext?" 

"I  will  try-  and  find  one." 

"Suppose  you  were  to  find  a  pretext,  Frederick,  and  we 
could  act  immediately — nothing  would  be  ready  down 
there." 

"Be  satisfied:  they  are  always  ready  there,  by  habitual 
foresight." 

"How  instruct  the  doctor  on  the  instant?"  resumed  the 
princess. 

"To  send  for  him  would  be  to  rouse  the  suspicions  of 
your  niece."  said  M.  d'Aigrigny,  thoughtfully;  "and  we 
must  avoid  that  before  everything." 

"Of  course."  answered  the  princess;  "her  confidence  in 
the  doctor  is  one  of  our  greatest  resources." 

"There  is  a  way,"  said  the  abbe  quickly;  "I  will  write  a 
few  words  in  haste  to  Baleinier;  one  of  your  people  can 
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take  the  note  to  him,  as  if  it  came  from  without — from  a 
patient  dangerously  ill." 

"An  excellent  idea!"  cried  the  princess.  "You  are  right. 
Here — upon  this  table — there  is  everything  necessary  for 
writing.     Quick  !  quick — But  will  the  doctor  succeed  ?" 

"In  truth,  I  scarcely  dare  to  hope  it,"  said  die  marquis, 
sitting  down  at  the  table  with  repressed  rage.  "Thanks  to 
this  examination,  going  beyond  our  hopes,  which  our  man, 
hidden  behind  the  curtain,  has  faithfully  taken  down  in 
shorthand — thanks  to  the  violent  scenes,  which  would  neces- 
sarily have  occurred  to-morrow  and  the  day  after — the 
doctor,  by  fencing  himself  round  with  all  sorts  of  clever  pre- 
cautions, would  have  been  able  to  act  with  the  most  com- 
plete certainty.  But  to  ask  this  of  him  to-day,  on  the  in- 
stant ! — Herminia — it  is  folly  to  think  of  !" — The  marquis 
threw  down  the  pen  which  he  held  in  his  hand ;  then  he 
added,  in  a  tone  of  bitter  and  profound  irritation:  "At  the 
very  moment  of  success — to  see  all  our  hopes  destroyed ! — 
Oh,  the  consequences  of  all  this  are  incalculable.  Your 
niece  will  be  the  cause  of  the  greatest  mischief — oh!  the 
greatest  injury  to  us." 

It  is  impossible  to  describe  the  expression  of  deep  rage  and 
implacable  hatred  with  which  D'Aigrigny  uttered  these  last 
words. 

"Frederick,"  cried  the  princess  with  anxiety,  as  she 
clasped  her  hands  strongly  around  the  abbe's,  "I  conjure 
you,  do  not  despair ! — The  doctor  is  fertile  in  resources, 
and  he  is  so  devoted  to  us.  Let  us  at  least  make  the  at- 
tempt." 

"Well — it  is  at  least  a  chance,"  said  the  abbe,  taking  up 
the  pen  again. 

"Should  it  come  to  the  worst."  said  the  princess,  "and 
Adrienne  go  this  evening  to  fetch  General  Simon's  daugh- 
ters, she  may  perhaps  no  longer  find  them." 

"We  cannot  hope  for  that.  It  is  impossible  that  Rodin's 
orders  should  have  been  so  quickly  executed.  We  should 
have  been  informed  of  it." 

"It  is  true.  Write  then  to  the  doctor ;  I  will  send  you 
Dubois,  to  carry  your  letter.  Courage,  Frederick !  we  shall 
yet  be  too  much  for  that  ungovernable  girl."  Madame  de 
Saint-Dizier  added,  with  concentrated  rage :  "Oh,  Adrienne ! 
Adrienne!  you  shall  pay  dearly  for  your  insolent  sarcasms, 
and  the  anxiety  you  have  caused  us." 
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As  she  went  out.  the  princess  turned  towards  M.  d'Aigrig- 

ny,  and  said  to  him  :  "Wait  for  me  here.  T  will  tell  you 
the  meaning  of  this  visit  of  the  police,  and  we  will  go  in 
together.'' 

The  princess  disappeared.     D'Aigrigny  dashed  off  a  few 
words,  with  a  trembling  hand. 


CHAPTER  XLII. 


THE    SNARE. 


After  the  departure  of  Madame  de  Saint-Dizier  and  the 
marquis,  Adricnne  had  remained  in  her  aunt's  apartment 
with   M.   Baleinier  and   Baron  Tripeaud. 

On  hearing  of  the  commissary's  arrival,  Mdlle.  de  Cardo- 
ville  had  felt  considerable  uneasiness ;  for  there  could  be  no 
doubt  that,  as  Agricola  had  apprehended,  this  magistrate 
was  come  to  search  the  hotel  and  extension,  in  order  to  find 
the  smith,  whom  he  believed  to  be  concealed  there. 

Though  she  looked  upon  Agricola's  hiding-place  as  a  very 
safe  one,  Adrienne  was  not  quite  tranquil  on  his  account ; 
so  in  the  event  of  any  unfortunate  accident,  she  thought  it  a 
good  opportunity  to  recommend  the  refugee  to  the  doctor, 
an  intimate  friend,  as  we  have  said,  of  one  of  the  most  influ- 
ential ministers  of  the  day.  So,  drawing  near  to  the  physi- 
cian, who  was  conversing  in  a  low  voice  with  the  baron,  she 
said  to  him  in  her  softest  and  most  coaxing  manner :  "My 
good  M.  Baleinier,  I  wish  to  speak  a  few  words  with  you." 
She  pointed  to  the  deep  recess  of  one  of  the  windows. 

"I  am  at  your  orders,  madame,"  answered  the  doctor,  as 
he  rose  to  follow  Adrienne  to  the  recess. 

M.  Tripeaud,  who,  no  longer  sustained  by  the  abbe's  pres- 
ence, dreaded  the  young  lady  as  he  did  fire,  was  not  sorry 
for  this  diversion.  To  keep  up  appearances,  he  stationed 
himself  before  one  of  the  sacred  pictures,  and  began  again  to 
contemplate  it,  as  if  there  were  no  bounds  to  his  admiration. 

When  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville  was  far  enough  from  the  baron, 
not  to  be  overheard  by  him,  she  said  to  the  physician,  who, 
all  smiles  and  benevolence,  waited  for  her  to  explain:  "My 
good  doctor,  you  are  my  friend,  as  you  were  my  father's. 
Just  now,  notwithstanding  the  difficulty  of  your  position, 
vou  had  the  courage  to  show  yourself  my  only  partisan." 
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"Not  at  all,  madame ;  do  not  go  and  say  such  things !" 
cried  the  doctor,  affecting  a  pleasant  kind  of  anger.  "Plague 
on't !  you  would  get  me  into  a  pretty  scrape ;  so  pray  be 
silent  on  that  subject.  Vade  retro  Sat  anas! — which  means: 
Get  thee  behind  me,  charming  little  demon  that  you  are!" 

"Do  not  be  afraid,"  answered  Adrienne,  with  a  smile;  "I 
will  not  compromise  you.  Only  allow  me  to  remind  you, 
that  you  have  often  made  me  offers  of  service,  and  spoken  to 
me  of  your  devotion." 

"Put  me  to  the  test — and  you  will  see  if  I  do  not  keep 
my  promises." 

"Well,  then !  give  me  a  proof  on  the  instant,"  said  Adri- 
enne, quickly. 

"Capital !  this  is  how  I  like  to  be  taken  at  my  word. 
What  can  I  do  for  you?" 

"Are  you  still  very  intimate  with  your  friend  the  minis- 
ter?" 

"Yes ;  I  am  just  treating  him  for  a  loss  of  voice,  which  he 
always  has,  the  day  they  put  questions  to  him  in  the  house. 
He  likes  it  better." 

"I  want  you  to  obtain  from  him  something  very  impor- 
tant for  me." 

"For  you?  pray,  what  is  it?" 

"At  this  instant,  the  valet  entered  the  room,  delivered  a 
letter  to  M.  Baleinier,  and  said  to  him:  "A  footman  has 
just  brought  this  letter  for  you,  sir ;  it  is  very  pressing." 

The  physician  took  the  letter,  and  the  servant  went  out. 

"This  is  one  of  the  inconveniences  of  merit,"  said  Adri- 
enne, smiling;  "they  do  not  leave  you  a  moment's  rest,  my 
poor  doctor." 

"Do  not  speak  of  it,  madame,"  said  the  physician,  who 
could  not  conceal  a  start  of  amazement,  as  he  recognized  the 
writing  of  D'Aigrigny ;  "these  patients  think  we  are  made 
of  iron,  and  have  monopolized  the  health  which  they  so 
much  need.  They  have  really  no  mercy.  With  your  per- 
mission, madame,"  added  M.  Baleinier,  looking  at  Adrienne 
before  he  unsealed  the  letter. 

Mdlle.  de  Cardoville  answered  by  a  graceful  nod.  Marquis 
d'Aigrigny's  letter  was  not  long ;  the  doctor  read  it  at  a 
single  glance,  and,  notwithstanding  his  habitual  prudence, 
he  shrugged  his  shoulders,  and  said  hastily :  "To-day  !— 
v/hy,  it's  impossible.     He  is  mad." 

"You   speak  no   doubt   of   some  poor  patient,   who  has 
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placed  all  his  hopes  in  you — who  waits  and  calls  for  you  at 
this  moment.  Come,  my  dear  M.  Baleinier,  do  not  reject  his 
prayer.     It  is  so  sweet  to  justify  the  confidence  we  inspire." 

There  was  at  once  so  much  analogy,  and  such  contradic- 
tion, between  the  object  of  this  letter,  written  just  before  by 
Adrienne's  most  implacable  enemy,  and  these  words  of  com- 
miseration which  she  spoke  in  a  touching  voice,  that  Dr. 
Baleinier  himself  could  not  help  being  struck  with  it.  He 
looked,  at  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville  with  an  almost  embarrassed 
air,  as  he  replied :  "I  am  indeed  speaking  of  one  of  my 
patients,  who  counts  much  upon  me — a  great  deal  too  much 
— for  he  asks  me  to  do  an  impossibility.  But  why  do  you 
feel  so  interested  in  an  unknown  person?" 

"If  he  is  unfortunate,  I  know  enough  to  interest  me, 
The  person  for  whom  I  ask  your  assistance  with  the  minis- 
ter, was  quite  as  little  known  to  me ;  and  now  I  take  the 
deepest  interest  in  him.  I  must  tell  you,  that  he  is  the 
son  of  the  worthy  soldier  who  brought  Marshal  Simon's 
daughters  from  the  heart  of  Siberia." 

-What !  he  is " 

"An  honest  workman,  the  support  of  his  family;  but  I 
must  tell  you  all  about  it — this  is  how  the  affair  took  place.' 

The  confidential  communication  which  Adrienne  was 
going  to  make  to  the  doctor,  was  cut  short  by  Madame  Saint- 
Di/.ier,  who,  followed  by  M.  d'Aigrigny,  opened  abruptly 
the  door.  An  expression  of  infernal  joy,  hardly  concealed 
beneath  a  semblance  of  extreme  indignation,  was  visible  in 
her  countenance. 

M.  d'Aigrigny  threw  rapidly,  as  he  entered  the  apartment, 
an  inquiring  and  anxious  glance  at  M.  Baleinier.  The 
doctor  answered  by  a  shake  of  the  head.  The  abbe  bit  his 
lips  with  silent  rage;  he  had  built  his  last  hopes  upon  the 
doctor,  and  his  projects  seemed  now  forever  annihilated,  not- 
withstanding the  new  blow  which  the  princess  had  in  reserve 
for  Adrienne. 

"Gentlemen,"  said  Madame  de  Saint-Dizier,  in  a  sharp, 
hurried  voice,  for  she  was  nearly  choking  with  wicked 
pleasure,  "gentlemen,  pray  be  seated !  I  have  some  new 
and  curious  things  to  tell  you,  on  the  subject  of  this  young 
lady."  She  pointed  to  her  niece,  with  a  look  of  ineffable 
hatred  and  disdain. 

"My  poor  child,  what  is  the  matter  now?"  said  M.  Balei- 
nier, in  a  soft,  wheedling  tone,  before  he  left  the  window 
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where  he  was  standing  with  Adrienne.  "Whatever  hap- 
pens, count  upon  me !" — And  the  physician  went  to  seat 
himself  between  M.  d'Aigrigny  and  M.  Tripeaud. 

At  her  aunt's  insolent  address,  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville  had 
proudly  lifted  her  head.  The  blood  rushed  to  her  face,  and 
irritated  at  the  new  attacks  with  which  she  was  menaced, 
she  advanced  to  thf  table  where  the  princess  was  seated, 
and  said  in  an  agitated  voice  to  M.  Baleinier :  "I  shall  ex- 
pect you  to  call  on  me  as  soon  as  possible,  my  dear  doctor. 
You  know  that  I  wish  particularly  to  speak  with  you." 

Adrienne  made  one  step  towards  the  arm-chair,  on  which 
she  had  left  her  hat.  The  princess  rose  abruptly,  and  ex- 
claimed:  "What  are  you  doing,  madame?" 

"I  am  about  to  retire.  Your  highness  has  expressed  to 
me  your  will,  and  I  have  told  you  mine.    It  is  enough." 

She  took  her  hat.  Madame  de  Saint-Dizier,  seeing  her 
prey  about  to  escape,  hastened  towards  her  niece,  and,  in 
defiance  of  all  propriety,  seized  her  violently  by  the  arm  with 
a  convulsive  grasp,  and  bade  her,  "Remain !" 

"Fie,  madame !"  exclaimed  Adiienne,  with  an  accent  of 
painful  contempt,  "have  we  sunk  so  low?" 

"You  wish  to  escape — you  are  afraid !"  resumed  Madame 
de  Saint-Dizier,  looking  at  her  disdainfully  from  head  to 
foot. 

With  these  words  "you  are  afraid,"  you  could  have  made 
Adrienne  de  Cardoville  walk  into  a  fiery  furnace.  Dis- 
engaging her  arm  from  her  aunt's  grasp,  with  a  gesture  full 
of  nobleness  and  pride,  she  threw  down  the  hat  upon  the 
chair,  and  returning  to  the  table,  said  imperiously  to  the 
princess :  "There  is  something  even  stronger  than  the  dis- 
gust with  which  all  this  inspires  me — the  fear  of  being 
accused  of  cowardice.    Go  on,  madame !  I  am  listening !" 

With  her  head  raised,  her  color  somewhat  heightened, 
her  glance  half  veiled  by  a  tear  of  indignation,  her  arms 
folded  over  her  bosom,  which  heaved  in  spite  of  herself  with 
deep  emotion,  and  her  little  foot  beating  convulsively  on  the 
carpet,  Adrienne  looked  steadily  at  her  aunt.  The  princess 
wished  to  infuse,  drop  by  drop,  the  poison  with  which  she 
was  swelling,  and  make  her  victim  suffer  as  long  as  possible, 
feeling  certain  that  she  could  not  escape.  "Gentlemen," 
said  Madame  de  Saint-Dizier,  in  a  forced  voice,  "this  has 
occurred :  I  was  told  that  the  commissary  of  police  wished 
to   speak   with  me :   I   went  to   receive  this   magistrate ;  he 
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excused  himself,  with  a  trouhled  air,  for  the  nature  of  the 
duty  he  had  to  perform.  A  man,  against  whom  a  warrant 
was  out,  had  heen  seen  to  enter  the  garden-house." 

Adrienne  carted,  there  could  be  no  doubt  that  Agricola 
was  meant.  But  she  recovered  her  tranquillity,  when  she 
thought  of  the  security  of  the  hiding-place  she  had  given 
him. 

"The  magistrate,"  continued  the  princess,  "asked  my  con- 
sent to  search  the  hotel  and  extension,  to  discover  this 
man.  It  was  his  right.  I  begged  him  to  commence  with 
the  garden-house,  and  accompanied  him.  Notwithstanding 
the  improper  conduct  of  Mademoiselle,  it  never,  I  confess, 
entered  my  head  for  a  moment,  that  she  was  in  any  way 
mixed  up  with  this  police  business.     I  was  deceived." 

"What  do  you  mean,  madame?"  cried  Adrienne. 

"You  shall  know  all,  madame,"  said  the  princess,  with  a 
triumphant  air,  "in  good  time.  You  were  in  rather  too 
great  a  hurry  just  now,  to  show  yourself  so  proud  and 
satirical.  Well !  I  accompanied  the  commissary  in  his 
search  ;  we  came  to  the  summer-house ;  I  leave  you  to  imag- 
ine the  stupor  and  astonishment  of  the  magistrate,  on  seeing 
three  creatures  dressed  up  like  actresses.  At  my  request, 
the  fact  was  noted  in  the  official  report ;  for  it  is  well  to 
reveal  such  extravagances  to  all  whom  it  may  concern." 

"The  princess  acted  very  wisely,"  said  Tripeaud,  bowing ; 
"it  is  well  that  the  authorities  should  be  informed  of  such 
matters." 

Adrienne,  too  much  interested  in  the  fate  of  the  workman 
to  think  of  answering  Tripeaud  or  the  princess,  listened  in 
silence,  and  strove  to  conceal  her  uneasiness. 

"The  magistrate,"  resumed  Madame  de  Saint-Dizicr, 
"began  by  a  severe  examination  of  these  young  girls,  to  learn 
if  any  man  had,  with  their  knowledge,  been  introduced  into 
the  house ;  with  incredible  effrontery,  they  answered  that 
they  had  seen  nobody  enter." 

"The  true-hearted,  honest  girls!"  thought  Mademoiselle 
de  Cardoville.  full  of  joy;  "the  poor  workman  is  safe!  the 
protection  of  Dr.  Baleinier  will  do  the  rest." 

"Fortunately,"  continued  the  princess,  "one  of  my  women, 
Mrs.  Grivois,  had  accompanied  me.  This  excellent  person, 
remembering  to  have  seen  Mademoiselle  return  home  at 
eight  o'clock  in  the  morning,  remarked  with  much  simplicity 
to  the  magistrate,  that  the  man,  whom  they  sought,  might 
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probably  have  entered  by  the  little  garden  gate,  left  open, 
accidentally,  by  Mademoiselle." 

"It  would  have  been  well,  madame,"  said  Tripeaud,  "to 
have  caused  to  be  noted  also  in  the  report,  that  Mademoiselle 
had  returned  home  at  eight  o'clock  in  the  morning." 

"I  do  not  see  the  necessity  for  this,"  said  the  doctor, 
faithful  to  his  part :  "it  would  have  been  quite  foreign  to 
the  search  carried  on  by  the  commissary." 

"But,  doctor,"  said  Tripeaud. 

"But,  baron,"  resumed  M.  Baleinier,  in  a  firm  voice,  "that 
is  my  opinion." 

"It  was  not  mine,  doctor,"  said  the  princess ;  "like  M. 
Tripeaud,  I  considered  it  important  to  establish  the  fact  by 
an  entry  in  the  report,  and  I  saw,  by  the  confused  and 
troubled  countenance  of  the  magistrate,  how  painful  it  was 
to  register  the  scandalous  conduct  of  a  young  person  placed 
in  so  high  a  position  in  society." 

"Certainly,  madame,"  said  Adrienne,  losing  patience,  "I 
believe  your  modesty  to  be  about  equal  to  that  of  this  candid 
commissary  of  police ;  but  it  seems  to  me,  that  your  mutual 
innocence  was  alarmed  a  little  too  soon.  You  might,  and 
ought  to  have  reflected,  that  there  was  nothing  extraordinary 
in  my  coming  home  at  eight  o'clock,  if  I  had  gone  out  at 
six." 

"The  excuse,  though  somewhat  tardy,  is  at  least  cunning," 
said  the  princess,  spitefully. 

"I  do  not  excuse  myself,  madame,"  said  Adrienne ;  "but 
as  M.  Baleinier  has  been  kind  enough  to  speak  a  word  in 
my  favor,  I  give  the  possible  interpretation  of  a  fact,  which 
it  would  not  become  me  to  explain  in  your  presence." 

"The  fact  will  stand,  however,  in  the  report,"  said  Tri- 
peaud, "until  the  explanation  is  given." 

Abbe  d'Aigrigny,  his  forehead  resting  on  his  hand,  re- 
mained as  if  a  stranger  to  this  scene;  he  was  too  much 
occupied  with  his  fears  at  the  consequences  of  the  approach- 
ing interview  between  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville  and  Marshal 
Simon's  daughters — for  there  seemed  no  possibility  of  using 
force  to  prevent  Adrienne  from  going  out  that  evening. 

Madame  de  Saint-Dizier  went  on:  "The  fact  which  so 
greatly  scandalized  the  commissary  is  nothing  compared  to 
what  I  yet  have  to  tell  you,  gentlemen.  We  had  searched 
all  parts  of  the  pavilion  without  finding  any  one,  and  were 
just  about  to  quit  the  bed-chamber,  for  we  had  taken  this 
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room  the  last,  when  Mrs.  Grivois  pointed  out  to  us  that  one 
of  the  golden  mouldings  of  a  panel  did  not  appear  to  come 
quite  home  to  the  wall.  We  drew  the  attention  of  the  mag- 
istrate to  this  circumstance;  his  men  examined,  touched, 
felt — the  panel  (lew  open! — and  then — can  you  guess  what 
we  discovered:  But,  no!  it  is  too  odious,  too  revolting;  I 
dare  not  even " 

"Then  I  dare,  madame,"  said  Adrienne,  resolutely,  though 
she  saw  with  the  utmost  grief  the  retreat  of  Agricola  was 
discovered;  "I  will  spare  your  highness's  candor  the  recital 
of  this  new  scandal,  and  yet  what  I  am  ahout  to  say  is  in 
nowise  intended  as  a  justification." 

"It  requires  one,  however,"  said  Madame  de  Saint-Dizier, 
with  a  disdainful  smile;  "a  man  concealed  by  you  in  your 
own  bedroom." 

"A  man  concealed  in  her  bedroom!"  cried  the  Marquis 
d'Aigrigny,  raising  his  head  with  apparent  indignation, 
which  only  covered  a  cruel  joy. 

"A  man!  in  the  bedroom  of  Mademoiselle!"  added  Baron 
Tripeaud.    "I  hope  this  also  was  inserted  in  the  report." 

"Yes,  yes,  baron,"  said  the  princess  with  a  triumphant  air. 

"But  this  man,"  said  the  doctor,  in  a  hypocritical  tone, 
"must  have  been  a  robber?  Any  other  supposition  would 
be  in  the  highest  degree  improbable.     This  explains  itself." 

"Your  indulgence  deceives  you,  M.  Baleinier,"  answered 
the  princess,  dryly. 

"We  know  the  sort  of  thieves,"  said  Tripeaud;  "they  are 
generally  young  men,  handsome,  and  very  rich." 

"You  are  wrong,  sir,"  resumed  Madame  de  Saint-Dizier. 
"Mademoiselle  does  not  raise  her  views  so  high.  She  proves 
that  a  dereliction  from  duty  may  be  ignoble  as  well  as  crim- 
inal. I  am  no  longer  astonished  at  the  sympathy  which  was 
just  now  proteased  for  the  lower  orders.  It  is  the  more 
touching  and  affecting,  as  the  man  concealed  by  her  was 
dressed  in  a  blouse." 

"A  blouse!"  cried  the  baron,  with  an  air  of  extreme 
disgust;  "then  he  is  one  of  the  common  people?  It  really 
makes  one's  hair  stand  on  end." 

"The  man  is  a  working  smith — he  confessed  it."  said  the 
princess;  "but  not  to  be  unjust — he  is  really  a  good-looking 
fellow.  It  was  doubtless  that  singular  worship  which  Made- 
moiselle pays  to  the  beautiful " 

"Enough,  madame,  enough !"  said  Adrienne  suddenly,  for, 
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hitherto  disdaining  to  answer,  she  had  listened  to  her  aunt 
with  growing  and  painful  indignation;  "I  was  just  now  on 
the  point  of  defending  myself  against  one  of  your  odious 
insinuations — but  I  will  not  a  second  time  descend  to  any 
such  weakness.  One  word  only,  madame ;  has  this  honest 
and  worthy  artisan  been  arrested?" 

"To  be  sure,  he  has  been  arrested  and  taken  to  prison, 
under  a  strong  escort.  Does  not  that  pierce  your  heart?" 
sneered  the  princess,  with  a  triumphant  air.  "Your  tender 
pity  for  this  interesting  smith  must  indeed  be  very  great, 
since  it  deprives  you  of  your  sarcastic  assurance." 

"Yes,  madame ;  for  I  have  something  better  to  do  than  to 
satirize  that  which  is  utterly  odious  and  ridiculous,"  replied 
Adrienne,  whose  eyes  grew  dim  with  tears  at  the  thought  of 
the  cruel  hurt  to  Agricola's  family.  Then,  putting  her  hat 
on,  and  tying  the  strings,  she  said  to  the  doctor :  "M.  Balei- 
nier,  I  asked  you  just  now  for  your  interest  with  the  min- 
inster." 

"Yes,  madame;  and  it  will  give  me  great  pleasure  to  act 
on  your  behalf." 

"Is  your  carriage  below?" 

"Yes,  madame,"  said  the  doctor,  much  surprised. 

"You  will  be  good  enough  to  accompany  me  immediately 
to  the  minister's.  Introduced  by  you,  he  will  not  refuse  me 
the  favor,  or  rather  the  act  of  justice,  that  I  have  to  solicit." 

"What,  mademoiselle,"  said  the  princess ;  "do  you  dare 
take  such  a  course,  without  my  orders,  after  what  has  just 
passed?    It  is  really  quite  unheard-of." 

"It  confounds  one,"  added  Tripeaud ;  "but  we  must  not 
be  surprised  at  anything." 

The  moment  Adrienne  asked  the  doctor  if  his  carriage  was 
below,  D'Aigrigny  started.  A  look  of  intense  satisfaction 
flashed  across  his  countenance,  and  he  could  hardly  repress 
the  violence  of  his  delight,  when,  darting,  a  rapid  and  signifi- 
cant glance  at  the  doctor,  he  saw  the  latter  respond  to  it 
by  twice  closing  his  eyelids  in  token  of  comprehension  and 
assent. 

When  therefore  the  princess  resumed,  in  an  angry  tone, 
addressing  herself  to  Adrienne:  "Madame,  I  forbid  you 
leaving  the  house !" — D'Aigrigny  said  to  the  speaker,  with 
a  peculiar  inflection  of  the  voice :  "I  think,  your  highness, 
we  may  trust  the  lady  to  the  doctor's  care." 

The  marquis  pronounced  these  words  in  so  significant  a 
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manner,  that  the  princess,  having  looked  by  turns  at  the 
physician  and  D'Aigrigny,  understood  it  all,  and  her  counte- 
nance grew  radiant  with  joy. 

Not  only  did  this  pass  with  extreme  rapidity,  but  the  night 
was  already  almost  come,  so  that  Adrienne,  absorbed  in 
painful  thoughts  with  regard  to  Agricola,  did  not  perceive 
the  different  signals  exchanged  between  the  princess,  the 
doctor,  and  the  abbe.  Even  had  she  done  so,  they  would 
have  been  incomprehensible  to  her. 

Xiv  wishing  to  have  the  appearance  of  yielding  too  readily 
the  suggestion  of  the  marquis,  Madame  de  Saint-Dizier 
resumed :  "Though  the  doctor  seems  to  me  to  be  far  too 
indulgent  to  mademoiselle,  I  might  not  see  any  great  objec- 
tion to  trusting  her  with  him;  but  that  I  do  not  wish  to 
establish  such  a  precedent,  for  hence  forward  she  must  have 
no  will  but  mine." 

"Madame,"  said  the  physician  gravely,  feigning  to  be 
somewhat  shocked  by  the  words  of  the  Princess  de  Saint- 
Dizier,  "I  do  not  think  I  have  been  too  indulgent  to  mad- 
emoiselle— but  only  just.  I  am  at  her  orders,  to  take  her  to 
the  minister  if  she  wishes  it.  I  do  not  know  what  she 
intends  to  solicit,  but  I  believe  her  incapable  of  abusing  the 
confidence  I  repose  in  her,  or  making  me  support  a  recom- 
mendation undeserved." 

Adrienne,  much  moved,  extended  her  hand  cordially  to 
the  doctor,  and  said  to  him :  "Rest  assured,  my  excellent 
friend,  that  you  will  thank  me  for  the  step  I  am  taking,  for 
you  will  assist  in  a  noble  action." 

Tripeaud.  who  was  not  in  the  secret  of  the  new  plans  of 
the  doctor  and  the  abbe,  in  a  low  voice  faltered  to  the  latter, 
with  a  stupefied  air,  "What!  will  you  let  her  go?" 

"Yes,  yes,"  answered  D'Aigrigny  abruptly,  making  a  sign 
that  he  should  listen  to  the  princess,  who  was  about  to  speak. 
Advancing  towards  her  niece,  she  said  to  her  in  a  slow  and 
measured  tone,  laying  a  peculiar  emphasis  on  every  word : 
"One  moment  more,  mademoiselle — one  last  word  in  pres- 
ence of  these  gentlemen.  Answer  me !  Notwithstanding 
the  heavy  charges  impending  over  you,  are  you  still  deter- 
mined to  resist  my  formal  commands?" 

"Yes,  madame." 

"Notwithstanding  the  scandalous  exposure  which  has  just 
taken  place,  you  still  persist  in  withdrawing  yourself  from 
my  authority  ?" 
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"Yes,  madame." 

"You  refuse  positively  to  submit  to  the  regular  and  decent 
mode  of  life  which  I  would  impose  upon  you?" 

"I  have  already  told  you,  madame,  that  I  am  about  to 
quit  this  dwelling  in  order  to  live  alone  and  after  my  own 
fashion." 

"Is  that  your  final  decision?" 

"It  is  my  last  word." 

"Reflect !  the  matter  is  serious.    Beware !" 

"I  have  given  your  highness  my  last  word,  and  I  never 
speak  it  twice." 

"Gentlemen,  you  hear  all  this?"  resumed  the  princess; 
"I  have  tried  in  vain  all  that  was  possible  to  conciliate. 
Mademoiselle  will  have  only  herself  to  thank  for  the  mea- 
sures to  which  this  audacious  revolt  will  oblige  me  to  have 
recourse." 

"Be  it  so,  madame,"  replied  Adrienne.  Then,  addressing 
M.  Baleinier,  she  said  quickly  to  him :  "Come,  my  dear 
doctor ;  I  am  dying  with  impatience.  Let  us  set  out  imme- 
diately. Every  minute  lost  may  occasion  bitter  tears  to 
an  honest  family." 

So  saying,  Adrienne  left  the  room  precipitately  with  the 
physician.  One  of  the  servants  called  for  M.  Baleinier's 
carriage.  Assisted  by  the  doctor,  Adrienne  mounted  the 
step,  without  perceiving  that  he  said  something  in  a  low 
whisper  to  the  footman  that  opened  the  coach-door. 

When,  however,  he  was  seated  by  the  side  of  Mdlle.  de 
Cardoville,  and  the  door  was  closed  upon  them,  he  waited 
for  about  a  second,  and  then  called  out  in  a  loud  voice  to 
the  coachman :  "To  the  house  of  the  minister,  by  the  private 
entrance!"    The  horses  started  at  a  gallop. 


CHAPTER  XLIII. 


A    FALSE    FRIEND. 


Night  had  set  in  dark  and  cold.  The  sky,  which  had 
been  clear  till  the  sun  went  down,  was  now  covered  with 
gray  and  lurid  clouds ;  a  strong  wind  raised  here  and  there, 
in  circling  eddies,  the  snow  that  was  beginning  to  fall  thick 
and  fast. 
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The  lamps  threw  a  dubious  light  into  the  interior  of  Dr. 
Baleinier's  carriage,  in  which  he  was  seated  alone  with 
Adrienne  de  Cardoville.  The  charming  countenance  of  the 
latter,  faintly  illumined  by  the  lamps  beneath  the  shade  of 
her  little  gray  hat.  looked  doubly  white  and  pure  in  contrast 
with  the  dark  lining  of  the  carriage,  which  was  now  filled 
with  that  sweet,  delicious,  and  almost  voluptuous  perfume, 
which  hangs  about  the  garments  of  young  women  of  taste. 
The  attitude  of  the  girl,  seated  next  to  the  doctor,  was  full 
of  grace.  Her  slight  and  elegant  figure,  imprisoned  in  her 
high-necked  dress  of  blue  cloth,  imprinted  its  wavy  outline 
on  the  soft  cushion  against  which  she  leaned ;  her  little  feet, 
crossed  one  upon  the  other,  and  stretched  rather  forward, 
rested  upon  a  thick  bear-skin,  which  carpeted  the  bottom  of 
the  carriage.  In  her  hand,  which  was  ungloved  and  dazzlingly 
white,  she  held  a  magnificently  embroidered  handkerchief, 
with  which,  to  the  great  astonishment  of  M.  Baleinier,  she 
dried  her  eyes,  now  filled  with  tears. 

Yes  ;  Adrienne  wept,  for  she  now  felt  the  reaction  from 
the  painful  scenes  through  which  she  had  passed  at  Saint- 
Dizier  House ;  to  the  feverish  and  nervous  excitement,  which 
had  till  then  sustained  her,  had  succeeded  a  sorrowful  dejec- 
tion. Resolute  in  her  independence,  proud  in  her  disdain, 
implacable  in  her  irony,  audacious  in  her  resistance  to  unjust 
oppression,  Adrienne  was  yet  endowed  with  the  most  acute 
sensibility,  which  she  always  dissembled,  however,  in  the 
presence  of  her  aunt  and  those  who  surrounded  her. 

Notwithstanding  her  courage,  no  one  could  have  been  less 
masculine,  less  of  a  virago,  than  Mdlle.  Cardoville.  She 
was  essentially  womanly,  but  as  a  woman,  she  knew  how  to 
exercise  great  empire  over  herself,  the  moment  that  the  least 
mark  of  weakness  on  her  part  would  have  rejoiced  or  em 
boldened  her  enemies. 

The  carriage  had  rolled  onwards  for  some  minutes;  \nv 
Adrienne,  drying  her  tears  in  silence,  to  the  doctor's  greal 
astonishment,  had  not  yet  uttered  a  word. 

"What,  my  dear  Mdlle.  Adrienne?"  said  M.  Baleinier, 
truly  surprised  at  her  emotion;  "what!  you,  that  were  jus( 
now  so  courageous,  weeping .'" 

"Yes,"  answered  Adrienne.  in  an  agitated  voice ;  "I  weejj 
in  presence  of  a  friend ;  but.  before  my  aunt — oh !  never." 

"And  yet.  in  that  long  interview,  your  stinging  replies " 

"Ah  me!  do  you  think  that  I  resigned  myself  with  pleasure 
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to  that  war  of  sarcasm?  Nothing  is  more  painful  to  me  than 
such  combats  of  bitter  irony,  to  which  I  am  forced  by  the 
necessity  of  defending  myself  from  this  woman  and  her 
friends.  You  speak  of  my  courage :  it  does  not  consist, 
I  assure  you,  in  the  display  of  wicked  feelings — but  in  the 
power  to  repress  and  hide  all  that  I  suffer,  when  I  hear  my- 
self treated  so  grossly — in  the  presence,  too,  of  people  that 
I  hate  and  despise — when,  after  all,  I  have  never  done  them 
any  harm,  and  have  only  asked  to  be  allowed  to  live  alone, 
freely  and  quietly,  and  see  those  about  me  happy." 

"That's  where  it  is :  they  envy  your  happiness,  and  that 
which  you  bestow  upon  others." 

"And  it  is  my  aunt,"  cried  Adrienne,  with  indignation, 
"my  aunt,  whose  whole  life  has  been  one  long  scandal,  that 
accuses  me  in  this  revolting  manner ! — as  if  she  did  not 
know  me  proud  and  honest  enough  never  to  make  a  choice 
of  which  I  should  be  ashamed !  Oh !  if  I  ever  love,  I  shall 
proclaim  it,  I  shall  be  proud  of  it :  for  love,  as  I  understand 
it,  is  the  most  glorious  feeling  in  the  world.  But,  alas !" 
continued  Adrienne,  with  redoubled  bitterness,  "of  what  use 
are  truth  and  honor,  if  they  do  not  secure  you  from  sus- 
picions, which  are  as  absurd  as  they  are  odious  ?"  So  saying, 
she  again  pressed  her  handkerchief  to  her  eyes. 

"Come,  my  dear  Mdlle.  Adrienne,"  said  M.  Baleinier,  in 
a  voice  full  of  the  softest  unction,  "be  calm — it  is  all  over 
now.  You  have  in  me  a  devoted  friend."  As  he  pro- 
nounced these  last  words,  he  blushed  in  spite  of  his  dia- 
bolical craft. 

"I  know  you  are  my  friend,"  said  Adrienne :  "I  shall 
never  forget  that,  by  taking  my  part  to-day,  you  exposed 
yourself  to  the  resentment  of  my  aunt — for  I  am  not  igno- 
rant of  her  power,  which  is  very  great,  alas !  for  evil." 

"As  for  that,"  said  the  doctor,  affecting  a  profound  indif- 
ference, "we  medical  men  are  pretty  safe  from  personal 
enmities." 

"Nay,  my  dear  M.  Baleinier!  Mme.  de  Saint-Dizier  and 
her  friends  never  forgive,"  said  the  young  girl,  with  a  shud- 
der. "It  needed  all  my  invincible  aversion,  my  innate  horror 
for  all  that  is  base,  cowardly,  and  perfidious,  to  induce  me 
to  break  so  openly  with  her.  But  if  death  itself  were  the 
penalty,  I  could  not  hesitate ;  and  yet,"  she  added,  with  one 
of  those  graceful  smiles  which  gave  such  a  charm  to  her 
beautiful  countenance,  "yet  I  am  fond  of  life;  if  I  have  to 
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reproach  myself  with  anything,  it  is  that  I  would  have  it  too 
bright,  too  fair,  too  harmonious ;  but  then,  you  know,  I  am 
resigned  to  my  faults." 

"Well,  come,  I  am  more  tranquil,"  said  the  doctor,  gayly; 
"for  you  smile — that  is  a  good  sign." 

"It  is  often  the  wisest  course;  and  yet,  ought  I  smile, 
after  thj  threats  that  my  aunt  has  held  out  to  me?  Still, 
what  can  she  do?  what  is  the  meaning  of  this  kind  of  famih 
council?  Did  she  seriou-ly  think  that  the  advice  of  a  M. 
d'Aigi igny  or  a  M.  Tripeaud  could  have  influenced  me? 
And  then  she  talked  of  rigorous  measures.  What  measures 
can  she  take;  do  you  know?" 

"I  think,  between  ourselves,  that  the  princess  only  wished 
to  frighten  you,  and  hopes  to  succeed  by  persuasion.  She 
has  the  misfortune  to  fancy  herself  a  mother  of  the  Church, 
and  dreams  of  your  conversion,"  said  the  doctor,  maliciously, 
for  he  now  wished  to  tranquillize  Adrienne  at  any  cost; 
"but  let  us  think  no  more  about  it.  Your  fine  eyes  must 
shine  with  all  their  lustre,  to  fascinate  the  minister  that  we 
are  going  to  see." 

"You  are  right,  dear  doctor;  we  ought  always  avoid 
grief,  for  it  has  the  disadvantage  of  making  us  forget  the 
sorrows  of  others.  But  here  am  I.  availing  myself  of  your 
kindness,  without  even  telling  you  what  I  require." 

"Luckily,  we  shall  have  plenty  of  time  to  talk  over  it,  for 
our  statesman  lives  at  some  distance." 

"In  two  words,  here's  the  mystery,"  answered  Adrienne. 
"I  told  you  what  reasons  I  had  to  interest  myself  in  that 
honest  workman.  This  morning  he  came  to  me  in  great 
grief,  to  inform  me  that  he  was  compromised  by  some  songs 
he  had  written  ( for  he  is  a  poet),  and  that,  though  innocent, 
he  was  threatened  with  an  arrest;  and  if  they  put  him  into 
prison,  his  family,  whose  sole  support  he  is,  would  die  of 
hunger.  Therefore  he  came  to  beg  me  to  procure  bail  for 
him,  so  that  he  might  be  left  at  liberty  to  work.  I  promised 
immediately,  thinking  of  your  interest  with  the  minister:  tor. 
as  they  were  already  in  pursuit  of  the  poor  lad,  I  chose 
to  conceal  him  in  my  residence,  and  you  know  how  my  aunt 
has  twisted  that  action.  Now  tell  me,  do  you  think,  that, 
by  means  of  your  recommendation,  the  minister  will  grant 
me  the  freedom  of  this  workman,  bail  being  given  for  the 
same?" 

"No  doubt  of  it.    There  will  not  be  the  shadow  of  a  diffir 
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culty — especially  when  you  have  explained  the  facts  to  him, 
with  that  eloquence  of  the  heart  which  you  possess  in  per- 
fection." 

"Do  you  know,  my  dear  Dr.  Baleinier,  why  I  have  taken 
the  resolution  (which  is  perhaps  a  strange  one)  to  ask  you 
to  accompany  me  to  the  minister's?" 

"Why,  doubtless,  to  recommend  your  friend  in  a  more 
effective  manner." 

"Yes — but  also  to  put  an  end,  by  a  decisive  step,  to  the 
calumnies  which  my  aunt  will  be  sure  to  spread  with  regard 
to  me,  and  which  she  has  already,  you  know,  had  inserted  in 
the  report  of  the  commissary  ot  police.  I  have  preferred 
to  address  myself  at  once,  frankly  and  openly,  to  a  man 
placed  in  a  high  social  position.  I  will  explain  all  to  him, 
who  will  believe  me,  because  truth  has  an  accent  of  its  own." 

"All  this,  my  dear  Mdlle.  Adrienne,  is  wisely  planned. 
You  will,  as  the  saw  says,  kill  two  birds  with  one  stone — 
or  rather,  you  will  obtain  by  one  act  of  kindness  two  acts  of 
justice ;  you  will  destroy  a  dangerous  calumny,  and  restore 
a  worthy  youth  to  liberty." 

"Come,"  said  Adrienne,  laughing,  "thanks  to  this  pleasing 
prospect,  my  light  heart  has  returned." 

"How  true  that  in  life,"  said  the  doctor,  philosophically, 
"everything  depends  on  the  point  of  view." 

Adrienne  was  so  completely  ignorant  of  the  forms  of  a 
constitutional  government,  and  had  so  blind  a  confidence  in 
the  doctor,  that  she  did  not  doubt  for  an  instant  what  he  told 
her.  She  therefore  resumed  with  joy:  "What  happiness  it 
will  be !  when  I  go  to  fetch  the  daughters  of  Marshal 
Simon,  to  be  able  to  console  this  workman's  mother,  who  is 
now  perhaps  in  a  state  of  cruel  anxiety,  at  not  seeing  her 
son  return  home !" 

"Yes,  you  will  have  this  pleasure,"  said  M.  Baleinier, 
with  a  smile ;  "for  we  will  solicit  and  intrigue  to  such  purpose, 
that  the  good  mother  may  learn  from  you  the  release  of  her 
son  before  she  even  knows  that  he  has  been  arrested." 

"How  kind,  how  obliging  you  are !"  said  Adrienne. 
"Really,  if  the  motive  were  not  so  serious,  I  should  be 
ashamed  of  making  you  lose  so  much  precious  time,  my 
dear  M.  Baleinier.     But  I  know  your  heart." 

"I  have  no  other  wish,  than  to  prove  to  you  my  profound 
devotion,  my  sincere  attachment,"  said  the  doctor  inhaling 
a  pinch  of  snuff.     But  at  the  same  time,  he  cast  an  uneasy 
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glance  through  the  window,  for  the  carriage  was  just  cross- 
ing the  Place  de  l'Odeon,  and  in  spite  of  the  snow,  he 
could  see  the  front  of  the  Odeon  theatre  brilliantly  illumi- 
nated. Now  Adrienne,  who  had  just  turned  her  head 
towards  that  side,  might  perhaps  he  astonished  at  the  singu- 
lar road  they  were  taking. 

In  order  to  draw  off  her  attention  hy  a  skilful  diversion, 
the  doctor  exclaimed  suddenly:  "Bless  me!  I  had  almost 
forgotten." 

"What  is  the  matter,  M.  Baleinier?"  said  Adrienne,  turn- 
ing hastily  towards  him. 

"I  had  forgotten  a  thing  of  the  highest  importance,  in 
regard  to  the  success  of  our  petition." 

"What  is  it,  please?"  asked  the  young  girl,  anxiously. 

M.  Baleinier  gave  a  cunning  smile.  "Every  man,"  said  he, 
"has  his  weakness — ministers  even  more  than  others.  The 
one  we  are  going  to  visit  has  the  folly  to  attach  the  utmost 
importance  to  his  title,  and  the  first  impression  would  be 
unfavorable,  if  you  did  not  lay  great  stress  on  the  Minister." 

"Is  that  all,  my  dear  M.  Baleinier?"  said  Adrienne,  smil- 
ing in  her  turn.  "I  will  even  go  so  far  as  Your  Excellency, 
which  is,  I  believe,  one  of  his  adopted  titles." 

"Not  now — but  that  is  no  matter;  if  you  could  even  slide 
in  a  My  Lord  or  two,  our  business  would  be  done  at  once." 

"Be  satisfied !  since  there  are  upstart  ministers  as  well 
as  City-turned  gentlemen,  I  will  remember  Moliere's  M. 
Jourdain,  and  feed  full  the  gluttonous  vanity  of  your  friend." 

"I  give  him  up  to  you,  for  I  know  he  will  be  in  good 
hands,"  replied  the  physician,  who  rejoiced  to  see  that  the 
carriage  had  now  entered  those  dark  streets  which  lead 
from  the  Place  de  l'Odeon  to  the  Pantheon  district;  "I  do 
not  wish  to  find  fault  with  the  minister  for  being  proud, 
since  his  pride  may  be  of  service  to  us  on  this  occasion." 

"These  petty  devices  are  innocent  enough,"  said  Mdlle.  dr 
Cardoville,  "and  I  confess  that  I  do  not  scruple  to  have 
recourse  to  them."  Then,  leaning  towards  the  door-sash,  she 
added :  "Gracious !  how  sad  and  dark  are  these  streets. 
What  wind  !  what  snow!    In  which  quarter  are  we?" 

"What !  are  you  so  ungrateful,  that  you  do  not  recognize 
by  the  absence  of  shops,  your  dear  quarter  of  the  Faubourg 
Saint  Germain  ?" 

"I  imagine  we  had  quitted  it  long  ago." 

"I  thought  so  too,"  said  the  physician,  leaning  forward  as 
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if  to  ascertain  where  they  were,  "but  we  are  still  there.  My 
poor  coachman,  blinded  by  the  snow,  which  is  beating  against 
his  face,  must  have  gone  wrong  just  now — but  we  are  all 
right  again.  Yes,  I  perceive  we  are  in  the  Rue  Saint 
Guillaume — not  the  gayest  of  streets  by  the  way — but,  in 
ten  minutes,  we  shall  arrive  at  the  minister's  private  entrance, 
for  intimate  friends  like  myself  enjoy  the  privilege  of 
escaping  the  honors  of  a  grand  reception." 

Mdlle.  de  Cardoville,  like  most  carriage-people,  was  so 
little  acquainted  with  certain  sireets  of  Paris,  as  well  as  with 
the  customs  of  men  in  office,  that  she  dici  not  doubt  for  a 
moment  the  statements  of  Baleinier,  in  whom  she  reposed 
the  utmost  confidence. 

When  they  left  the  Saint-Dizier  House,  the  doctor  had 
upon  his  lips  a  question  which  he  hesitated  to  put,  for  fear 
of  endangering  himself  in  the  eyes  of  Adrienne.  The  latter 
had  spoken  of  important  interests,  the  existence  of  which 
had  been  concealed  from  her.  The  doctor,  who  was  an 
acute  and  skilful  observer,  had  quite  clearly  remarked  the 
embarrassment  and  anxiety  of  the  princess  and  D'Aigrigny. 
He  no  longer  doubted,  that  the  plot  directed  against  Adrienne 
— one  in  which  he  was  the  blind  agent,  in  submission  to 
the  will  of  the  Order— related  to  interests  which  had  been 
concealed  from  him,  and  which,  for  that  very  reason,  he 
burned  to  discover ;  for  every  member  of  the  dark  conspiracy 
to  which  he  belonged  had  necessarily  acquired  the  odious 
vices  inherent  to  spies  and  informers — envy,  suspicion,  and 
jealous  curiosity. 

It  is  easy  to  understand,  therefore,  that  Dr.  Baleinier, 
though  quite  determined  to  serve  the  projects  of  D'Aigrigny, 
was  yet  very  anxious  to  learn  what  had  been  kept  from  him. 
Conquering  his  irresolution,  and  finding  the  opportunity 
favorable,  and  no  time  to  be  lost,  he  said  to  Adrienne,  after 
a  moment's  silence:  "I  am  going  perhaps  to  ask  you  a  very 
indiscreet  question.  If  you  think  it  such,  pray  do  not 
answer." 

"Nay — go  on,  I  entreat  you." 

"Just  now — a  few  minutes  before  the  arrival  of  the  com- 
missary of  police  was  announced  to  your  aunt — you  spoke, 
I  think,  of  some  great  interests,  which  had  hitherto  been 
concealed   from  you." 

"Yes,  I  did  so." 

"These  words,"  continued  M.  Baleinier,  speaking  slowly 
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and  emphatically,  "appeared  to  make  a  deep  impression  on 
the  princess." 

"An  impression  so  deep,"  said  Adrienne,  "that  sundry 
suspicions  ol  mine  were  changed  to  certainty." 

"I  need  not  tell  you,  my  charming  friend,"  resumed  M. 
Baleinier,  in  a  bland  tone,  "that  if  I  remind  you  of  this 
circumstance,  it  is  only  to  offer  you  my  services,  in  case  they 
should  be  required.  If  not — and  there  is  the  shadow  of  im- 
propriety in  letting  me  know  more — forget  that  I  have  said 
a  word." 

Adrienne  became  serious  and  pensive,  and,  after  a  silence 
of  some  moments,  she  thus  answered  Dr.  Baleinier :  "On 
this  subject,  there  are  some  things  that  I  do  not  know — 
others  that  I  may  tell  you — others  again  that  I  must  keep 
from  you :  but  you  are  so  kind  to-day,  that  I  am  happy  to 
be  able  to  give  you  a  new  mark  of  confidence." 

"Then  I  wish  to  know  nothing,"  said  the  doctor,  with  an 
air  of  humble  deprecation,  "for  I  should  have  the  appear- 
ance of  accepting  a  kind  of  reward ;  whilst  I  am  paid  a 
thousand  times  over,  by  the  pleasure  I  feel  in  serving  you." 

"Listen,"  said  Adrienne,  without  attending  to  the  delicate 
scruples  of  Dr.  Baleinier ;  "I  have  powerful  reasons  for 
believing  that  an  immense  inheritance  must,  at  no  very 
distant  period,  be  divided  between  the  members  of  my  family, 
all  of  whom  I  do  not  know — for,  after  the  Revocation  of  the 
Edict  of  Nantes,  those  from  whom  we  are  descended  were 
dispersed  in  foreign  countries,  and  experienced  a  great 
variety  of  fortunes." 

"Really !"  cried  the  doctor,  becoming  extremely  interested. 
"Where  is  this  inheritance,  in  whose  hands?" 

"I  do  not  know." 

"Xow  how  will  you  assert  your  rights?" 

"That  I  shall  learn  soon." 

"Who  will  inform  you  of  it?" 

"That  I  may  not  tell  you." 

"But  how  did  you  find  out  the  existence  of  this 
inheritance?" 

"That  also  I  may  not  tell  you,"  returned  Adrienne,  in  a 
■oft  and  melancholy  tone,  which  remarkably  contrasted  with 
the  habitual  vivacity  of  her  conversation.  "It  is  a  secret — 
a  strange  secret — and  in  those  moments  of  excitement,  in 
which  you  have  sometimes  surprised  me,  I  have  been 
thinking    of    extraordinary    circumstances    connected    with 
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this  secret,  which  awakened  within  me  lofty  and  magnificent 
ideas." 

Adrienne  paused  and  was  silent,  absorbed  in  her  own 
reflections.  Baleinier  did  not  seek  to  disturb  her.  In  the 
first  place,  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville  did  not  perceive  the  direction 
the  coach  was  taking ;  secondly,  the  doctor  was  not  sorry  to 
ponder  over  what  he  had  just  heard.  With  his  usual  per- 
spicuity, he  saw  that  the  Abbe  d'Aigrigny  was  concerned  in 
this  inheritance,  and  he  resolved  instantly  to  make  a  secret 
report  on  the  subject ;  either  M.  d'Aigrigny  was  acting  under 
the  instructions  of  the  Order,  or  by  his  own  impulse;  in 
the  one  event,  the  report  of  the  doctor  would  confirm  a  fact ; 
in  the  other,  it  would  reveal  one. 

For  some  time,  therefore,  the  lady  and  Dr.  Baleinier 
remained  perfectly  silent,  no  longer  even  disturbed  by  the 
noise  of  the  wheels,  for  the  carriage  now  rolled  over  a  thick 
carpet  of  snow,  and  the  streets  had  become  more  and  more 
deserted.  Notwithstanding  his  crafty  treachery,  notwith- 
standing his  audacity  and  the  blindness  of  his  dupe,  the 
doctor  was  not  quite  tranquil  as  to  the  result  of  his  machina- 
tions. The  critical  moment  approached,  and  the  least  sus- 
picion roused  in  the  mind  of  Adrienne  by  any  inadvertence 
on  his  part,  might  ruin  all  his  projects. 

Adrienne,  already  fatigued  by  the  painful  emotions  of  the 
day,  shuddered  from  time  to  time,  as  the  cold  became  more 
and  more  piercing ;  in  her  haste  to  accompany  Dr.  Baleinier, 
she  had  neglected  to  take  either  shawl  or  mantle. 

For  some  minutes  the  coach  had  followed  the  line  of  a 
very  high  wall,  which,  seen  through  the  snow,  looked  white 
against  a  black  sky.  The  silence  was  deep  and  mournful. 
Suddenly  the  carriage  stopped,  and  the  footman  went  to 
knock  at  a  large  gateway;  he  first  gave  two  rapid  knocks, 
and  then  one  other  at  a  long  interval.  Adrienne  did  not 
notice  the  circumstance,  for  the  noise  was  not  loud,  and  the 
doctor  had  immediately  begun  to  speak,  to  drown  with  his 
voice  this  species  of  signal. 

"Here  we  are  at  last,"  said  he  gayly  to  Adrienne;  "you 
must  be  very  winning — that  is,  you  must  be  yourself." 

"Be  sure  I  will  do  my  best,"  replied  Adrienne,  with  a 
smile;  then  she  added,  shivering  in  spite  of  herself:  "How 
dreadfully  cold  it  is !  I  must  confess,  my  dear  Dr.  Baleinier, 
that  when  I  have  been  to  fetch  my  poor  little  relations  from 
the  house  of  our  workman's  mother,  I  shall  be  truly  glad  to 
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find  myself  once  more  in  the  warmth  and  light  of  my  own 
cheerful  rooms,  for  you  know  my  aversion  to  cold  and 
darkness." 

"It  is  quite  natural,"  said  the  doctor,  gallantly;  "the  most 
charming  f.owers  require  the  most  light  and  heat." 

Whilst  the  doctor  and  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville  exchanged 
these  few  words,  a  heavy  gate  had  turned  creaking  upon  its 
hinges,  and  the  carriage  had  entered  a  court-yard.  The 
physician  got  down  first,  to  offer  his  arm  to  Adrienne. 


CHAPTER  XLIV. 

THE    MINISTER'S    CABINET. 

The  carriage  had  stopped  before  some  steps  covered  with 
snow,  which  led  to  a  vestibule  lighted  by  a  lamp.  The  better 
to  ascend  the  steps,  which  were  somewhat  slippery,  Adrienne 
leaned  upon  the  doctor's  arm. 

"Dear  me!  how  you  tremble,"  said  he. 

"Yes,"  replied  she,  shuddering,  "I  feel  deadly  cold.  In 
my  haste,  I  came  out  without  a  shawl.  But  how  gloomy 
this  house  appears,"  she  added,  pointing  to  the  entrance. 

"It  is  what  you  call  the  minister's  private  house,  the 
sanctum  sanctorum,  whither  our  statesman  retires  far  from 
the  sound  of  the  profane,"  said  Dr.  Baleinier,  with  a  smile. 
"Pray  come  in!"  and  he  pushed  open  the  door  of  a  large 
hall,  completely  empty. 

"They  are  right  in  saying,"  resumed  Dr.  Baleinier.  who 
covered  his  secret  agitation  with  an  appearance  of  gayety, 
"that  a  minister's  house  is  like  nobody  else's.  Xot  a  foot- 
man— not  a  page,  I  should  say — to  be  found  in  the  ante- 
chamber. Luckily,"  added  he,  opening  the  door  of  a  room 
which  communicated   with  the  vestibule, 

"  'In  this  seraglio  reared,   I  know  the  secret  ways.' " 

Mdlle.  de  Cardoville  was  now  introduced  into  an  apart- 
ment hung  with  tureen  embossed  paper,  and  very  simply 
furnished  with  mahogany  chairs,  covered  with  yellow  velvet; 
the  floor  was  carefully  polished,  and  a  globe  lamp,  which 
gave  at  most  a  third  of  its  proper  light,  was  suspended  (at  a 
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much  greater  height  than  usual)  from  the  ceiling.  Finding 
the  appearance  of  this  habitation  singularly  plain  for  the 
dwelling  of  a  minister,  Adrienne,  though  she  had  no  sus- 
picion, could  not  suppress  a  movement  of  surprise  and 
paused  a  moment  on  the  threshold  of  the  door.  M.  Baleinier, 
by  whose  arm  she  held,  guessed  the  cause  of  her  astonish- 
ment, and  said  to  he"  with  a  smile : 

"This  place  appears  to  you  very  paltry  for  'his  excellency,' 
does  it  not?  If  you  knew  what  a  thing  constitutional  econ- 
omy is  !■ — Moreover,  you  will  see  a  'my  lord,'  who  has  almost 
as  little  pretension  as  his  furniture.  But  please  to  wait  for 
me  an  instant.  I  will  go  and  inform  the  minister  you  are 
here,  and  return  immediately." 

Gently  disengaging  himself  from  the  grasp  of  Adrienne, 
who  had  involuntarily  pressed  close  to  him,  the  physician 
opened  a  small  side-door,  by  which  he  instantly  disappeared. 
Adrienne  de  Cardoville  was  left  alone. 

Though  she  could  not  have  explained  the  cause  of  her 
impression,  there  was  something  awe-inspiring  to  the  young 
lady  in  this  large,  cold,  naked,  curtainless  room ;  and  as,  by 
degrees,  she  noticed  certain  peculiarities  in  the  furniture, 
which  she  had  not  at  first  perceived,  she  was  seized  with  an 
indefinable  feeling  of  uneasiness. 

Approaching  the  cheerless  hearth,  she  perceived  with  sur- 
prise that  an  iron  grating  completely  enclosed  the  opening 
of  the  chimney,  and  that  the  tongs  and  shovel  were  fastened 
with  iron  chains.  Already  astonished  by  this  singularity, 
she  was  about  mechanically  to  draw  towards  her  an  arm- 
chair placed  against  the  wall,  when  she  found  that  it  remained 
motionless.  She  then  discovered  that  the  back  of  this  piece 
of  furniture,  as  well  as  that  of  all  the  other  chairs,  was 
fastened  to  the  wainscoting  by  iron  clamps.  Unable  to 
repress  a  smile,  she  exclaimed :  "Have  they  so  little  confi- 
dence in  the  statesman  in  whose  house  I  am,  that  they  are 
obliged  to  fasten  the  furniture  to  the  walls?" 

Adrienne  had  recourse  to  this  somewhat  forced  pleasantry 
as  a  kind  of  effort  to  resist  the  painful  feeling  of  apprehen- 
sion that  was  gradually  creeping  over  her ;  for  the  most 
profound  and  mournful  silence  reigned  in  this  habitation, 
where  nothing  indicated  the  life,  the  movement  and  the 
activity,  which  usually  surround  a  great  centre  of  business. 
Only,  from  time  to  time,  the  young  lady  heard  the  violent 
gusts  of  wind  from  without. 
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More  than  a  quarter  of  an  hour  had  elapsed,  and  M. 
Baleinier  did  not  return.  In  her  impatient  anxiety,  Adrienne 
wished  to  call  some  one  to  inquire  about  the  doctor  and  the 
minister.  She  raised  her  eyes  to  look  for  a  bell-rope  by  the 
side  of  the  chimney -glass;  she  found  none,  but  she  perceived, 
that  what  she  had  hitherto  taken  for  a  glass,  thanks  to  the 
half  obscurity  of  the  room,  was  in  reality  a  large  sheet  of 
shining  tin.  Drawing  nearer  to  it,  she  accidentally  touched 
a  bronzed  candlestick;  and  this,  as  well  as  a  clock,  was 
fixed  to  the  marble  of  the  chimney-piece. 

In  certain  dispositions  of  mind,  the  most  insignificant  cir- 
cumstances often  assume  terrific  proportions.  This  immov- 
able candlestick,  this  furniture  fastened  to  the  wainscot,  this 
glass  replaced  by  a  tin  sheet,  this  profound  silence,  and  the 
prolonged  absence  of  M.  Baleinier,  had  such  an  effect  upon 
Adrienne,  that  she  was  struck  with  a  vague  terror.  Yet 
such  was  her  implicit  confidence  in  the  doctor,  that  she 
reproached  herself  with  her  own  fears,  persuading  herself 
that  the  causes  of  them  were  after  all  of  no  real  importance, 
and  that  it  was  unreasonable  to  feel  uneasy  at  such  trifles. 

Still,  though  she  thus  strove  to  regain  courage,  her  anxiety 
induced  her  to  do  what  otherwise  she  would  never  have 
attempted.  She  approached  the  little  door  by  which  the 
doctor  had  disappeared,  and  applied  her  ear  to  it.  She  held 
her  breath,  and  listened,  but  heard  nothing. 

Suddenly,  a  dull,  heavy  sound,  like  that  of  a  falling  body, 
was  audible  just  above  her  head ;  she  thought  she  could 
even  distinguish  a  stifled  moaning.  Raising  her  eyes,  hastily, 
she  saw  some  particles  of  the  plaster  fall  from  the  ceiling, 
loosened,  no  doubt,  by  the  shaking  of  the  floor  above. 

No  longer  able  to  resist  the  feeling  of  terror,  Adrienne 
ran  to  the  door  by  which  she  had  entered  with  the  doctor, 
in  order  to  call  some  one.  To  her  great  surprise,  she  found 
it  was  fastened  on  the  outside.  Yet,  since  her  arrival,  she 
had  heard  no  sound  of  a  key  turning  in  the  lock. 

More  and  more  alarmed,  the  young  girl  flew  to  the  little 
door  by  which  the  physician  had  disappeared,  and  at  which 
she  had  just  been  listening.  This  door  also  was  fastened 
on  the  outside. 

Still,  wishing  to  struggle  with  the  terror  which  was  gain- 
invincibly  upon  her,  Adrienne  called  to  her  aid  all  the 
firmness  of  her  character,  and  tried  to  argue  away  her  fears. 

"I  must  have  been  deceived,"  she  said;  "it  was  only  a  fall 
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that  I  heard.  The  moaning  had  no  existence,  except  in 
my  imagination.  There  are  a  thousand  reasons  for  believing 
that  it  was  not  a  person  who  fell  down.  But,  then,  these 
locked  doors  ?  They,  perhaps,  do  not  know  that  I  am  here ; 
they  may  have  thought  that  there  was  nobody  in  this  room." 

As  she  uttered  these  words,  Adrienne  looked  round  with 
anxiety;  then  she  added,  in  a  firm  voice:  "No  weakness! 
it  is  useless  to  try  to  blind  myself  to  my  real  situation. 
On  the  contrary,  I  must  look  it  well  in  the  face.  It  is 
evident  that  I  am  not  here  at  a  minister's  house;  no  end  of 
reasons  prove  it  beyond  a  doubt ;  M.  Baleinier  has  therefore 
deceived  me.  But  for  what  end?  Why  has  he  brought  me 
hither  ?    Where  am  I  ?" 

The  last  two  questions  appeared  to  Adrienne  both  equally 
insoluble.  It  only  remained  clear,  that  she  was  the  victim 
of  M.  Baleinier's  perfidy.  But  this  certainly  seemed  so  hor- 
rible to  the  young  girl's  truthful  and  generous  soul,  that  she 
still  tried  to  combat  the  idea  by  the  recollection  of  the  con- 
fiding friendship  which  she  had  always  shown  this  man. 
She  said  to  herself  with  bitterness:  "See  how  weakness  and 
fear  may  lead  one  to  unjust  and  odious  suspicions!  Yes; 
for  until  the  last  extremity,  it  is  not  justifiable  to  believe 
in  so  infernal  a  deception — and  then  only  upon  the  clearest 
evidence.  I  will  call  some  one ;  it  is  the  only  way  of  com- 
pletely satisfying  these  doubts."  Then,  remembering  that 
there  was  no  bell,  she  added  :  "No  matter ;  I  will  knock,  and 
some  one  will  doubtless  answer."  With  her  little,  delicate 
hand,  Adrienne  struck  the  door  several  times. 

The  dull,  heavy  sound  which  came  from  the  door  showed 
that  it  was  very  thick.  No  answer  was  returned  to  the 
young  girl.  She  ran  to  the  other  door.  There  was  the 
same  appeal  on  her  part,  the  same  profound  silence  without 
— only  interrupted  from  time  to  time  by  the  howling  of  the 
wind. 

"I  am  not  more  timid  than  other  people,"  said  Adrienne, 
shuddering ;  "I  do  not  know  if  it  is  the  excessive  cold, 
but  I  tremble  in  spite  of  myself.  I  endeavor  to  guard 
against  all  weakness ;  yet  I  think  that  any  one  in  my  position 
would  find  all  this  very  strange  and  frightful." 

At  this  instant,  loud  cries,  or  rather  savage  and  dreadful 
howlings,  burst  furiously  from  the  room  just  above,  and 
soon  after  a  sort  of  stamping  of  feet,  like  the  noise  of  a 
Violent  struggle,  shook  the  ceiling  of  the  apartment.     Struck 
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with  constr .  nation,  Adrienne  uttered  a  loud  cry  of  terror 
became  deadly  pale,  stood  for  a  moment  motionless  with 
affright,  and  then  rushed  to  one  of  the  windows,  and  abruptly 
threw  it  open. 

A  violent  gust  of  wind,  mixed  with  melted  snow,  beat 
against  Adrienne's  face,  swept  roughly  into  the  room,  and 
soon  extinguished  the  flickering  and  smoky  light  of  the 
lamp.  Thus,  plunged  in  profound  darkness,  with  her  hands 
clinging  to  the  bars  that  were  placed  across  the  window, 
Mdlle.  de  Cardoville  yielded  at  length  to  the  full  influence 
of  her  fears,  so  long  restrained,  and  was  about  to  call  aloud 
for  help,  when  an  unexpected  apparition  rendered  her  for 
some  minutes  absolutely  mute  with  terror. 

Another  wing  of  the  building,  opposite  to  that  in  which 
she  was,  stood  at  no  great  distance.  Through  the  midst  of 
the  black  darkness,  which  filled  the  space  between,  one  large, 
lighted  window  was  distinctly  visible.  Through  the  cur- 
tainless  panes,  Adrienne  perceived  a  white  figure,  gaunt  and 
ghastly,  dragging  after  it  a  sort  of  shroud,  and  passing  and 
repassing  continually  before  the  window,  with  an  abrupt 
and  restless  motion.  Her  eyes  fixed  upon  this  window, 
shining  through  the  darkness,  Adrienne  remained  as  if 
fascinated  by  that  fatal  vision :  and,  as  the  spectacle  filled 
up  the  measure  of  her  fears,  she  called  for  help  with  all 
her  might,  without  quitting  the  bars  of  the  window  to  which 
she  clung.  After  a  few  seconds,  whilst  she  was  thus  crying 
out,  two  tall  women  entered  the  room  in  silence,  unperceived 
by  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville,  who  was  still  clinging  to  the  window. 

These  women,  of  about  forty  to  fifty  years  of  age,  robust 
and  masculine,  were  negligently  and  shabbily  dressed,  like 
chambermaids  of  the  lower  sort ;  over  their  clothes  they 
wore  large  aprons  of  blue  cotton,  cut  sloping  from  their 
necks,  and  reaching  down  to  their  feet.  One  of  them,  who 
held  a  lamp  in  her  hand,  had  a  broad,  red,  shining  face,  a 
large  pimpled  nose,  small  green  eyes,  and  tow  hair,  which 
straggled  rough  and  shaggy  from  beneath  her  dirty  white 
cap.  The  other,  sallow,  withered,  and  bony,  wore  a  mourn- 
ing-cap over  a  parchment  visage,  pitted  with  the  small-pox, 
and  rendered  still  more  repulsive  by  the  thick  black  eye- 
brows, and  some  long  gray  hairs  that  overshadowed  the 
upper  lip.  This  woman  carried,  half  unfolded  in  her  hand, 
a  garment  of  strange  form,  made  of  thick  gray  Stuff. 

They  both  entered  silently  by  the  little  door,  at  the  mo^ 
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ment  when  Adrienne,  in  the  excess  of  her  terror,  was  grasp- 
ing the  bars  of  the  window,  and  crying  out :     "Help !  help  !" 

Pointing  out  the  young  lady  to  each  other,  one  of  them 
went  to  place  the  lamp  on  the  chimney-piece,  whilst  the 
other  (she  who  wore  the  mourning-cap)  approached  the 
window,  and  laid  her  great  bony  hand  upon  Mdlle.  de  Cardo- 
ville's  shoulder. 

Turning  round,  Adrienne  uttered  a  new  cry  of  terror  at 
the  sight  of  this  grim  figure.  Then,  the  first  moment  of 
stupor  over,  she  began  to  feel  less  afraid ;  hideous  as  was 
this  woman,  it  was  at  least  some  one  to  speak  to ;  she 
exclaimed,  therefore,  in  an  agitated  voice :  "Where  is  M. 
Baleinier?" 

The  two  women  looked  at  each  other,  exchanged  a  leer  of 
mutual  intelligence,  but  did  not  answer. 

"I  ask  you,  madame,"  resumed  Adrienne,  "where  is  M. 
Baleinier,  who  brought  me  hither?  I  wish  to  see  him 
instantly." 

"He  is  gone,"  said  the  big  woman. 

"Gone!"  cried  Adrienne;  "gone  without  me! — Gracious 
heaven!  what  can  be  the  meaning  of  all  this?"  Then,  after 
a  moment's  reflection,  she  resumed,  "Please  to  fetch  me  a 
coach." 

The  two  women  looked  at  each  other,  and  shrugged  their 
shoulders.  "I  entreat  you,  madame,"  continued  Adrienne, 
with  forced  calmness  in  her  voice,  "to  fetch  me  a  coach — 
since  M.  Baleinier  is  gone  without  me.  I  wish  to  leave  this 
place." 

"Come,  come,  madame,"  said  the  tall  woman,  who  was 
called  "Tomboy,"  without  appearing  to  listen  to  what 
Adrienne  asked,  "it  is  time  for  you  to  go  to  bed." 

"To  go  to  bed !"  cried  Mdlle.  Cardoville,  in  alarm.  "This 
is  really  enough  to  drive  one  mad."  Then,  addressing  the 
two  women,  she  added:  "What  is  this  house?  where  am  I? 
answer!" 

"You  are  in  a  house,"  said  Tomboy,  in  a  rough  voice, 
"where  you  must  not  make  a  row  from  the  window,  as  you 
did  just  now." 

"And  where  you  must  not  put  out  the  lamp  as  you  have 
done,"  added  the  other  woman,  who  was  called  Gervaise, 
"or  else  we  shall  have  a  crow  to  pick  with  you." 

Adrienne,  unable  to  utter  a  word,  and  trembling  with 
fear,  looked  in  a  kind  of  stupor  from  one  to  the  other  of 
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these  horrible  women  ;  her  reason  strove  in  vain  to  compre- 
hend what  was  passing  around  her.  Suddenly  she  thought 
she  had  guessed  it.  and  exclaimed:  "I  see  there  is  a  mis- 
take here.  I  do  not  understand  how,  but  there  is  a  mistake. 
You  take  me  for  some  one  else.  Do  you  know  who  I  am? 
My  name  i-  Adrienne  de  Cardoville!  You  see,  therefore, 
that  I  am  at  liberty  to  leave  this  house ;  no  one  in  the  world 
has  the  right  to  detain  me.  I  command  you,  then,  to  fetch 
me  a  coach  immediately.  If  there  are  no'ne  in  this  quarter, 
let  me  have  some  one  to  accompany  me  home  to  the  Rue  de 
Babylone.  Saint-Dizier  House.  I  will  reward  such  a  person 
liberally,  and  you  also." 

"Well,  have  you  finished?"  said  Tomboy.  ''What  is  the 
use  of  telling  us  all  this  rubbish?" 

"Take  care."  resumed  Adrienne,  who  wished  to  try  every 

means;   "if  you  detain   me  here  by   force,   it  will   be  very 

■us.     You  do  not  know  to  what  you  expose  yourselves  " 

"Will  you  come  to  bed;  yes  or  no?"  said  Gervaise,  in  a 
tone  of  harsh  impatience. 

"Listen  to  me,  madame,"  resumed  Adrienne,  precipitately, 
"let  me  out  this  place,  and  I  will  give  each  of  you  two 
thousand  francs.  It  is  not  enough?  I  will  give  you  ten- 
twenty— whatever  you  ask.  I  am  rich — only  let  me  out— 
for  heaven's  sake,  let  me  out!— I  cannot  remain  here— I  am 
afraid."  As  she  said  this,  the  tone  of  the  poor  girl's  voice 
was  '..eartrending. 

"Twenty  thousand  francs !— that's  the  usual  figure,  ain't  it 
lomboy?  ' 

''Let  be,  Gervaise !  they  all  sing  the  same  song." 

"Wdk  then?  since  reasons,  prayers,  and  menaces  are  all 
m  vain,  '  said  Adrienne  gathering  energv  from  her  desperate 
position,  'T  declare  to  you  that  I  will  go  out  and  that 
instantly.  We  will  see  if  you  are  bold  enough  to  employ 
force  against  me." 

So  saying,  Adrienne  advanced  resolutely  towards  the  door 
But    at  this  moment,  the  wild,  hoarse  cries,  which  had  pre- 
ceded the  noise  of  the  struggle  that  had  so  frightened  her 
■gain  resounded :  only,  this  time  they  were  not  accompanied 
Dy  the  movement  of  feet. 

"Oh!  what  screams!"  said  Adrienne,  stopping  short  and 
m  her  terror  drawing  nigh  to  the  two  women.  "Do  vou 
not  hear  those  cries?  What.  then,  is  this  house,  in  which 
one  hears  such  things?     And  over  there,   too,"  added   she 
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almost  beside  herself,   as   she  pointed   to  the  other  wing, 
where  the  lighted  windows  shone  through  the  darkness,  and 
the  white   figure  continued   to   pass   and   repass   before   it; 
'over  there !  do  you  see  ?    What  is  it  ?" 

"Oh!  that  'un,"  said  Tomboy;  "one  of  the  folks  who, 
like  you,  have  not  behaved  well." 

"What  do  you  say?"  cried  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville,  clasping 
her  hands  in  terror.  "Heavens !  what  is  this  house  ?  What 
do  they  do  to  them?" 

"What  will  be  done  to  you,  if  you  are  naughty,  and  refuse 
to  come  to  bed,"  answered  Gervaise. 

"They  put  this  on  them,"  said  Tomboy,  showing  the 
garment  that  she  had  held  under  her  arm,  "they  clap  'em  into 
the  strait-waistcoast." 

"Oh!"  cried  Adrienne,  hiding  her  face  in  her  hands  with 
horror.  A  terrible  discovery  had  flashed  suddenly  upon  her. 
She  understood  it  all. 

Capping  the  violent  emotions  of  the  day,  the  effect  of  this 
last  blow  was  dreadful.  The  young  girl  felt  her  strength  give 
way.  Her  hands  fell  powerless,  her  face  became  fearfully 
pale,  all  her  limbs  trembled,  and  sinking  upon  her  knees, 
and  casting  a  terrified  glance  at  the  strait-waistcoat,  she 
was  just  able  to  falter  in  a  feeble  voice,  "Oh,  no: — not  that — 
for  pity's  sake,  madame.  I  will  do — whatever  you  wish." 
And,  her  strength  quite  failing,  she  would  have  fallen  upon 
the  ground  if  the  two  women  had  not  run  towards  her, 
and  received  her  fainting  into  their  arms. 

"A  fainting  fit,"  said  Tomboy ;  "that's  not  dangerous. 
Let  us  carry  her  to  bed.  We  can  undress  her,  and  this  will 
be  all  nothing." 

"Carry  her,  then,"  said  Gervaise.     "I  will  take  the  lamp." 

The  tall  and  robust  Tomboy  took  up  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville 
as  if  she  had  been  a  sleeping  child,  carried  her  in  her 
arms,  and  followed  her  companion  into  the  chamber  through 
which  M.  Baleinier  had  made  his  exit. 

This  chamber,  though  perfectly  clean,  was  cold  and  bare. 
A  greenish  paper  covered  the  walls,  and  a  low,  little  iron 
bedstead,  the  head  of  which  formed  a  kind  of  shelf,  stood  in 
one  corner ;  a  stove,  fixed  in  the  chimney-place,  was  sur- 
rounded by  an  iron  grating,  which  forbade  a  near  approach; 
a  table  fastened  to  the  wall,  a  chair  placed  before  this  table, 
and  also  clamped  to  the  floor,  a  mahogany  chest  of  drawers, 
and  a  rush-bottomed  arm-chair  completed  the  scanty  furni- 
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ture.  The  curtainless  window  was  furnished  on  the  inside 
with  an  iron  grating,  which  served  to  protect  the  panes  from 
being  broken. 

It  was  into  this  gloomy  retreat,  which  formed  so  painful 
a  contrast  with  the  charming  little  summer-house  in  the 
Rue  de  Baby  lone,  that  Adrienne  was  carried  by  Tomboy, 
who,  with  the  tance  of  Gervaise,  placed  the  inanimate 

form  on  the  bed.  The  lamp  was  deposited  on  the  shelf  at 
the  head  of  the  couch.  Whilst  one  of  the  nurses  held  her 
up.  the  other  unfastened  and  took  off  the  cloth  dress  of  the 
young  girl,  whose  head  drooped  languidly  on  her  bosom. 
Though  in  a  swoon,  large  tears  trickled  slowly  from  her 
closed  eyes,  whose  long  black  lashes  threw  their  shadows 
on  the  transparent  whiteness  of  her  cheeks.  Over  her  neck 
and  breast  of  ivory  flowed  the  golden  waves  of  her  magnifi- 
cent hair,  which  had  come  down  at  the  time  of  her  fall 
When,  as  they  unlaced  her  satin  corset,  less  soft,  less  fresh, 
less  white  than  the  virgin  form  beneath,  which  lay  like  a 
statue  of  alabaster  in  its  covering  of  lace  and  lawn,  one  of  the. 
horrible  hags  felt  the  arms  and  shoulders  of  the  young 
girl  with  her  large,  red,  horny,  and  chapped  hands.  Though 
she  did  not  completely  recover  the  use  of  her  senses,  she 
started  involuntarily  from  the  rude  and  brutal  touch. 

"Hasn't  she  little  feet?"  said  the  nurse,  who,  kneeling 
down,  was  employed  in  drawing  off  Adrienne's  stockings. 
"I  could  hold  them  both  in  the  hollow  of  my  hand."  In 
fact,  a  small,  rosy  foot,  smooth  as  a  child's,  here  and  there 
ed  with  azure,  was  soon  exposed  to  view,  as  was  also  a 
with  pink  knee  and  ankle,  of  as  pure  and  exquisite  a 
form  as  that  of  Diana  Huntress. 

"And  what  hair!"  said  Tomboy;  "so  long  and  soft! — She 
might  almost  walk  upon  it.  'Twould  be  a  pity  to  cut  it  off, 
to  put  ice  upon  her  skull !"  As  she  spoke,  she  gathered  up 
-ienne's  magnificent  hair,  and  twisted  it  as  well  as  she 
could  behind  her  head.  Alas !  it  was  no  longer  the  fair, 
light  hand  of  Georgette.  Florine,  or  Hebe  that  arranged  the 
beauteous  locks  of  their  mistress  with  so  much  love  and 
pride ! 

And  as  she  again  felt  the  rude  touch  of  the  nurse's  hand, 
the  young  girl  was  once  more  seized  with  the  same  nervous 
trembling,  only  more  frequently  and  strongly  than  before. 
And  soon,  whether  by  a  sort  of  instinctive  repulsion,  mag- 
netically excited  during  her  swoon,  or  from  the  effect  of  the 
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cold  night  air,  Adrienne  again  started  and  slowly  came  .'.0 
herself. 

It  is  impossible  to  describe  her  alarm,  horror,  and  chaste 
indignation,  as,  thrusting  aside  with  both  her  hands  the 
numerous  curls  that  covered  her  face,  bathed  in  tears,  she 
saw  herself  half -naked  between  these  filthy  hags.  At  first, 
she  uttered  a  cry  of  shame  and  terror ;  then  to  escape  from 
the  looks  of  the  women,  by  a  movement,  rapid  as  thought, 
she  drew  down  the  lamp  placed  on  the  shelf  at  the  head  of 
her  bed,  so  that  it  was  extinguished  and  broken  to  pieces  on 
the  floor.  After  which,  in  the  midst  of  the  darkness,  the 
unfortunate  girl,  covering  herself  with  the  bed-clothes,  burst 
into  passionate  sobs. 

The  nurses  attributed  Adrienne's  cry  and  violent  actions 
to  a  fit  of  furious  madness.  "Oh !  you  begin  again  to  break 
the  lamps — that's  your  partickler  fancy,  is  it?"  cried  Tom- 
boy, angrily,  as  she  felt  her  way  in  the  dark.  "Well !  I 
gave  you  fair  warning.  You  shall  have  the  strait-waistcoat 
on  this  very  night,  like  the  mad  gal  upstairs." 

"That's  it,"  said  the  other;  "hold  her  fast,  Tommy,  while 
I  go  and  fetch  a  light.    Between  us,  we'll  soon  master  her." 

"Make  haste,  for,  in  spite  of  her  soft  look,  she  must  be  a 
regular  fury.  We  shall  have  to  sit  up  all  night  with  her,  I 
suppose." 


Sad  and  painful  contrast !  That  morning,  Adrienne  had 
risen  free,  smiling,  happy,  in  the  midst  of  all  the  wonders  of 
luxury  and  art,  and  surrounded  by  the  delicate  attentions  of 
the  three  charming  girls  whom  she  had  chosen  to  serve  her. 
In  her  generous  and  fantastic  mood,  she  had  prepared  a  mag- 
nificent and  fairy-like  surprise  for  the  young  Indian  prince, 
her  relation ;  she  had  also  taken  a  noble  resolution  with 
regard  to  the  two  orphans  brought  home  by  Dagobert ;  in  her 
interview  with  Mme.  de  Saint-Dizier,  she  had  shown  herself 
by  turns  proud  and  sensitive,  melancholy  and  gay,  ironical 
and  serious,  loyal  and  courageous ;  finally,  she  had  come  to 
this  accursed  house  to  plead  in  favor  of  an  honest  and 
laborious  artisan. 

And  now,  in  the  evening — delivered  over  by  an  atrocious 
piece  of  treachery  to  the  ignoble  hands  of  two  coarse-minded 
nurses  in  a  madhouse — Mdlle.  de  Cardoville  felt  her  delicate 
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limbs  imprisoned  in  that  abominable  garment,  which  is  called 
a  strait-waistcoat 


Mdlle.  de  Cardoville  passed  a  horrible  night  in  company 
with  the  two  hags.  The  next  morning,  at  nine  o'clock,  what 
was  the  young  lady's  stupor  to  see  Dr.  Baleinier  enter  the 
room,  still  smiling  with  an  air  at  once  benevolent  and 
paternal. 

"Well,  my  dear  child?"  said  he,  in  a  bland,  affectionate 
voice;  "how  have  we  spent  the  night?" 


CHAPTER  XLV. 

THE   VISIT. 


The  keepers,  yielding  to  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville's  prayers, 
and,  above  all,  to  her  promises  of  good  behavior,  had  only 
left  on  the  canvas  jacket  a  portion  of  the  time.  Towards 
morning,  they  had  allowed  her  to  rise  and  dress  herself, 
without  interfering. 

Adrienne  was  seated  on  the  edge  of  her  bed.  The  altera- 
tion in  her  features,  her  dreadful  paleness,  the  lurid  fire  of 
fever  shining  in  her  eyes,  the  convulsive  trembling  which 
ever  and  anon  shook  her  frame,  showed  already  the  fatal 
effects  of  this  terrible  night  upon  a  susceptible  and  high- 
strung  organization.  At  sight  of  Dr.  Baleinier,  who,  with  a 
sign,  made  Gervaise  and  her  mate  leave  the  room,  Adrienne 
remained  petrified. 

She  felt  a  kind  of  giddiness  at  the  thought  of  the  audacity 
of  the  man,  who  dared  to  present  himself  to  her!  But 
when  the  physician  repeated,  in  the  softest  tone  of  affec- 
tionate interest:  "Well,  my  poor  child!  how  have  we  spent 
'.he  night?"  she  pressed  her  hands  to  her  burning  forehead,  ;i  3 
if  in  doubt  whether  she  was  awake  or  sleeping.  Then, 
staring  at  the  doctor,  she  half  opened  her  lip-;  but  they 
trembled  so  much  that  it  was  impossible  for  her  to  utter 
a  word.  Anger,  indignation,  contempt,  and,  above  all,  the 
liitter  and  acutely  painful  feeling  of  a  generous  heart,  whose 
clence  has  been  basely  betrayed,  so  overpowered 
Adrienne  that  she  was  unable  to  break  the  silence. 
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''Come,  come!  I  see  how  it  is,"  said  the  doctor,  shaking 
his  head  sorrowfully;  "you  are  very  much  displeased  with 
me — is  it  not  so?    Well !  I  expected  it,  my  dear  child." 

These  words,  pronounced  with  the  most  hypocritical 
effrontery,  made  Adrienne  start  up.  Her  pale  cheek  flushed, 
her  large  eyes  sparkled,  she  lifted  proudly  her  beautiful 
head,  whilst  her  upper  lip  curled  slightly  with  a  smile  of 
disdainful  bitterness;  then,  passing  in  angry  silence  before 
M.  Baleinier,  who  retained  his  seat,  she  directed  her  swift 
and  firm  steps  towards  the  door.  This  door,  in  which  was  a 
little  wicket,  was  fastened  on  the  outside.  Adrienne  turned 
towards  the  doctor,  and  said  to  him,  with  an  imperious 
gesture  ;     "Open  that  door  for  me  !" 

"Come,  my  dear  Mdlle.  Adrienne,"  said  the  physician, 
"be  calm.  Let  us  talk  like  good  friends — for  you  know  I  am 
your  friend."    And  he  inhaled  slowly  a  pinch  of  snuff. 

"It  appears,  sir,"  said  Adrienne,  in  a  voice  trembling  with 
indignation,  "I  am  not  to  leave  this  place  to-day?" 

"Alas!  no.  In  such  a  state  of  excitement — if  you  knew 
how  inflamed  your  face  is,  and  your  eyes  so  feverish,  your 
pulse  must  be  at  least  eighty  to  the  minute— I  conjure  you, 
my  dear  child,  not  to  aggravate  your  symptoms  by  this  fatal 
agitation." 

After  looking  fixedly  at  the  doctor,  Adrienne  returned 
with  a  slow  step,  and  again  took  her  seat  on  the  edge  of  the 
bed.  "That  is  right,"  resumed  M.  Baleinier:  "only  be 
reasonable;  and,  as  I  said  before,  let  us  talk  together  like 
good  friends." 

"You  say  well,  sir,"  replied  Adrienne,  in  a  collected  and 
perfectly  calm  voice;  "let  us  talk  like  friends.  You  wish 
to  make  me  pass  for  mad — is  it  not  so?" 

"I  wish,  my  dear  child,  that  one  day  you  may  feel  towards 
me  as  much  gratitude  as  you  now  do  aversion.  The  latter 
I  had  fully  foreseen — but,  however  painful  may  be  the  per- 
formance of  certain  duties,  we  must  resign  ourselves  to  it." 

M.  Baleinier  sighed,  as  he  said  this,  with  such  a  natural 
air  of  conviction,  that  for  a  moment  Adrienne  could  not 
repress  a  movement  of  surprise;  then,  while  her  lip  curled 
with  a  bitter  laugh,  she  answered :  "Oh,  it's  very  clear,  you 
have  done  all  this  for  my  good?" 

"Really,  my  dear  young  lady— have  I  ever  had  any  other 
design  than  to  be  useful  to  you?" 
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"I  do  not  know,  sir,  if  your  impudence  be  not  still  more 
odious  than  your  cowardly  treachery!" 

"Treachery!"  said  M.  Baleinier.,  shrugging  his  shoulders 
with  a  grieved  air;  "treachery,  indeed!  Only  reflect,  my 
poor  child — do  you  think,  if  I  were  not  acting  with  good 
faith,  conscientiously,  in  your  interest,  I  should  return  this 
morning  to  meet  your  indignation,  for  which  I  was  fully 
prepared?  I  am  the  head  physician  of  this  asylum,  which 
belongs  to  me — hut  I  have  two  of  my  pupils  here,  doctors, 
like  myself— and  might  have  left  them  to  take  care  of  you— 
but,  no — I  could  not  consent  to  it — I  knew  your  character, 
your  nature,  your  previous  history,  and  (leaving  out  of  the 
question  the  interest  I  feel  for  you)  I  can  treat  your  case 
better  than  any  one." 

Adrienne  had  heard  M.  Baleinier  without  interrupting 
him:  she  now  looked  at  him  fixedly,  and  said:  "Pray,  sir, 
how  much  do  they  pay  you  to  make  me  pass  for  mad?" 

"Madame!"  cried  M.  Baleinier,  who  felt  stung  in  spite  of 
himself. 

"You  know  I  am  rich,"  continued  Adrienne,  with  over* 
whelming  disdain ;  "I  will  double  the  sum  that  they  give 
you.  Come,  sir— in  the  name  of  friendship,  as  you  call  it- 
let  me  have  the  pleasure  of  outbidding  them." 

"Your  keepers,"  said  M.  Baleinier,  recovering  all  his  cool- 
ness, "have  informed  me,  in  their  report  of  the  night's 
proceedings,  that  you  made  similar  propositions  to  them." 

"Pardon  me,  sir;  I  offered  them  what  might  be  acceptable 
to  poor  women,  without  education,  whom  misfortune  has 
forced  to  undertake  a  painful  employment — but  to  you,  sir — 
a  man  of  the  world,  a  man  of  science,  a  man'  of  great 
abilities — that  is  quite  different — the  Day  must  be  a  great 
deal  higher.  There  is  treachery  at  all  prices;  so  do  not 
found  your  refusal  on  the  smallness  of  my  offer  to  those 
wretched  women.    Tell  me— how  much  do  you  want  ':" 

"Your  keepers,  in  their  report  of  the'  night,  have  also 
Spoken  of  threats,"  resumed  M.  Baleinier.  with  the  same 
coolness;  "have  you  any  of  those  likewise  to  address  me? 
Believe  me,  my  poor  child,  you  will  do  well  to  exhaust  at 
"nee  your  attempts  at  corruption,  and  your  vain  threats  of 
vengeance.  We  shall  then  come  to  the  true  state  of  the 
case." 

"So  you  deem  my  threats  vain  !"  cried  Mdlle.  de  Cardo- 
ville,  at  length  giving  way  to  the  full  tide  of  her  indignation, 
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til!  then  restrained.  "Do  you  think,  sir,  that  when  I  leave 
this  place — for  this  outrage  must  have  an  end — that  I  will 
not  proclaim  aloud  your  infamous  treachery?  Do  you  think 
that  I  will  not  denounce  to  the  contempt  and  horror  of  all, 
your  base  conspiracy  with  Madame  de  Saint-Dizier ?  Oh! 
do  you  think  that  I  will  conceal  the  frightful  treatment  I 
have  received !  But,  mad  as  I  may  be,  I  know  that  there 
are  laws  in  this  country,  by  which  I  will  demand  a  full 
reparation  for  myself,  and  shame,  disgrace,  and  punishment, 
for  you,  and  for  those  who  have  employed  you !  Hence- 
forth, between  you  and  me  will  be  hate  and  war  to  the  death ; 
and  all  my  strength,  all  my  intelligence " 

"Permit  me  to  interrupt  you,  my  dear  Mdlle.  Adrienne," 
said  the  doctor,  still  perfectly  calm  and  affectionate:  "noth- 
ing can  be  more  unfavorable  to  your  cure,  than  to  cherish 
idle  hopes:  they  will  only  tend  to  keep  up  a  state  of  deplor- 
able excitement :  it  is  best  to  put  the  facts  fairly  before 
you,  that  you  may  understand  clearly  your  position. 

"1.  It  is  impossible  for  you  to  leave  this  house.  2.  You 
can  have  no  communication  with  any  one  beyond  its  walls. 

3.  No  one  enters  here  that  I  cannot  perfectly  depend  upon. 

4.  I  am  completely  indifferent  to  your  threats  of  vengeance 
because  law  and  reason  are  both  in  my  favor." 

"What!  have  you  the  right  to  shut  me  up  here?" 

"We  should  never  have  come  to  that  determination,  with- 
out a  number  of  reasons  of  the  most  serious  kind." 

"Oh !  there  are  reasons  for  it,  it  seems." 

"Unfortunately,  too  many." 

"You  will  perhaps  inform  me  of  them?" 

"Alas !  they  are  only  too  conclusive ;  and  if  you  should 
ever  apply  to  the  protection  of  the  laws,  as  you  threatened 
me  just  now,  we  should  be  obliged  to  state  them.  The 
fantastical  eccentricity  of  your  manner  of  living,  your  whim- 
sical mode  of  dressing  up  your  maids,  your  extravagant 
expenditure,  the  story  of  the  Indian  prince,  to  whom  you 
offered  a  royal  hospitality,  your  unprecedented  resolution  of 
going  to  live  by  yourself,  like  a  young  bachelor,  the  adventure 
of  the  man  found  concealed  in  your  bed-chamber;  finally, 
the  report  of  your  yesterday's  conversation,  which  was  faith- 
fully taken  down  in  shorthand,  by  a  person  employed  for 
that  purpose." 

''Yesterday?"  cried  Adrienne,  with  as  much  indignation 
as  surprise. 
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"Oh,  yes!  to  be  prepared  for  every  event,  in  case  you 
should  misinterpret  the  interest  we  take  in  yon,  we  had  all 
your  answers  reported  by  a  man  who  was  concealed  behind 
a  curtain  in  the  next  room ;  and  really,  one  day,  in  a  calmer 
state  of  mind,  when  you  come  to  read  over  quietly  the 
particulars  of  what  took  place,  you  will  no  longer  be 
astonished  at  the  resolution  we  have  been  forced  to  adopt." 

"Go  on.  sir."  said  Adrienne,  with  contempt. 

"The  facts  J  have  cited  being  thus  confirmed  and 
acknowledged,  you  will  understand,  my  dear  Mdlle. 
Adrienne,  that  your  friends  are  perfectly  free  from  responsi- 
bility. It  was  their  duty  to  endeavor  to  cure  this  derange- 
ment of  mind,  which  at  present  only  shows  itself  in  idle 
whims,  but  which,  were  it  to  increase,  might  seriously  com- 
promise the  happiness  of  your  future  life.  Now,  in  my 
opinion,  we  may  hope  to  see  a  radical  cure,  by  means  of  a 
treatment  at  once  physical  and  moral ;  but  the  first  condition 
of  this  attempt  was  to  remove  you  from  the  scenes  which 
so  dangerously  excited  your  imagination ;  whilst  a  calm 
retreat,  the  repose  of  a  simple  and  solitary  life,  combined 
with  my  anxious,  I  may  say,  paternal  care,  will  gradually 
bring  about  a  complete  recovery " 

*'So,  sir,"  said  Adrienne,  with  a  bitter  laugh,  "the  love  of 
a  noble  independence,  generosity,  the  worship  of  the  beauti- 
ful, detestation  of  what  is  base  and  odious,  such  are  the 
maladies  of  which  you  wish  to  cure  me ;  I  fear  that  my  case 
is  desperate,  for  my  aunt  has  long  ago  tried  to  effect  that 
benevolent  purpose." 

"Well,  we  may  perhaps  not  succeed;  but  at  least  we  will 
attempt  it.  You  see,  then,  there  is  a  mass  of  serious  facts, 
quite  enough  to  justify  the  determination  come  to  by  the 
family-council,  which  puts  me  completely  at  my  ease  with 
regard  to  your  menaces.  It  is  to  that  I  wish  to  return  ;  a 
man  of  my  age  and  condition  never  acts  lightly  in  such 
circumstances,  and  you  can  readily  understand  what  I  was 
saying  to  you  just  now.  In  a  word,  do  not  hope  to  leave  this 
place  before  your  complete  recovery,  and  rest  assured,  that 
I  am  and  shall  ever  be  safe  from  your  resentment.  This 
being  once  admitted,  let  us  talk  of  your  actual  state  with  all 
the  interest  that  you  naturally  inspire." 

"I  think,  sir,  that,  considering  I  am  mad,  you  speak  to  me 
very  reasonably." 

"Mad!  no,  thank  heaven,  my  poor  child,  you  are  not  mad 
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yet — and  I  hope  that,  by  my  care,  you  will  never  be  so.  It 
is  to  prevent  your  becoming  mad,  that  one  must  take  it  in 
time ;  and  believe  me,  it  is  full  time.  You  look  at  me  with 
such  an  air  of  surprise — now  tell  me,  what  interest  can  I 
have  in  talking  to  you  thus?  Is  it  the  hatred  of  your  aunt 
that  I  wish  to  favor  ?  To  what  end,  I  would  ask  ?  What  can 
she  do  for  me  or  against  me  ?  I  think  of  her  at  this  moment 
neither  more  nor  less  than  I  thought  yesterday.  Is  it  a  new 
language  that  I  hold  to  yourself?  Did  I  not  speak  to  you 
yesterday  many  times,  of  the  dangerous  excitement  of  mind 
in  which  you  were,  and  of  your  singular  whims  and  fancies  ? 
It  is  true,  I  made  use  of  stratagem  to  bring  you  hither.  No 
doubt,  I  did  so.  I  hastened  to  avail  myself  of  the  oppor- 
tunity, which  you  yourself  offered,  my  poor,  dear  child ;  for 
you  would  never  have  come  hither  with  your  own  good  will. 
One  day  or  the  other,  we  must  have  found  some  pretext  to 
get  you  here ;  and  I  said  to  myself  ;  'Her  interest  before  all ! 
Do  your  duty,  let  whatever  will  betide !' " 

Whilst  M.  Baleinier  was  speaking,  Adrienne's  counte- 
nance, which  had  hitherto  expressed  alternately  indignation 
and  disdain,  assumed  an  indefinable  look  of  anguish  and 
horror.  On  hearing  this  man  talk  in  such  a  natural  manner, 
and  with  such  an  appearance  of  sincerity,  justice  and 
reason,  she  felt  herself  more  alarmed  than  ever.  An  atro- 
cious deception,  clothed  in  such  forms,  frightened  her  a 
hundred  times  more  than  the  avowed  hatred  of  Madame  de 
Saint-Dizier.  This  audacious  hypocrisy  seemed  to  her  so 
monstrous,  that  she  believed  it  almost  impossible. 

Adrienne  had  so  little  the  art  of  hiding  her  emotions, 
that  the  doctor,  a  skilful  and  profound  physiognomist, 
instantly  perceived  the  impression  he  had  produced.  "Come," 
said  he  to  himself,  "that  is  a  great  step.  Fright  has  suc- 
ceeded to  disdain  and  anger.  Doubt  will  come  next.  I 
shall  not  leave  this  place,  till  she  has  said  to  me :  'Return 
soon,  my  good  M.  Baleinier !' '  With  a  voice  of  sorrowful 
emotion,  which  seemed  to  come  from  the  very  depths  of 
his  heart,  the  doctor  thus  continued :  "I  see,  you  are  still 
suspicious  of  me.  All  I  can  say  to  you  is  falsehood,  fraud, 
hypocrisy,  hate — is  it  not  so? — Hate  you?  why,  in  heaven's 
name,  should  I  hate  you?  What  have  you  done  to  me?  or 
rather — you  will  perhaps  attach  more  value  to  this  reason 
from  a  man  of  my  sort,"  added  M.  Baleinier,  bitterly,  "or 
rather,  what  interest  have  I  to  hate  you? — You,  that  have 
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only  been  reduced  to  the  state  in  which  you  are  by  an 
over-abundance  of  the  most  generous  instincts — you.  that 
are  suffering,  as  it  were,  from  an  excess  of  good  qualities — 
you  can  bring  yourself  coolly  and  deliberately  to  accuse  an 
honest  man,  who  has  never  given  you  any  but  marks  of 
affection,  of  the  basest,  the  blackest,  the  most  abominable 
crime,  of  which  a  human  being  could  be  guilty.  Ni  es,  I 
call  it  a  crime ;  because  the  audacious  deception  of  which 
vou  accuse  me  would  not  deserve  any  other  name.  Reallv, 
my  poor  child,  it  is  hard — very  hard — and  I  now  see,  that 
an  independent  spirit  may  sometimes  exhibit  as  much  in- 
justice and  intolerance  as  the  most  narrow  mind.  It  does 
not  incense  me — no — it  only  pains  me:  yes,  I  assure  you — - 
it  pains  me  cruelly."  And  the  doctor  drew  his  hand  across 
his  moist  eyes. 

It  is  impossible  to  give  the  accent,  the  look,  the  gesture 
of  M.  Baleinier,  as  he  thus  expressed  himself.  The  most 
able  and  practised  lawyer,  or  the  greatest  actor  in  the  world, 
could  not  have  played  this  scene  with  more  effect  than  the 
doctor — or  rather,  no  one  could  have  played  it  so  well — for 
M.  Beleinier,  carried  away  by  the  influence  of  the  situation, 
was  himself  half  convinced  of  what  he  said. 

In  few  words,  he  felt  all  the  horror  of  his  own  perfidy ; 
but  he  felt  also  that  Adrienne  could  not  believe  it ;  for  there 
are  combinations  of  such  nefarious  character,  that  pure  and 
upright  minds  are  unable  to  comprehend  them  as  possible. 
If  a  lofty  spirit  looks  down  into  the  abyss  of  evil,  beyond  a 
certain  depth,  it  is  seized  with  giddiness,  and  no  longer  able 
to  distinguish  one  object  from  the  other. 

And  then  the  most  perverse  of  men  have  a  day,  an  hour, 
a  moment,  in  which  the  good  instincts,  planted  in  the  heart 
of  every  creature,  appear  in  spite  of  themselves.  Adrienne 
was  too  interesting,  was  in  too  cruel  a  position,  for  the  doctot 
not  to  feel  some  pity  for  her  in  his  heart ;  the  tone  of  sym- 
pathy, which  for  some  time  past  he  had  been  obliged  to  as- 
sume towards  her,  and  the  sweet  confidence  of  the  young  girl 
in  return,  had  become  for  this  man  habitual  and  necessary 
gratifications.  But  sympathy  and  habit  were  now  to  yield 
to  implacable  necessitv. 

Thus  the  Marquis  d'Aigrigny  had  idolized  his  mother, 
dying,  she  called  him  to  her — and  he  turned  away  from  the 
last  prayer  of  a  parent  in  the  agony  of  death.  After  such 
an   example,   how   could    M.    Baleinier   hesitate   to   sacrifice 
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Adrienne?  The  members  of  the  Order,  of  which  he  formed 
a  part,  were  bound  to  him— but  he  was  perhaps  still  more 
strongly  bound  to  them,  for  a  long  partnership  in  evil  cre- 
ates terrible  and  indissoluble  ties. 

The  moment  M.  Baleinier  finished  his  fervid  address  to 
Mdlle.  de  Cardoville,  the  slide  of  the  wicket  in  the  door  was 
softly  pushed  back,  and  a  pair  of  eyes  peered  attentively  into 
the  chamber,  unperceived  by  the  doctor. 

Adrienne  could  not  withdraw  her  gaze  from  the  physi- 
cian's, which  seemed  to  fascinate  her.  Mute,  overpowered, 
seized  with  a  vague  terror,  unable  to  penetrate  the  dark 
depths  of  this  man's  soul,  moved  in  spite  of  herself  by  the 
accent  of  sorrow,  half  feigned  and  half  real— the  young  lady 
had  a  momentary  feeling  of  doubt.  For  the  first  time,  it 
came  into  her  mind,  that  M.  Baleinier  might  perhaps  be 
committing  a  frightful  error — committing  it  in  good  faith. 
Besides,  the  anguish  of  the  past  night,  the  dangers  of  her 
position,  her  feverish  agitation,  all  concurred  to  fill  her  mind 
with  trouble  and  indecision.  She  looked  at  the  physician 
with  ever  increasing  surprise,  and  making  a  violent  effort 
not  to  yield  to  a  weakness,  of  which  she  partly  foresaw  the 
dreadful  consequences,  she  exclaimed:  "No,  no,  sir;  I  will 
not,  I  cannot  believe  it.  You  have  too  much  skill,  too  much 
experience,  to  commit  such  an  error." 

"An  error!"  said  M.  Baleinier,  in  a  grave  and  sorrowful 
tone.  "Let  me  speak  to  you  in  the  name  of  that  skill  and 
experience,  which  you  are  pleased  to  ascribe  to  me.  Hear 
me  but  for  a  moment,  my  dear  child ;  and  then  I  will  appeal 

to  yourself." 

"To  me!"  replied  the  young  girl,  in  a  kind  of  stupor; 

"you  wish  to  persuade  me,   that "   Then,   interrupting 

herself,  she  added,  with  a  convulsive  laugh:  "This  only  is 
wanting  to  your  triumph — to  bring  me  to  confess  that  I  am 
mad— that  my  proper  place  is  here — that  I  owe  you " 

"Gratitude.  Yes,  you  do  owe  it  me,  even  as  I  told  you  at 
the  commencement  of  this  conversation.  Listen  to  me^then: 
my  words  may  be  cruel,  but  there  are  wounds  which  can 
only  be  cured  with  steel  and  fire.     I  conjure  you,  my  dear 

child reflect — throw  back  one  impartial  glance  at  your  past 

life weigh  your  own  thoughts — and  you  will  be  afraid  of 

yourself.  Remember  those  moments  of  strange  excitement, 
during  which,  as  you  have  told  me,  you  seemed  to  soar 
above  the  earth— and,  above  all,  while  it  is  yet  time— while 
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you  preserve  enough  clearness  of  mind  to  compare  and  judge 
—compare,  I  entreat,  your  manner  of  living  with  that  of 
other  ladies  of  your  age  ?  Is  there  a  single  one  who  acts  as 
you  act?  who  thinks  as  you  think?  unless,  indeed,  you  imag- 
ine yourself  so  superior  to  other  women,  that,  in  virtue  of 
that  supremacy,  you  can  justify  a  life  and  habits  that  have 
no  parallel  in  the  world." 

"I  have  never  had  such  stupid  pride,  you  know  it  well," 
said  Adrienne.  looking  at  the  doctor  with  growing  terror! 

"Then,  my  dear  child,  to  what  are  we  to  attribute  your 
strange  and  inexplicable  mode  of  life?  Can  you  even  per- 
suade yourself  that  it  is  founded  on  reason?  Oh,  my  child! 
take  care?— As  yet,  you  only  indulge  in  charming  original- 
ities of  conduct,  poetical  eccentricities,  sweet  and  vague 
reveries— but  the  tendency  is  fatal,  the  downward  course 
irresistible.  Take  care,  take  care !— the  healthful,  graceful, 
spiritual  portion  of  your  intelligence  has  yet  the  upper  hand,' 
and  imprints  its  stamp  upon  all  your  extravagances;  but 
you  do  not  know,  believe  me,  with  what  frightful  force  the 
insane  portion  of  the  mind,  at  a  given  moment,  develops 
itself  and  strangles  up  the  rest.  Then  we  have  no  longer 
graceful  eccentricities,  like  yours,  but  ridiculous,  sordid 
hideous  delusions." 

"Oh !  you  frighten  me,"  said  the  unfortunate  girl,  as  she 
passed  her  trembling  hands  across  her  burning  brow. 

"Then,"   continued    M.    Baleinier,    in   an   agitated   voice. 

then   the   last   rays  of   intelligence  are   extinguished;   then 

madness— for  we  must  pronounce  the  dreaded  word— gets 

the  upper  hand,  and  displays  itself   in   furious  and  savatre 

transports."  * 

"Like  the  woman  upstairs,"  murmured  Adrienne,  as  with 
fixed  and  eager  look,  she  raised  her  finger  towards  the 
ceiling. 

"Sometimes,"  continued  the  doctor,  alarmed  himself  at 
the  terrible  consequences  of  his  own  words,  but  yielding  to 
the  inexorable  fatality  of  his  situation,  "sometimes  madness 
takes  a  stupid  and  brutal  form;  the  unfortunate  creature 
who  is  attacked  by  it,  preserves  nothing  human  but  the 
shape— has  only  the  instincts  of  the  lower  animals— eats 
with  voracity,  and  moves  ever  backwards  and  forwards  in 
the  cell,  in  which  such  a  being  is  obliged  to  be  confined 
That  is  all  its  life — all." 

"Like  the  woman  yonder."  cried   Adrienne.   with   a   still 
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wilder  look,  as  she  slowly  raised  her  arm  towards  the  window 
that  was  visible  on  the  other  side  of  the  building. 

"Why— yes,"  said  M.  Baleinier.  "Like  you,  unhappy 
child,  those  women  were  young,  fair,  and  sensible,  but  like 
you,  alas!  they  had  in  them  the  fatal  germ  of  insanity, 
which,  not  having  been  destroyed  in  time,  grew,  and  grew, 
larger'  and  ever  larger,   until  it  overspread  and  destroyed 

their  reason." 

"Oh,  mercy !"  cried  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville,  whose  head  was 
getting  confused  with  terror ;  "mercy !  do  not  tell  me  such 
things !— I  am  afraid.     Take  me  from  this  place— oh !  take 
me  from  this  place !"  she  added,  with  a  heart-rending  accent ; 
"for,  if  I  remain  here,  I  shall  end  by  going  mad!     No 
added  she,  struggling  with  the  terrible  agony  which  assailed 
her,  "no,  do  not  hope  it !     I  shall  not  become  mad.     I  have 
all  my  reason.     I  am  not  blind  enough  to  believe  what  you 
tell   me.     Doubtless,   I   live  differently  from   others;  think 
differently  from  others;  am  shocked  by  things  that  do  not 
offend  others;  but  what  does  all   this   prove?     Only  that 
I  am  different  from  others.     Have  I  a  bad  heart?     Am  I 
envious  or  selfish?     My  ideas  are  singular,  I  know— yes, 
I  confess  it— but  then,  M.  Baleinier,  is  not  their  tendency 
good,  generous,  noble !— Oh  !"  cried  Adrienne's  supplicating 
voice,   while   her   tears   flowed   abundantly,    "I   have   never 
in   my   life   done   one   malicious   action;   my   worst   errors 
have  arisen   from  excess  of   generosity.     Is   it  madness  to 
wish  to  see  everybody  about  one  too  happy?     And  again, 
if  you  are  mad,  you  must  feel  it  yourself— and  I  do  not 
feel  it—and  yet— I  scarcely  know— you  tell  me  such  terrible 
things   of   those   two   women!     You   ought   to   know   these 
things  better  than  I.     But  then,"  added  Mdlle.  de  Cardo- 
ville,  with   an   accent   of   the   deepest   despair,   "something 
ought  to  have  been  done.     Why,  if  you  felt  an  interest  for 
(ne,  did  you  wait  so  long?     Why  did  you  not  take  pity  on 
me' sooner?     But  the  most  frightful  fact  is,  that  I  do  not 
know  whether  I  ought  to  believe  you— for  all  this  may  be  a 
ware— but  no,  no !  you  weep— it  is  true,  then  !— you  weep !' 
She  looked  anxiously  at  M.  Baleinier,  who,  notwithstanding 
his  cynical  philosophy,  could  not  restrain  his  tears  at  the 
sight  of  these  nameless  tortures. 

"You  weep  over  me,"  she  continued ;  "so  it  is  true !  Bu 
(good  heaven!)  must  there  not  be  somethmg  done?  I  will 
do  all  that  you  wish— all— so  that  I  may  not  be  like  thost 


THE    WANDERING    JEW  3S7 

women.  But  if  it  should  be  too  late?  no,  it  is  not  too 
late— say  it  is  not  too  late,  my  good  M.  Baleinier !  Oh  now 
1  ask  your  pardon  tor  what  I  said  when  you  came  in— but 
then  1  did  not  know,  you  see— I  did  not  know !" 
t  To  these  few  broken  words,  interrupted  by  sobs,  and  rush- 
ing torth  in  a  sort  of  feverish  excitement,  succeeded  a  silence 
of  some  minutes,  during  which  the  deeply  affected  physician 
dried  his  tears.  His  resolution  had  almost  failed  ln,n 
Adr.enne  hid  her  face  in  her  hands.  Suddenly  she  again 
lit  ted  her  head;  her  countenance  was  calmer  than  before, 
though  agitated  by  a  nervous  trembling. 

"M.  Baleinier,"  she  resumed,  with' touching  dignitv  "J 
nardly  know  what  I  said  to  you  just  now.  Terror'  I  think 
made  me  wander ;  I  have  again  collected  myself.  Hear  me » 
1  know  that  I  am  in  your  power;  I  know  that  nothing  can 
deliver  me  from  it.  Are  you  an  implacable  enemy?  or  are 
you  a  friend?  I  am  not  able  to  determine.  Do  you  really 
apprehend  as  you  assure  me,  that  what  is  now  eccentricity 
will  hereafter  become  madness— or  are  you  rather  the  ac- 
complice in  some  infernal  machination?  You  alone  can 
answer.  In  spite  of  my  boasted  courage,  I  confess  myself 
conquered.  W  hatever  is  required  of  me— you  understand, 
whatever  it  may  be,  I  will  subscribe  to,  I  give  you  my  word 
and  you  know  that  I  hold  it  sacred— you  have  therefore  no 
longer  any  interest  to  keep  me  here.'  If,  on  the  contrary, 
you  really  think  my  reason  in  danger— and  I  own  that  you 
have  awakened  in  my  mind  vague,  but  frightful  doubts— tell 
it  me,  and  I  will  believe  you.  I  am  alone,  at  your  mercy, 
without  friends,  without  counsel.  I  trust  myself  blindly  to 
you.  I  know  not  whether  I  address  myself  to  a  deliverer  or 
a  destroyer— but  I  say  to  you-here  is  my  happiness— here 
K  my  life— take  it— I  have  no  strength  to  dispute  it  with 

These  touching  words,  full  of  mournful  resignation  and 
almost  hope  ess  reliance,  gave  the  finishing  stroke  to  the 
indecision  of  M.  Baleinier.  Already  deeply  moved  by  this 
scene  and  without  reflecting  on  the  consequences  of  what  he 
was  about  to  do,  he  determined  at  all  events  to  dissipate 
tne  terrible  and  unjust  fears  with  which  he  had  inspired 
Adnenne.  Sentiments  of  remorse  and  pitv,  which  now 
animated  the  physician,  were  visible  in  his  countenance 

Alas!  they  were  too  visible.  The  moment  he  approached 
to  take  the  hand  of  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville,  a  low  but  sharp 


. 
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voice  exclaimed  from  behind  the  wicket:  "M.  Baleinier!" 

"Rodin !"  muttered  the  startled  doctor  to  himself ;  "he's 
been  spying  on  me!" 

"Who  calls  you?"  asked  the  lady  of  the  physician. 
"A  person  that  I  promised  to  meet  here  this  morning/' 
replied  he,  with  the  utmost  depression,  "to  go  with  him  to 
St.  Mary's  Convent,  which  is  close  at  hand." 

"And  what  answer  have  you  to  give  me?"  said  Adrienne 
with  mortal  anguish. 

After  a  moment's  solemn  silence,  during  which  he  turned 
his  face  towards  the  wicket,  the  doctor  replied,  in  a  voice  of 
deep  emotion:  "I  am — what  I  have  always  been — a  friend 
incapable  of  deceiving  you." 

Adrienne  became  deadly  pale.  Then,  extending  her 
hand  to  M.  Baleinier,  she  said  to  him  in  a  voice  that  she 
endeavored  to  render  calm :  "Thank  you — I  will  have  cour- 
age— but  will  it  be  very  long?" 

"Perhaps  a  month.  Solitude,  reflection,  a  proper  regimen, 
my  attentive  care,  may  do  much.  You  will  be  allowed 
everything  that  is  compatible  with  your  situation.  Every 
attention  will  be  paid  you.  If  this  room  displeases  you,  I 
will  see  you  have  another." 

"No — this  or  another— it  is  of  little  consequence,"  an- 
swered Adrienne,  with  an  air  of  the  deepest  dejection. 

"Come,  come!  be  of  good  courage.  There  is  no  reason 
to  despair." 

"Perhaps  you  natter  me,"  said  Adrienne,  with  the  shadow 
of  a  smile.  "Return  soon,"  she  added,  ^  "my  dear  M. 
Baleinier!  my  only  hope  rests  in  you  now." 

Her  head  fell  upon  her  bosom,  her  hands  upon  her  knees 
and  she  remained  sitting  on  the  edge  of  the  bed,  pale,  motion- 
less, overwhelmed  with  woe. 

"Mad!"  she  said  when  M.  Baleinier  had  disappeared. 
"Perhaps  mad!" 

******* 

We  have  enlarged  upon  this  episode  much  less  romantic 
than  it  may  appear.  Many  times  have  motives  of  interest 
or  vengeance  or  perfidious  machination  led  to  the  abuse  of 
the  imprudent  facility  with  which  inmates  are  received  in 
certain  private  lunatic  asylums  from  the  hands  of  their 
families  or  friends. 
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We  shall  subsequently  explain  our  views,  as  to  the  estab- 
hshment  oi  a  system  of  inspection,  by  the  crown  or  the  civil 

Zf  n  S£?  f  ,1C  pen'"!,caI  *°™*  of  these  institutions, 
and  others  of  no  less  importance,  at  present  placed  beyond 
the  reach  of  all  superintendence.  These  latter  are  the  nun- 
neries ot  which  we  will  presently  have  an  example 


CHAPTER  XLVI. 

PRESENTIMENTS. 


a.vinm  nit  P^edmg  events  took  place  in  Dr.  Baleinier's 
as>Ium,  other  scenes  were  passing  about  the  same  hour  at 
Frances  Baudoin  s,  m  the  Rue  Brise-Miche 

rbM^en,?Cl°.Ck  ln  thc,  Trni,,g  had  Just  struck  at  St-  Mery 

hu.ch    the  day  was  dark  and  gloomy,  and  the  sleet  rattled 

gainst  the  windows  of  the  joyless  chamber  of  Dagobert  s 

fAS'ye!,ign°uf  °/teT  SOn's  arrest'  Frances  ^d  waited 

of  themn  If      h  °i  the  PrCCeding  eVem"-  and  a  ^ood  P-t 
of  the  night,  with  the  most  anxious  uneasiness ;  yielding  at 

length  to  fat.gue  and  sleep,  about  three  o'clock  in  the ,  orn 
mg,  she  had  thrown  herself  on  a  mattress  beside  the  bed  of 
Rose  and  Blanche.     But  she  rose  with  the  first  dawn  of  day 
to  ascend  to  Agncola's  garret,  in  the  very  faint  hope  tha    he 
might  have  returned  home  some  hours  before 

Rose  and  Blanche  had  just  risen,  and  dressed  themselves 

Having  slept   but   little  during  the  night    thev  had   ner 

Ke^heT^r  ^  V*  **«  ^ert'swife^T^ 

JS    n  t li    UP  aml  fjMUn'  00W  taMnS  ^  herself,  now 

>ttn  ng    o  the  least  noise  that  came  up  the  staircase    and 

heU'room,,nT»  eef°re,the  ""^  *~*  at  "^SS/rf 

"aved    with    lr°rP hanslw1f7  not  aware,   that,   whilst' she 
ed    with    fervor   on    behalf    of    her    son.    this    excellent 

7 an„wf?  pra-v,n-  for  them  also.     For  the  state  of  tlW 
•ouls  filled  her  with  anxiety  and  alarm.  '  °f  their 

Ine  day  before,  when  Dagobert  had  set  out  for  Chartres. 
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Frances,  having  assisted  Rose  and  Blanche  to  rise,  had 
invited  them  to  say  their  morning  prayer:  they  answered 
with  the  utmost  simplicity,  that  they  did  not  know  any, 
and  that  they  never  more  than  addressed  their  mother,  who 
was  in  heaven.  When  Frances,  struck  with  painful  surprise, 
spoke  to  them  of  catechism,  confirmation,  communion,  the 
sisters  opened  widely  their  large  eyes  with  astonishment, 
understanding  nothing  of  such  talk. 

According  to  her  simple  faith,  terrified  at  the  ignorance 
of  the  young  girls  in  matters  of  religion,  Dagobert's  wife 
believed  their  souls  to  be  in  the  greatest  peril,  the  more  so 
as,  having  asked  them  if  they  had  ever  been  baptized  (at  the 
same  time  explaining  to  them  the  nature  of  that  sacrament), 
the  orphans  answered  they  did  not  think  they  had,  since 
there  was  neither  church  nor  priest  in  the  village  where  they 
were  born,  during  their  mother's  exile  in  Siberia. 

Placing  one's  self  in  the  position  of  Frances,  you  may 
understand  how  much  she  was  grieved  and  alarmed;  for, 
in  her  eyes,  these  young  girls,  whom  she  already  loved  ten- 
derly, so  charmed  was  she  with  their  sweet  disposition, 
were 'nothing  but  poor  heathens,  innocently  doomed  to  eter- 
nal damnation.  So,  unable  to  restrain  her  tears,  or  conceal 
her  horrors,  she  had  clasped  them  in  her  arms,  promising 
immediately  to  attend  to  their  salvation,  and  regretting  that 
Dagobert  had  not  thought  of  having  them  baptized  by  the 
way.  Now,  it  must  be  confessed,  that  this  notion  had  never 
once  occurred  to  the  ex-grenadier. 

When  she  went  to  her  usual  Sunday  devotions,  Frances 
had  not  dared  to  take  Rose  and  Blanche  with  her,  as  their 
complete  ignorance  of  sacred  things  would  have  rendered 
their  presence  at  church,  if  not  useless,  scandalous;  but,  in 
her  own  fervent  prayers  she  implored  celestial  mercy  for 
these  orphans,  who  did  not  themselves  know  the  desperate 
position  of  their  souls. 

Rose  and  Blanche  were  now  left  alone,  in  the  absence  ot 
Dagobert's  wife.  They  were  still  dressed  in  mourning, 
their  charming  faces  seeming  even  more  pensive  than  usual. 
Though  they  \vere  accustomed  to  a  life  of  misfortune,  they 
had  been  struck,  since  their  arrival  in  the  Rue  Brise-Miche. 
with  the  painful  contrast  between  the  poor  dwelling  which 
they  had  come  to  inhabit,  and  the  wonders  which  their  young 
imagination  had  conceived  of  Paris,  that  golden  city  of  their 
dreams      But  soon  this  natural  astonishment  was  replaced 
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by  thoughts  of  singular  gravity  for  their  age.  The  con- 
templation of  such  honest  and  laborious  poverty  made  the 
orphans  have  reflections  no  longer  those  of  children,  but 
ing  women.  Assisted  by  their  admirable  spirit  of 
justice,  and  of  sympathy  for  all  that  is  good,  bv  their  r 
heart.  by  a  character  at  once  delicate  and  courageous  they 
had  observed  and  meditated  much  during  the  last  twenty- 
four  hoir 

"Sister."  said  Rose  to  Blanche,  when  Frances  had  quitted 
the  room.  "Dagobert's  poor  wife  is  very  uneasy.  Did  you 
remark  m  the  night.— how  agitated  she  'was  ?  how  she  wept 
and  prayed:" 

"I  was  grieved  to  see  it,  sister,  and  wondered  what  could 
be  the  cause." 

'"I  am  almost  afraid  to  guess.  Perhaps  we  mav  be  the 
cause  of  her  uneasiness?" 

i  ,', '^hy  S,0'  sister?     Because  we  cannot  say  pravers,  nor 
tell  it  we  have  ever  been  baptized?" 

"That  seemed  to  give  her  a  good  deal  of  pain,  it  is  true. 
I  was  quite  touched  by  it.  for  it  proves  that  she  loves  us 
tenderly.  But  I  could  not  understand  how  we  ran  such  ter- 
rible danger  as  she  said  we  did." 

"Nor  I  either,  sister.  We  have  always  tried  not  to  dis* 
please  our  mother,  who  sees  and  hears  us." 

"We  love  those  who  love  us;  we  hate  nobodv ;  we  are 
.ned  to  whatever  may  happen  to  us.  So,  who  can  re- 
proach us  with  any  harm  ?" 

"No  one.     But,  perhaps,  we  mav  do  some  without  mean- 
ing it." 
"We?" 

"Yes,  and  therefore  I  thought:  We  mav  perhaps  be  the 
cause  of  her  uneasiness." 

"How  so?" 

"Listen,  sister!  yesterday  Madame  Baudoin  tried  to  work 
it  those  sacks  of  coarse  cloth  there  on  the  table." 

"Yes;  but  in  about  an  half-hour,  she  told  us  sorrowfully, 
hat  she  could  not  go  on.  because  her  eve-  failed  her,  and 
;he  could  not  see  clearly." 

f*So  that  she  is  not  able  to  earn  her  livi: 

'Xo— but  her  son,  M.  Agricola,  works  for  her.  He  looks 
o  i:ood.  so  gay.  so  frank,  and  so  happv  to  devote  himself  for 
us  mother.  Oh.  indeed!  he  is  the  worthy  brother  of  our 
ngel  Gabriel!" 
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"You  will  see  my  reason  for  speaking  of  this.  Our  good 
old  Dagobert  told  us,  that,  when  we  arrived  here,  he  had 
only  a  few  pieces  of  money  left." 

"That  is  true."  .   . 

"Now  both  he  and  his  wife  are  unable  to  earn  their  living; 
what  can  a  poor  old  soldier  like  him  do?" 

"You  are  right;  he  only  knows  how  to  love  us,  and  tako 
care  of  us,  like  his  children." 

"It  must  then  be  M.  Agricola  who  will  have  to  support 
his  father ;  for  Gabriel  is  a  poor  priest,  who  possesses  noth- 
ing, and  can  render  no  assistance  to  those  who  have  brought 
him  up.  So  M.  Agricola  will  have  to  support  the  whole 
family  by  himself."  .     .     ,  . 

"Doubtless— he  owes  it  to  father  and  mother— it  is  bis 
duty,  and  he  will  do  it  with  a  good  wfll-M 
"Yes,  sister — but  he  owes  us  nothing." 
"What  do  you  say,  Blanche?" 

"He  is  obliged  to  work  for  us  also,  as  we  possess  nothing 
in  the  world." 

"I  had  not  thought  of  that.     True." 

"It  is  all  very  well,  sister,  for  our  father  to  be  Duke  and 
Marshal  of  France,  as  Dagobert  tells  us,  it  is  all  very  well 
for  us  to  hope  great  things  from  this  medal,  but  as  long  as 
father  is  not  here,  and  our  hopes  are  not  realized,  we  shall 
be  merely  poor  orphans,  obliged  to  remain  a  burden  to  this 
honest  family,  to  whom  we  already  owe  so  much,  and  who 

find  it  so  hard  to  live,  that " 

"Why  do  you  pause,  sister?" 

"What  I  am  about  to  say  would  make  other  people  laugh ; 
but  you  will  understand  it.  Yesterday,  when  Dagobert's 
wife  saw  poor  Spoil-sport  at  his  dinner,  she  said,  sorrow- 
fully "Alas!  he  eats  as  much  as  a  man!" — so  that  I  could 
almost  have  cried  to  hear  her.  They  must  be  very  poor, 
and  yet  we  have  come  to  increase  their  poverty." 

The  sisters  looked  sadly  at  each  other,  while  Spoil-sport 
pretended  not  to  know  they  were  talking  of  his  voracity. 

"Sister,  I  understand,"  said  Rose,  after  a  moment's  silence 
"Well  we  must  not  be  at  the  charge  of  any  one.  We  ar< 
young  and  have  courage.  Till  our  fate  is  decided,  let  u 
fancy  ourselves  daughters  of  workmen.  After  all,  is  not  ou 
grandfather  a  workman  ?  Let  us  find  some  employment,  w 
earn  our  own  living.  It  must  be  so  proud  and  happy  to  ear: 
one's  living!" 
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"Good  little  sister,"  said  Blanche,  kissing  Rose.  '"What 
happiness!     You  have  forestalled  my  thought;  kiss  me!" 

"1  low  so ':" 

"Your  project  is  mine  exactly.  Yesterday,  when  I  heard 
Dagobert's  wife  complain  so  sadly  that  she  had  lost  her  sight, 
I  looked  into  your  large  eyes,  which  reminded  me  of  my  own, 
and  said  to  myself:  'Well!  this  poor  old  woman  may  have 
lost  her  sight,  but  Rose  and  Blanche  Simon  can  see  pretty 
clearly' — which  is  a  compensation,"  added  Blanche,  with  a 
smile. 

"And,  after  all,"  resumed  Rose,  smiling  in  her  turn,  "the 
young  ladies  in  question  are  not  so  very  awkward,  as  not  to 
be  able  to  sew  up  great  sacks  of  coarse  cloth — though  it  mav 
chafe  their  fingers  a  little." 

"So  we  had  both  the  same  thought,  as  usual;  only  I 
wished  to  surprise  you,  and  waited  till  we  were  alone,  to  tell 
you  my  plan." 

"Yes,  but  there  is  something  teases  me." 

"What  is  that?" 

"First  of  all,  Dagobert  and  his  wife  will  be  sure  to  sav  to 
us :  'Young  ladies,  you  are  not  fitted  for  such  work.  What, 
daughters  of  a  Marshal  of  France  sewing  up  great  ugly 
bags !'  And  then,  if  we  insist  upon  it,  they  will  add :  'Well, 
we  have  no  work  to  give  vou.  If  you  want  any,  you  must 
hunt  for  it.'     What  would  Misses  Simon  do  then?" 

"The  fact  is,  that  when  Dagobert  has  made  up  his  mind 
to  anything " 

"Oh!  even  then,  if  we  coax  him  well- 


ies,  in  certain  things;  but  in  others  he  is  immovable. 
t  is  just  as  when  upon  the  journey,  we  wished  to  prevent 
his  doing  so  much  for  us." 

"Sister,  an  idea  strikes  me,"  cried  Rose,  "an  excellent 
idea !" 

"What  is  it?  quick!" 

"You  know  the  young  woman  they  call  Mother  Bunch, 
vho  appears  to  be  so  serviceable  and  persevering?" 

"Oh  yes !  and  so  timid  and  discreet.  She  seems  alwavs  to 
>e  afraid  of  giving  offence,  even  if  she  looks  at  one.  Yester- 
lay,  she  did  not  perceive  that  I  saw  her ;  but  her  eyes  were 
ixed  on  you  with  so  good  and  sweet  an  expression,  that  tears 
ame  into  mine  at  the  very  sight  of  it." 

"Well,  we  must  ask  her  how  she  gets  work,  for  certainly 
he  lives  by  her  labor." 
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"You  are  right.  She  will  tell  us  all  about  it;  and  when 
we  know,  Dagobert  may  scold  us,  or  try  toinake  great  ladies 
of  us,  but  we  will  be  as  obstinate  as  he  is." 

"That  is  it;  we  must  show  some  spirit!  We  will  prove 
to  him,  as  he  says  himself,  that  we  have  soldier's  blood  in 
our  veins." 

"We  will  say  to  him:  'Suppose,  as  you  say,  we  shouid 
one  day  be  rich,  my  good  Dagobert,  we  shall  only  remember 
this  time  with  the  more  pleasure.' ' 

"It  is  agreed  then,  is  it  not,  Rose?  The  first  time  we  are 
alone  with  Mother  Bunch,  we  must  make  her  our  confidant, 
and  ask  her  for  information.  She  is  so  good  a  person,  that 
she  will  not  refuse  us." 

"And  when  father  comes  home,  he  will  be  pleased,  I  am 
sure,  with  our  courage." 

"And  will  approve  our  wish  to  support  ourselves,  as  if  we 
were  alone  in  the  world." 

On  these  words  of  her  sister,  Rose  started.  A  cloud  of 
sadness,  almost  of  alarm,  passed  over  her  charming  counte- 
nance, as  she  exclaimed :  "Oh,  sister,  what  a  horrible  idea  II 
"What  is  the  matter?  your  look  frightens  me." 
"At  the  moment  I  heard  you  say,  that  our  father  would 
approve  our  wish  to  support  ourselves,  as  if  we  were  alone 
in  the  world— a  frightful  thought  struck  me— I  know  not 
why— but  feel  how  my  heart  beats— just  as  if  some  mis- 
fortune were  about  to  happen  us."  # 

"It  is  true;  your  poor  heart  beats  violently.  But  what 
was  this  thought?     You  alarm  me." 

"When  we  were  prisoners,  they  did  not  at  least  separate 

us,  and,  besides,  the  prison  was  a  kind  of  ^shelter " 

"A  sad  one,  though  shared  with  you." 
"But  if,  when  arrived  here,  any  accident  had  parted  us 
from  Dagobert — if  we  had  been  left  alone,  without  help,  in 
this  great  town?" 

"Oh,  sister!  do  not  speak  of  that.  It  would  indeed  be 
terrible.     What  would  become  of  us,  kind  heaven?" 

This  cruel  thought  made  the  girls  remain  for  a  momeiri 
speechless  with  emotion.  Their  sweet  faces,  which  had  jus 
before  glowed  with  a  noble  hope,  grew  pale  and  sad.  Afte 
a  pretty  long  silence,  Rose  uplifted  her  eyes,  now  filled  witl 
tears,  "Why  does  this  thought,"  she  said,  trembling,  "aftec 
us  so  deeply,  sister?  My  heart  sinks  within  me,  as  if  it  wer 
really  to  happen  to  us." 
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"I  feel  as  frightened  as  you  yourself.  Alas !  were  we  both 
to  be  lost  in  this  immense  city,  what  would  become  of  us?" 

"Do  not  let  us  give  way  to  such  ideas,  Blanche!  Are  we 
not  here  in  Dagobert's  house,  in  the  midst  of  good  people?" 

"And  yet,  sister,"  said  Rose,  with  a  pensive  air,  "it  is  per- 
haps good  for  us  to  have  had  this  thought." 

"Why  so?" 

"Because  we  shall  now  find  this  poor  lodging  all  the 
better,  as  it  affords  a  shelter  from  all  our  fears.  And  when, 
thanks  to  our  labor,  we  are  no  longer  a  burden  to  any  one,' 
what  more  can  we  need  until  the  arrival  of  our  father?" 

"\\  e   shall   want    for   nothing — there  you   are   right but 

still,   why  did   this  thought   occur  to   us,   and   why   does   it 
weigh  so  heavily  on  our  minds?" 

"Yes  indeed— why?  Are  we  not  here  in  the  midst  of 
friends  that  love  us  ?  Plow  could  we  suppose  that  we  should 
ever  be  left  alone  in  Paris?  It  is  impossible  that  such  a 
misfortune  should  happen  to  us— is  it  not,  my  clear  sister ?" 

•Impossible!"  said  Rose,  shuddering.     "If  the  day  before 
we  reached  that  village  in  Germany,  where  poor  Jovial  was 
iHed.any  one  had  said  to  us:  'To-morrow,  you  will  be  in 
pnson—we  should   have  answered   as   now:   It   is   impos- 
sible. ^    Is  not  Dagobert  here  to  protect  us ;  what  have  we  to 

*r     And  yet,  sister,  the  day  after  we  were  in  prison  at 

"Oh  !  do  not  speak  thus,  my  dear  sister  !     It  frightens  me." 

By  a  sympathetic  impulse,  the  orphans  took  one  another 
by  the  hand,  while  they  pressed  close  together,  and  looked 
around  with  involuntary  fear.     The  sensation  they  felt  was 

tact  deep,  strange,  inexplicable,  and  yet  lowering— one  of 
tnose  dark  presentiments  which  come  over  us.   in  spite  of 
rurselves— those  fatal  gleams  of  prescience,  which  throw  a 
lurid  light  on  the  mysterious  profundities  of  the  future 

Unaccountable  glimpses   of   divination!    often   no   sooner 
erceived  than  torgotten— but.  when  justified  by  the  event 
ippear.ng  with  all  the  attributes  of  an  awful  fatality! 


* 


The  daughters  of  Marshal   Simon  were  still  absorbed  in 
9  mournful    reverie    which   these    singular    thoughts    had 

wakened,  when  Dagobert's  wife,  returning  from  her  son's 
namber,  entered  the  room  with  a  painfullv  agitated  coun- 
-aance. 
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CHAPTER  XLV'II. 

THE   LETTER. 

Frances'  agitation  was  so  perceptible  that  Rose  could  not 
help  exclaiming:  "Good  gracious,  what  is  the  matter?" 

"Alas,  my  dear  young  ladies!  I  can  no  longer  conceal 
it  from  you,"  said  Frances,  bursting  into  tears.  "Since 
yesterday  I  have  not  seen  him.  I  expected  my  son  to  sup- 
per as  usual,  and  he  never  came ;  but  I  would  not  let  you 
see  how  much  I  suffered.  I  continued  to  expect  him,  min- 
ute after  minute;  for  ten  years  he  has  never  gone  up  to 
bed  without  coming  to  kiss  me ;  so  I  spent  a  good  part  of 
the  night  close  to  the  door,  listening  if  I  could  hear  his 
step.  But  he  did  not  come ;  and,  at  last,  about  three  o'clock 
in  the  morning,  I  threw  myself  down  upon  the  mattress.  I 
have  just  been  to  see  (for  I  still  had  a  faint  hope),  if  my 
son  had  come  in  this  morning " 

"Well,  madame !" 

"There  is  no  sign  of  him !"  said  the  poor  mother,  drying 

her  eyes. 

Rose  and  Blanche  looked  at  each  other  with  emotion ;  the 
same  thought  filled  the  minds  of  both;  if  Agricola  should 
not  return,  how  would  this  family  live?  would  they  not,  in 
such  an  event,  become  doubly  burdensome? 

"But,  perhaps,  madame,"  said  Blanche,  "M.  Agricola 
remained  too  late  at  his  work  to  return  home  last  night." 

"Oh!  no,  no!  he  would  have  returned  in  the  middle  of 
the  night,  because  he  knew  what  uneasiness  he  would  cause 
me  by  stopping  out.  Alas!  some  misfortune  must  have 
happened  to  him !  Perhaps  he  has  been  injured  at  the  forge, 
he  is  so  persevering  at  his  work.  Oh,  my  poor  boy !  and,  as 
if  I  did  not  feel  enough  anxiety  about  him,  I  am  also  un- 
easy about  the  poor  young  woman  who  lives  upstairs." 

"Why  so,  madame?" 

"When  I  left  my  son's  room,  I  went  into  hers,  to  tell  her 
my  grief,  for  she  is  almost  a  daughter  to  me ;  but  I  did  not 
find  her  in  the  little  closet  where  she  lives,  and  the  bed  had 
not  even  been  slept  in.  Where  can  she  have  gone  so  early- 
she,  that  never  goes  out?" 

Rose  and  Blanche  looked  at  each  other  with  fresh  uneasi 
ness,  for  they  counted  much  upon  Mother  Bunch  to  nek 
them  in  the  resolution  they  had  taken.     Fortunately,  botl 
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they  and  Frances  were  soon  to  be  satisfied  on  this  head  for 
they  heard  two  low  knocks  at  the  door,  and  the  sempstress's 
voice,  saying:  "Can  I  come  in,  Mrs.  Bandoin?" 

By  a  spontaneous  impulse,  Rose  and  Blanche  ran  to  the 
door,  and  opened  it  to  the  young  girl.  Sleet  and  snow  had 
been  falling  incessantly  since  the  evening  before;  the  ging- 
ham dress  of  the  young  semptress,  her  scanty  cotton  shawl 
and  the  black  net  cap.  which,  leaving  uncovered  two  thick 
bands  of  chestnut  hair,  encircled  her  pale  and  interesting 
countenance,  were  all  dripping  wet;  the  cold  had  given  a 
livid  appearance  to  her  thin,  white  hands;  it  was  only  in  the 
fire  of  her  blue  eyes,  generally  so  soft  and  timid,  that  one 
perceived  the  extraordinary  energy  which  this  frail  and  fear- 
ful creature  had  gathered  from  the  emergency  of  the  oc- 
casion. 

"Dear  me!  where  do  you  come  from,  my  good  Mother 
lunch?"  said  Frances.     "Just  now.  in  going  to  see  if  my 
Km  had  returned,  I  opened  your  door,  and  was  quite  as- 
tonished to  find  you  gone  out  so  early." 

"I  bring  you  news  of  Agricola." 

"Of  my  son  !"  cried  Frances,  trembling  all  over.  "What 
has  happened  to  him?  Did  you  see  him?— Did  you  speak 
to  him? — Where  is  he?" 

"I  did  not  see  him,  but  I  know  where  he  is."  Then,  per- 
ceiving that  Frances  grew  very  pale,  the  girl  added:  '"He 
is  well ;  he  is  in  no  danger." 

"Blessed  be  God,  who  has  pity  on  a  poor  sinner '—who 
yesterday  restored  me  my  husband,  and  to-day.  after  a 
Sr„° f  "uel  anguish,  assures  me  of  the  safety  of  my 
:nil<i  So  saying.  Frances  knelt  down  upon  the  floor,  and 
:rossed  herself  with  fervor. 

During  the  moment  of  silence,  caused  by  this  pious  ac- 
■ion.  Rose  and  Blanche  approached  Mother  Bunch,  and  said 

her  in  a  low  voice,  with  an  expression  of  touching  inter- 
*:  How  wet  you  are!  you  must  be  verv  cold,  'lake  care 
ou  do  not  get  ill.  We  did  not  venture  to  ask  Madame 
'ranees  to  light  the  fire  in  the  stove,  but  now  we  will  do  so  " 
Surprised  and  affected  by  the  kindness  of  Marshal 
junons  daughters,  the  hunchback,  who  was  more  sensible 
ten  others  to  the  least  mark  of  kindness,  answered  them 
nth  a  look  of  ineffable  gratitude:  "I  am  much  obliged  to 
ou.  young  ladies:  but  I  am  accustomed  to  the  cold,  and 
tn  moreover  so  anxious  that  I  do  not  feel  it." 
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"And  my  son?"  said  Frances,  rising  after  she  had  re- 
mained some  moments  on  her  knees ;  "why  did  he  stay  out 
all  night?  And  could  you  tell  me  where  to  find  him,  my 
good  girl?     Will  he  soon  come?  why  is  he  so  long?" 

"I  assure  you,  Agricola  is  well ;  but  I  must  inform  you, 

that  for  some  time " 

"Well?" 

"You  must  have  courage,  mother." 

"Oh!  the  blood  runs  cold  in  my  veins.  What  has  hap- 
pened? why  shall  I  not  see  him?" 

"Alas,  he  is  arrested."  „.u 

"Arrested !"  cried  Rose  and  Blanche,  with  attnght.  _ 
"Father'  Thy  will  be  done!"  said  Frances;  "but  it  is  a 
great  misfortune.     Arrested!  for  what?     He  is  so  good  and 
honest,  that  there  must  be  some  mistake." 

"The  day  before  yesterday,"  resumed  Mother  Bunch,  "I 
received  an  anonymous  letter,  by  which  I  was  informed 
that  Agricola  might  be  arrested  at  any  moment,  on  account 
of  his  song.  We  agreed  together  that  he  should  go  to  the 
rich  young  lady  in  the  Rue  de  Babylone,  who  had  offered 
him  her  services,  and  ask  her  to  procure  bail  for  him,  to 
prevent  his  going  to  prison.  Yesterday  morning  he  set  out 
to  go  to  the  young  lady's." 

"And  neither  of  you  told  me  anything  of  all  this— why 
did  you  hide  it  from  me?" 

"That  we  might  not  make  you  uneasy,  mother;  tor, 
counting  on  the  generosity  of  that  young  lady,  I  expected 
Agricola  back  every  moment.  When  he  did  not  come  yes- 
terday evening.  I  said  to  myself :  'Perhaps  the  necessarj 
formalities  with  regard  to  the  bail  have  detained  him. 
the  time  passed  on,  and  he  did  not  make  his  appearance 
So,  I  watched  all  night,  expecting  him." 

"So  you  did  not  go  to  bed  either,  my  good  girl?" 
"No   I  was  too  uneasy.     This  morning,  not  being  able  t< 
conquer  my  fears,  I  went  out  before  dawn      I  remember* 
the  address  of  the  young  lady  in  the  Rue  de  Babylone,  an 
I  ran  thither." 

"Oh,  well!"   said  Frances,  with  anxiety;  "you  were 
ihe  right.     According  to  what  my  son  ^ told  us,  that  youn 
ladv  appeared  very  good  and  generous." 

Mother  Bunch  shook  her  head  sorrowfully;  a  tear  gin 
•ered  in  her  eyes,  as  she  continued :  "It  was  still  dark  when 
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arrived  at  the  Rue  de  Babylone;  I  waited  till  dayligh*  was 
come." 

"1'oor  child'  you,  who  are  so  weak  and  timid/  said 
Frances,  with  deep  feeling,  "to  go  so  far,  and  in  this  dread- 
ful weather!— Oh,  you  have  heen  a  real  daughter  to  me!" 

"Has  not  Agricola  been  like  a  brother  to  me!"  said  Mother 
Bunch,  softly,  with  a  slight  blush. 

"When  it  was  daylight,"  she  resumed :    "I  ventured  to  ring 
at  the  door  of  the  little  summer-house;  a  charming  young 
girl,  but  with  a  sad,  pale  countenance,  opened  the  door  to 
'I   come   in   the   name   of   an    unfortunate   mother   in 
-air,'   said   I   to   her   immediatelv,    for   I   was   so  poorly 
drosed  that  I  feared  to  be  sent  awav  as  a  beggar;  but  see- 
mi:,  on  the  contrary,  that  the  young  girl  listened  to  me  with 
kindness,  I  asked  her  if,  the  day  before,  a  voting  workman 
had  not  come  to  solicit  a  great  favor  of  her  mistress.     'Alas ! 
answered  the  young  girl;  'my  mistress  was  going  to 
interest  herself  for  him,  and.  hearing  that  he  was  in  danger 
ot  ,»eing  arrested,  she  concealed  him  here;  unfortunately,  his 
retreat   was   discovered,   and   yesterday   afternoon,   at 'four 
o  clock,  he  was  arrested  and  taken  to  prison.'  " 

Though  the  orphans  took  no  part  in  this  melancholy  con- 
ition,  the  sorrow  and  anxiety  depicted  in  their  counte- 
nances, showed  how  much  thev  felt  for  the  sufferings  of 
Dagobert's  wife. 

"But  the  young  lady?"  cried  Frances.     "You  should  have 
to  see  her,  my  good  Mother  Bunch,  and  begged  her 
lot  to  abandon  my  son.     She  is  so  rich  that  she  must  have 
influence,  and  her  protection  might  save  us  from  great  calam- 
ine- ° 


"Alas!"  said  Mother  Bunch,  with  bitter  grief  "we  must 
renounce  this  last  hope." 

"Why?"  said  Frances.     "If  this  young  ladv  is  so  good, 

she  will  have  pity  upon  us,  when  she  knows  that  my  son  is 

the  only  support  of  a  whole  family,  and  that  for  him  to  go  to 

m  is  worse  than  for  another,  because  it  will  reduce  us 

ul  to  the  greatest  misery." 

"But  this  young  lady,"  replied  the  girl,  "according  to 
*nat  I  learned  from  her  weeping  maid,  was  taken  last  eve- 
ung  to  a  lunatic  asylum:  it  appears  she  is  mad." 

"Mad  !  Oh  !  it  is  horrible  for  her.  and  for  us  also — for 
there  is  no  hope.     What  will  become  of  us  without  my 
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son?     Oh,  merciful  heaven!"     The  unfortunate  woman  hid 
her  face  in  her  hands. 

A  profound  silence  followed  this  heart-rending  outburst. 
Rose  and  Blanche  exchanged  mournful  glances,  for  they 
perceived  that  their  presence  augmented  the  weighty  em- 
barrassments of  this  family.  Mother  Bunch,  worn  out  with 
fatigue,  a  prey  to  painful  emotions,  and  trembling  with  cold 
in  her  wet  clothes,  sank  exhausted  on  a  chair,  and  reflected 
on  their  desperate  position. 

That  position  was  indeed  a  cruel  one ! 

Often,  in  times  of  political  disturbances,  or  of  agitation 
amongst  the  laboring  classes,  caused  by  want  of  work,  or  by 
the  unjust  reduction  of  wages  (the  result  of  the  powerful 
coalition  of  the  capitalists) — often  are  whole  families  re- 
duced, by  a  measure  of  preventive  imprisonment,  to  as  de- 
plorable a  position  as  that  of  Dagobert's  household  by  Agri- 
cola's  arrest — an  arrest,  which,  as  will  afterwards  appear, 
was  entirely  owing  to  Rodin's  arts. 

Now,  with  regard  to  this  "precautionary  imprisonment," 
of  which  the  victims  are  almost  always  honest  and  industri- 
ous mechanics,  driven  to  the  necessity  of  combining  together 
by  the  Inorganization  of  Labor  and  the  Insufficiency  of 
Wages,  it  is  painful  to  see  the  law,  which  ought  to  be  equal 
for  all,  refuse  to  strikers  what  it  grants  to  masters — because 
the  latter  can  dispose  of  a  certain  sum  of  money.  Thus, 
under  many  circumstances,  the  rich  man,  by  giving  bail,  can 
escape  the  annoyance  and  inconveniences  of  a  preventive  in- 
carceration ;  he  deposits  a  sum  of  money,  pledges  his  word 
to  appear  on  a  certain  day,  and  goes  back  to  his  pleasures, 
his  occupations,  and  the  sweet  delights  of  his  family.  Noth- 
ing can  be  better ;  an  accused  person  is  innocent  till  he  is 
proved  guilty;  we  cannot  be  too  much  impressed  with  that 
indulgent  maxim.  It  is  well  for  the  rich  man  that  he  can 
avail  himself  of  the  mercy  of  the  law.  But  how  is  it  with 
the  poor  ? 

Not  only  has  he  no  bail  to  give,  for  his  whole  capital  con- 
sists of  his  daily  labor ;  but  it  is  upon  him  chiefly  that  the 
rigors  of  preventive  measures  must  fall  with  a  terrible  and 
fatal  force. 

For  the  rich  man,  imprisonment  is  merely  the  privation 
of  ease  and  comfort,  tedious  hours,  and  the  pain  of  separa- 
tion from  his  family — distresses  not  unworthy  of  interest, 
for  all  suffering  deserves  pity,  and  the  tears  of  the  rich  man 
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separated  from  his  children  are  as  bitter  as  those  of  the 
poor.  But  the  absence  of  the  rich  man  does  not  condemn 
his  family  to  hunger  and  cold,  and  the  incurable  maladies 
caused  by  exhaustion  and  misery. 

For  the  workman,  on  the  contrary,  imprisonment  means 
want,  misery,  sometimes  death,  to  those  most  dear  to  him. 
-.ing  nothing,  he  is  unable  to  find  bail,  and  he  goes  to 
prison.  But  if  he  have,  as  it  often  happens,  an  old,  infirm 
father  or  mother,  a  sick  wife,  or  children  in  the  cradle? 
What  will  become  of  this  unfortunate  family?  They  could 
hardly  manage  to  live  from  day  to  day  upon  the  wages  of 
this  man,  wages  almost  always  insufficient,  and  suddenly 
this  only  resource  will  be  wanting  for  three  or  four  months 
together. 

What  will  this  family  do?  To  whom  will  they  have  re- 
course ? 

What  will  become  of  these  infirm  old  men,  these  sickly 
wives,  these  little  children,  unable  to  gain  their  daily  bread? 
If  they  chance  to  have  a  little  linen  and  a  few  spare  clothes, 
these  will  be  carried  to  the  pawnbroker's,  and  thus  they  will 
exist  for  a  week  or  so — but  afterwards? 

And  if  winter  adds  the  rigors  of  the  season  to  this  fright- 
ful and  inevitable  misery? 

Then  will  the  imprisoned  artisan  see  in  his  mind's  eyes, 
during  the  long  and  sleepless  nights,  those  who  are  dear  to 
him,  wan,  gaunt,  haggard,  exhausted,  stretched  almost  naked 
upon  filthy  straw,  or  huddled  close  together  to  warm  their 
frozen  limbs.  And,  should  he  afterwards  be  acquitted,  it  is 
ruin  and  desolation  that  he  finds  on  his  return  to  his  poor 
dwelling. 

And  then,  after  that  long  cessation  from  labor,  he  will 
find  it  difficult  to  return  to  his  old  employers.  How  many 
days  will  be  lost  in  seeking  for  work !  and  a  day  without 
employment  is  a  day  without  bread! 

Let  us  repeat  our  opinion,  that  if.  under  various  circum- 
stances, the  law  did  not  afford  to  the  rich  the  facility  of 
giving  bail,  we  could  only  lament  over  all  such  victims  of 
individual  and  inevitable  misfortune.  Rut  since  the  law 
does  provide  the  means  of  setting  provisionally  at  liberty 
those  who  possess  a  certain  sum  of  money,  why  should  it 
deprive  of  this  advantage  those  very  persons,  for  whom 
liberty  is  indeed  indispensable,  as  it  involves  the  existence 
of  themselves  and  families? 
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Is  there  any  remedy  for  this  deplorable  state  of  things? 
We  believe  there  is. 

The  law  has  fixed  the  minimum  of  bail  at  five  hundred 
francs.  Now  five  hundred  francs  represent,  upon  the  aver- 
age, six  months'  labor  of  an  industrious  workman. 

If  he  have  a  wife  and  two  children  (which  is  also  about 
the  average),  it  is  evidently  quite  impossible  for  him  to  have 
saved  any  such  sum. 

So,  to  ask  of  such  a  man  five  hundred  francs,  to  enable 
him  to  continue  to  support  his  family,  is  in  fact  to  put  him 
bevond  the  pale  of  the  law,  though,  more  than  any  one  else, 
he'  requires  its  protection,  because  of  the  disastrous  conse- 
quences which  his  imprisonment  entails  upon  others. 

Would  it  not  be  equitable  and  humane,  a  noble  and  salu- 
tary example,  to  accept,  in  every  case  where  bail  is  allowed 
(and  where  the  good  character  of  the  accused  could  be  hon- 
orably established),  moral  guarantees,  in  the  absence  of 
material  ones,  from  those  who  have  no  capital  but  their 
labor  and  their  integrity— to  accept  the  word  of  an  honest 
man  to  appear  upon  the  day  of  trial  ?  Would  it  not  be  great 
and  moral,  in  these  days,  to  raise  the  value  of  the  plighted 
word,  and  exalt  man  in  his  own  eyes,  by  showing  him  that 
his  promise  was  held  to  be  sufficient  security? 

Will  you  so  degrade  the  dignity  of  man,  as  to  treat  this 
proposition  as  an  impossible  and  Utopian  dream?  We  ask, 
how  many  prisoners  of  war  have  ever  broken  their  parole, 
and  if  officers  and  soldiers  are  not  brothers  of  the  working- 
man? 

Without  exaggerating  the  virtue  of  promise-keeping  in 
the  honest  and  laborious  poor,  we  feel  certain,  that  an  en- 
gagement taken  by  the  accused  to  appear  on  the  day  of 
trial  would  be  always  fulfilled,  not  only  with  fidelity  but 
with  the  warmest  gratitude— for  his  family  would  not  have 
suffered  by  his  absence,  thanks  to  the  indulgence  ot  the  law. 
There  is  also  another  fact,  of  which  France  may  well  be 
proud  It  is,  that  her  magistrates  (although  miserably  paid 
as  the  army  itself)  are  generally  wise,  upright  humane, 
and  independent;  they  have  the  true  feeling  of  their  own 
useful  and  sacred  mission;  they  know  how  to  appreciate  the 
wants  and  distresses  of  the  working  classes,  with  whom  they 
are  so  often  brought  in  contact;  to  them  might  be  safely 
granted  the  power  of  fixing  those  cases  in  which  a  moral 
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security,  the  only  one  that  can  be  given  by  the  honest  and 
necessitous  man,  should  be  received  as  sufficient.* 

Finally,  if  those  who  make  the  laws  have  so  low  an 
opinion  of  the  people  as  to  reject  with  disdain  the  sugges- 
tions we  have  ventured  to  throw  out,  let  them  at  least  so 
reduce  the  minimum  of  bail,  as  to  render  it  available  for 
those  who  have  most  need  to  escape  the  fruitless  rigors  of 
imprisonment.  Let  them  take  as  their  lowest  limit,  the 
month's  wages  of  an  artisan — say  eighty  francs. 

This  sum  would  still  be  exorbitant;  but,  with  the  aid  of 
friends,  the  pawnbroker's,  and  some  little  advances,  eighty 
francs  might  perhaps  be  found— not  always,  it  is  true — but 
still  sometimes— and,  at  all  events,  many  families  would  be 
rescued  from  frightful  misery. 

Having  made  these  observations,  let  us  return  to  Dago- 
bert's family,  who,  in  consequence  of  the  preventive  arrest 
of  Agricola,  were  now  reduced  to  an  almost  hopeless  state. 


The  anguish  of  Dagobert's  wife  increased,  the  more  she 
reflected  on  her  situation,  for,  including  the  marshal's  daugh- 
four  persons  were  left  absolutely  without  resource.  It 
must  be  confessed,  however,  that  the  excellent  mother 
thought  less  of  herself,  than  of  the  grief  which  her  son  must 
feel  in  thinking  over  her  deplorable  position. 

At  this  moment  there  was  a  knock  at  the  door. 

"Who  is  there?"  said  Frances. 

"It  is  me — Father  Loriot." 

"Come  in,"  said  Dagobert's  wife. 

The  dyer,  who  also  performed  the  functions  of  a  porter, 
appeared  at  the  door  of  the  room.  This  time,  his  arms' 
were  no  longer  of  a  bright  apple-green,  but  of  a  magnificent 
violet. 

"Mrs.  Baudoin,"  said  Father  Loriot,  "here  is  a  letter  that 
*e  giver  of  holy  water  at  Saint  Mery's  has  just  brought 
from  Abbe  Dubois,  with  a  request  that  I  would  bring  it  up 
o  you  immediately,  as  it  is  very  pressing." 

*  In  another  work,  we  have  mentioned,  with  respect  and  svmpathv 
he  excellent  hook  of  M.  Prosper  Tarbe,  Procureur  du  Roi,  upon' 
Work  and  Wages" — one  of  the  best  and  most  sterling  productions  that 
n  enlightened  love  of  humanity  ever  called  forth  from  generous  heart, 
nd  clear,  practical  intellect. 


?04  THE    WANDERING    JEW 

"A  letter  from  my  confessor?"  said  Frances,  in  astonish- 
ment; and,  as  she  took  it,  added:  "Thank  you,  Father 
Loriot." 

"You  do  not  want  anything?" 

"No,  Father  Loriot." 

"My  respects  to  the  ladies!"  and  the  dyer  went  out. 

"Mother  Bunch,  will  you  read  this  letter  for  me?"  said 
Frances,  anxious  to  learn  the  contents  of  the  missive  in 
question. 

"Yes,  mother," — and  the  young  girl  read  as  follows: 

"  'My  Dear  Madame  Baudoin, — I  am  in  the  habit  of  hearing  you 
Tuesday  and  Saturday,  but  I  shall  not  be  at  liberty  either  to-morrow  or 
the  last  day  of  the  week ;  you  must  then  come  to  me  this  morning,  un- 
less you  wish  to  remain  a  whole  week  without  approaching  the  tribunal 
of   penance.'  " 

"Good  heavens  !  a  week  !"  cried  Dagobert's  wife.  "Alas  ! 
I  am  only  too  conscious  of  the  necessity  of  going  there  to- 
day, notwithstanding  the  trouble  and  grief  in  which  I  am 
plunged." 

Then,  addressing  herself  to  the  orphans,  she  continued: 
"Heaven  has  heard  the  prayers  that  I  made  for  you,  my 
dear  young  ladies ;  this  very  day  I  shall  be  able  to  consult  a 
good  and  holy  man  with  regard  to  the  great  dangers  to 
which  you  are  exposed.  Poor  dear  souls,  that  are  so  inno- 
cent, and  yet  so  guilty,  without  any  fault  of  your  own! 
Heaven  is  my  witness,  that  my  heart  bleeds  for  you  as  much 
as  for  my  son." 

Rose  and  Blanche  looked  at  each  other  in  confusion ;  they 
could  not  understand  the  fears  with  which  the  state  of  their 
souls  inspired  the  wife  of  Dagobert.  The  latter  soon  re- 
sumed, addressing  the  young  semptress : 

"My  good  girl,  will  you  render  me  yet  another  service?" 

"Certainly." 

"My  husband  took  Agricola's  week's  wages  with  him  to 
pay  his  journey  to  Chartres.  It  was  all  the  money  I  had  in 
the  house ;  I  am  sure  that  my  poor  child  had  none  about 
him,  and  in  prison  he  will  perhaps  want  some.  Therefore 
take  my  silver  cup,  fork,  and  spoon,  the  two  pair  of  sheets 
that  remain  over,  and  my  wadded  silk  shawl,  that  Agricola 
gave  me  on  my  birthday,  and  carry  them  all  to  the  pawn- 
broker's. I  will  try  and  find  out  in  which  prison  my  son  is 
confined,  and  will  send  him  half  of  the  little  sum  we  get 
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upon  the  things :  the  rest  will  serve  us  till  my  husband  comes 
home.  And  then,  what  shall  we  do?  What  a  blow  for  him 
— and  only  more  misery  in  prospect — since  my  son  is  in 
prison,  and  I  have  lost  my  sight.  Almighty  Father !"  cried 
the  unfortunate  mother,  with  an  expression  of  impatient 
and  bitter  grief,  "why  am  I  thus  afflicted?  Have  I  not  done 
enough  to  deserve  some  pity,  if  not  for  myself,  at  least  for 
those  belonging  to  me?"  But  immediately  reproaching  her- 
self for  this  outburst,  she  added,  "No,  no!  I  ought  to  accept 
with  thankfulness  all  that  Thou  sendest  me.  Forgive  me 
for  these  complaints,  or  punish  only  myself!" 

"Be  of  good  courage,  mother !"  said  Mother  Bunch.  "Agri- 
cola  is  innocent,  and  will  not  remain  long  in  prison." 

"But  now  I  think  of  it,"  resumed  Dagobert's  wife,  "to  go 
to  the  pawnbroker's  will  make  vou  lose  much  time,  mv  poor 
girl." 

"I  can  make  up  that  in  the  night,  Madame  Frances ;  I 
could  not  sleep,  knowing  you  in  such  trouble.  Work  will 
amuse  me." 

"Yes,  but  the  candles " 

"Never  mind,  I  am  a  little  beforehand  with  my  work,"  said 
the  poor  girl,  telling  a  falsehood. 

"Kiss  me,  at  least,"  said  Frances,  with  moist  eyes,  "for 
you  are  the  very  best  creature  in  the  world."  So  saying, 
she  hastened  out  of  the  room. 

Rose  and  Blanche  were  left  alone  with  Mother  Bunch ;  at 
length  had  arrived  the  moment  for  which  they  had  waited 
with  so  much  impatience.  Dagobert's  wife  proceeded  to  St. 
Mery  Church,  where  her  confessor  was  expecting  to  see  her. 


CHAPTER  XLVIII. 

THE    CONFESSIONAL 

Nothing  could  be  more  gloomy  than  the  appearance  of 
St.  Mery  Church,  on  this  dark  and  snowy  winter's  day. 
Frances  stopped  a  moment  beneath  the  porch,  to  behold  a 
lugubrious  spectacle. 

While  a  priest  was  mumbling  some  words  in  a  low  voice, 
two  or  three  dirty  choristers,  in  soiled  surplices,  were  chant- 
ing the  prayers  for  the  dead,  with  an  absent  and  sullen  air. 
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round  a  plain  deal  coffin,  followed  only  by  a  sobbing  old 
man  and  a  child,  miserably  clad.     The  beadle  and  the  sacris- 
tan very  much  displeased  at  being  disturbed  for  so  wretched 
a   funeral,  had  not  deigned  to  put  on  their  liveries,  but, 
yawning  with  impatience,  waited  for  the  end  of  the  cere- 
mony, so  useless  to  the  interests  of  the  establishment.     At 
length    a  few  drops  of  holy  water  being  sprinkled  on  the 
coffin  the  priest  handed  the  brush  to  the  beadle,  and  retired. 
Then  took  place  one  of  those  shameful  scenes,  the  neces- 
sary consequence  of  an  ignoble  and  sacrilegious  traffic,  so 
frequent  with  regard  to  the  burials  of  the  poor,  who  cannot 
afford  to  pay  for  tapers,  high  mass,  or  violins— for  now  bt. 
Thomas  Aquinas'  Church  has  violins  even  for  the  dead 

The  old  man  stretched  forth  his  hand  to  the  sacristan  to 
receive  the  brush.  "Come,  look  sharp !"  said  that  official, 
blowing  on  his  fingers.  , 

The  emotion  of  the  old  man  was  profound,  and  his  weak- 
ness extreme;  he  remained  for  a  moment  without  stirring 
while  the  brush  was  clasped  tightly  in  his  trembling  hand. 
In  that  coffin  was  his  daughter,  the  mother  of  the  ragged 
child  who  wept  by  his  side-his  heart  was  breaking  a  the 
thought  of  that  last  farewell ;  he  stood  motionless,  and  his 
bosom  heaved  with  convulsive  sobs 

-Now,  will  you  make  haste?"  said  the  brutal  beadle.  Do 
you  think  we  are  going  to  sleep  here?" 

The  old  man  quickened  his  movements.  He  made  tne 
sum  of  the  cross  over  the  corpse,  and,  stooping  down,  was 
about  to  place  the  brush  in  the  hand  of  his  grandson,  when 
th sacristan,  thinking  the  affair  had  lasted  long  enough, 
snatched  the  sprinkling-brush  from  the  child  and  made  a 
sign  to  the  bearers  to  carry  away  the  coffin— which  was  im- 

^^tZt  old  beggar  a  slow  coach?"  said  .the  beadle 
to  his  companion,  as  they  went  back  to  the  sacristy  We 
shall  hardly  have  time  to  get  breakfast,  and  to  dress  ,<** 
selves  for  the  bang-up  funeral  of  this  morning.  That  :*M 
be  something  like  a  dead  man,  that's  worth  the  trouble.  1 
shall  shoulder  my  halberd  in  style !"  .        1 

''And  mount  your  colonel's  epaulets,  to  throw  dust  in  the 
eyes  of  the  women  that  let  out  the  chairs— eh,  you  old  ras- 
cal !"  said  the  other,  with  a  sly  look. 

"What  can  I  do,  Catillard?  When  one  has  a  fine  figure 
it  must  be  seen,"  answered  the  beadle,  with  a  triumphant 
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air.     "I   cannot   blind   the    women    to   prevent   their   losing 
their  hearts!"  s 

_  Thus  conversing :  the  two  men  reached  the  sacristy.  The 
sight  of  the  funeral  had  only  increased  the  gloom  of  Frances 
\\  hen  she  entered  the  church,  seven  or  eight  persons  scat- 
tered about  upon  chairs,  alone  occupied  the  damp  and  icv 
building.  One  of  the  distributors  of  holv  water,  an  old  ieb 
low  with  a  rubicund,  joyous,  wine-bibbing  face,  seeing  Fran- 
ces approach  the  little  font,  said  to  her  in  a  low  voice- 
Abbe  Dubois  is  not  yet  in  his  box.  Be  quick,  and  you  will' 
have  the  first  wag  of  his  beard." 

Though  shocked  at  this  pleasantry,   Frances  thanked  the 
irreverent  speaker,  made  devoutly  the  sign  of  the  cross    ad- 
vanced some  steps  into  the  church,  and   knelt  down   upon 
the  stones  to  repeat  the  prayer,  which  she  always  offered 
up  before  approaching  the  tribunal  of  penance.     Havin^  said 
this  prayer,  she  went  towards  a  dark  corner  of  the  church 
m  which  was  an  oaken  confessional,  with  a  black  curtain 
drawn  across  the  grated  door.     The  places  on  each  side  were 
vacant ;  so  Frances  knelt  down  in  that  upon  the  right  hand 
and  remained  there  for  some  time  absorbed  in  bitter  reflec- 
tions. 

In  a  few  minutes,  a  priest  of  tall  stature,  with  gray  hair 
and  a  stem  countenance,  clad  in  a  long  black  cassock,  stalked 
slowly  along  one  of  the  aisles  of  the  church.  A  short  old 
misshapen  man.  badly  dressed,  leaning  upon  an  umbrella' 
accompanied  him.  and  from  time  to  time  whispered  in  his 
ear  when  the  priest  would  stop  to  listen  with  a  profound 
and  respectful  deference. 

A.  they  approached  the  confessional,  the  short  old  man 
perceivm-  Prances  on  her  knees,  looked  at  the  priest  with 
an  air  of  interrogation.     '"It  is  she."  said  the  clergyman 

Well  in  two  or  three  hours,  thev  will  expect  the  two 
girls  at  St.  Mary's  Convent.  I  count  upon  it,"  said  the 
old  man. 

"I  hope  so,  for  the  sake  of  their  souls,"  answered  the 
priest;  and  bowing  gravely,  he  entered  the  confessional, 
lne  short  old  man  quitted  the  church. 

This  old  man  was  Rodin.  It  was  on  leaving  Saint  Mery's 
I™1  J?e,  went  \°  the  lunatic  asylum,  to  assure  himself  that 
Dr.  Baleimer  had  faithfully  executed  his  instructions  with 
regard  to  Adrienne  de  Cardoville. 

Frances  was  still  kneeling  in  the  interior  of  the  confes- 
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sional      One  of  the  slides  opened,  and  a  voice  began  to  speak 
t  was  that  of  the  priest,  who,  for  the  last  twenty  years  had 
been  the  confessor  of  Dagobert's  wife,  and  exercised  over 
her  an  irresistible  and  all-powerful  influence. 

"You  received  my  letter?"  said  the  voice. 

"Yes,  father.' 

"Verv  well — I  listen  to  you. 

"Bless  me    father— for  I  have  sinned!"  said  Frances 

The  vo  e  pronounced  the  formula  of  the  benediction 
Daeobert?s  wife  answered  "amen,"  as  was  proper  said  her 
confitcor  to  "It  is  my  fault,"  gave  an  account  of  the  manner 
£  whkh  she  had  performed  her  last  penance,  and  then 
proceeded  to  the  enumeration  of  the  new  sins,  committed 
•1irP  che  had  received  absolution.  . 

"Tor  "his  excellent  woman,  a  glorious  martyr  of  industry 
and  maternal  love,  always  fancied  herself  sinning,  her  con 
science  was  incessantly  tormented  by -the  fear  that  she  had 
committed  some  incomprehensible  offence.  This  mild I  and 
courageous  creature,  who,  after  a  whole  life  o  J™no^ 
ou-ht  to  have  passed  what  time  remained  to  her  in  calm 
Sty  of  souf  looked  upon  herself  as  a  great  sinner  and 
lived  in  continual  anxiety,  doubting  much  her  ultimate  sal 

^"Father"  said  Frances,  in  a  trembling  voice  "I  accuse 
mvself  of  omitting  my  evening  prayer  the  day  before  yester- 
dav  My  husband,  from  whom  I  had  been  separated  for 
nSny  y^rs  returned  home.  The  joy  and  the  agitation 
caused  by  his  arrival,  made  me  commit  this  great  sin. 

"What  next?"  said  the  voice,  in  a  severe  tone,  which 
redoubled  the  poor  woman's  uneasiness. 

"Father  I  accuse  myself  of  falling  into  the  same  sin  yes- 
terdav  evening.  I  was  in  a  state  of  mortal  anxiety,  for  my 
son  did  not  come  home  as  usual,  and  I  waited  for  him  minute 
after  minute,  till  the  hour  had  passed  over. 

"What  next?"  said  the  voice.  „ 

"Father    I  accuse  myself  of  haying  told  a  falsehood  al 
this  week'to  my  son,  iy  letting  him  think  that  on  account 
of  his  reproaching  me  for  neglecting  my  heal \^  l  ^f  ™* 
a  little  wine  for  my  dinner— whereas  I  bad  left  it  for  him, 
who  has  more  need  of  it,  because  he  works  so  much. 
"Go  on'"  said  the  voice. 

"Father"  I  accuse  myself  of  a  momentary  want  of  resigna- 
tion this  morning,  when  I  learned  that  my  poor  son  was 
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arrested;  instead  of  submitting  with  respect  and  gratitude 
to  this  new  trial  which  the  Lord  hath  sent  me— alas '  I 
rebelled  against  it  in  my  grief— and  of  this  I  accuse  myself." 
A  bad  week,"  said  the  priest,  in  a  tone  of  still  greater 
severity,  "a  bad  week— for  you  have  always  put  the  creature 
before  the  Creator.     But  proceed!" 

"Alas,  father !"  resumed  Frances,  much  dejected,  "I  know 
that  I  am  a  great  sinner ;  and  I  fear  that  I  am  on  the  road 
to  sins  of  a  still  graver  kind." 

"Speak !" 

"My  husband  brought  with  him  from  Siberia  two  voung 
orphans,  daughters  of  Marshal  Simon.  Yesterday  morning 
I  asked  them  to  say  their  prayers,  and  I  learned  from  them' 
with  as  much  fright  as  sorrow,  that  they  know  none  of  the 
mysteries  of  our  holy  faith,  though  they  are  fifteen  years 
old.  ihey  have  never  received  the  sacrament,  nor  are' they 
even  baptized,  father — not  even  baptized'" 

"They  must  be  heathens!"  cried  the  voice,  in  a  tone  of 
angry  surprise. 

'Thal  'S  -,what  S0  much  Srieves  me,  father ;  for,  as  I  and 
my  husband  are  in  the  room  of  parents  to  these  young 
orphans,  we  should  be  guilty  of  the  sins  which  they  might 
commit — should  we  not,  father  ?"  & 

"Certainly,— since  you  take  the  place  of  those  who  ought 
to  watch  over  their  souls.  The  shepherd  must  answer  for 
nis  nock,     said  the  voice. 

"And  if  they  should  happen  to  be  in  mortal  sin,  father  I 
and  my  husband  would  be  in  mortal  sin?" 

"Yes"  said  the  voice ;  "you  take  the  place  of  their  parents  • 
SrSS  and  motherus  are  guilty  of   all   the  sins   which 

of  a  TV  J6"  CTmit  W -,6n  th0SS  Sins  arise  f rom  the  want 
ot  a  Christian  education. 

vouAJr T  fathu!  .Wllat  am   ?   t0  d0?     *   address  mvself   to 
you  as  I  would  to  heaven  itself.     Every  day,  every  hour 
hat  these  poor  young  girls  remain  heathens,  may  contrite 

aid  £f  ab°Ut  th6ir  etem/l  damnation,  may' it  not,  father  " 
^Frances,  in  a  tone  of  the  deepest  emotion. 

Yes,  answered  the  voice;  "and  the  wei-ht  of  this 
fcrnb  e  responsibility  rests  upon  you  and  your  hu  band;  you 
nave  the  charge  of  souls !"  '  y 

;;Lord,  have  mercy  upon  me  P  said  Frances,  weeping 
.      iou  must  not  grieve  yourself  thus."  answered  the  voice 
in  a  softer  tone;  "happily  for  these  unfortunates,  they  W 
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met  you  upon  the  way.  They  will  have  in  you  and  your 
husband  good  and  pious  examples— for  I  suppose  that  your 
husband,  though  formerly  an  ungodly  person,  now  practices 
his  religious  duties !" 

"We  must  pray  for  him,  father,"  said  Frances,  sorrow- 
fully •  "grace  has  not  yet  touched  his  heart.  He  is  like  my 
poor  'child,  who  has  also  not  been  called  to  holiness.  Ah, 
father!"  said  Frances,  drying  her  tears,  "these  thoughts 
are  my  heaviest  cross."  .       tt 

"So  neither  your  husband  nor  your  son  practises,  resumed 
the  voice,  in  a  tone  of  reflection;  "this  is  serious— very 
serious  The  religious  education  of  these  two  unfortunate 
crirls  has  yet  to  begin.  In  your  house,  they  will  have  ever 
before  them  the  most  deplorable  examples.  Take  care, 
have  warned  you.  You  ^  have  the  charge  of  souls— your 
responsibility  is  immense!" 

"Father  it  is  that  which  makes  me  wretched— 1  am  at  a 
loss  what  to  do.  Help  me,  and  give  me  your  counsels :  .or 
twenty  years  your  voice  has  been  to  me  as  the  voice  of  the 

T        A  " 

"  "Well '  you  must  agree  with  your  husband  to  send  these 
unfortunate  girls  to  some  religious  house  where  they  may 

be  instructed."  „        ,    .        ,      ,.        , 

"We  are  too  poor,  father,  to  pay  for  their  schooling,  and 
unfortunately  my  son  has  just  been  put  m  prison  for  songs 

that  he  wrote."  .  „    ,  .  ,    . 

"Behold  the  fruit  of  impiety,"  said  the  voice,  severely, 
"look  at  Gabriel !  he  has  followed  my  counsels,  and  is  now 
the  model  of  every  Christian  virtue." 

"My  son,  Agricola,  has  had  good  qualities,  father,  he  is 

so  kind,  so  devoted !"  . 

"Without  religion,"  said  the  voice,  with  redoubled  severity 
;'what  you  call  good  qualities  are  only  vain  appearances ;  at 
the  least  breath  of  the  devil  they  will  disappear— for  the 
devil  lurks  in  every  soul  that  has  no  religion. 

"Oh '  my  poor  son !"  said  Frances,  weeping ;  1  pray  tor 
him  every  day,  that  faith  may  enlighten  him.'; 

"I  have  always  told  you,"  resumed  the  voice  that  you 
have  been  too  weak  with  him.  God  now  punishes  you  for 
it  You  should  have  parted  from  this  irreligious  son,  and 
not  sanctioned  his  impiety  by  loving  him  as  you  do  it 
thy  right  hand  offend  thee,  cut  it  off,'  saith  the  Scripture. 
"   "Alas    father !  you  know  it  is  the  only  time  I  have  dis- 
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obeyed  you;  but  I  could  not  bring  myself  to  part  from  mv 
son.  r  J 

•'Therefore  is  your  salvation  uncertain— but  God  is  merci. 
ful.  i  not   fall  into  the  same  fault  with  regard  to  these 

young  girls,  whom  Providence  has  sent  vou,  that  you  might 
save  them  from  eternal  damnation.  Do  not  plunge  them 
into  it  by  your  own  culpable  indifference." 

"Oh,  father!  I  have  wept  and  praved  for  them." 
'That  is  not  sufficient.  These  unfortunate  children  can. 
not  have  any  notion  of  good  or  evil.  Their  souls  must  be 
an  abyss  of  scandal  and  impuritv— brought  up  as  thev  have 
been  by  an  impious  mother,  and  a  soldier  devoid  of  religion  " 
As  tor  that,  father,"  said  Frances,  with  simplicity,  ^'thev 
are  gentle  as  angels,  and  my  husband,  who  has  not  quitted 
them  since  their  birth,  declares  they  have  the  best  hearts 
in  the  world. 

"Your  husband  has  dwelt  all  his  life  in  mortal  sin,"  said 
the  voice,  harshly;  -how  can  he  judge  of  the  state  of  souls ? 
1  repeat  to  you,  that  as  you  represent  the  parents  of  these 
untortunates,  it  is  not  to-morrow,  but  it  is  to-dav,  and  on 
the  instant,  that  you  must  labor  for  their  salvation  if  you 
would  not  incur  a  terrible  responsibility." 

"It  is  true— I  know  it  well,  father— and  I  suffer  as  much 
from  this  fear  as  from  grief  at  my  son's  arrest.  But  what 
is  to  be  done?  I  could  not  instruct  these  young  girls  at 
home— for  I  have  not  the  knowledge— I  have  only  faith— 
and  then  my  poor  husband,  in  his  blindness,  makes  game 
of  sacred  things,  which  my  son,  at  least,  respects  in  my 
presence,  out  of  regard  for  me.  Then,  once  more,  father- 
come  to  my  aid,  I  conjure  you!  Advise  me:  what  is  to  be 
done  ? 

"We  cannot  abandon  these  two  young  souls  to  frightful 
perdition,"  said  the  voice,  after  a  moment's  silence-  "there 
are  not  two  ways  of  saving  them:  there  is  onlv  one.  and 
that  is  to  place  them  in  a  religious  house,  where  thev  may 
be  ^surrounded  by  good  and  pious  examples." 

"Oh  father!  if  we  were  not  so  poor,  or  if  I  could  still 
work  I  would  try  to  gain  sufficient  to  pay  for  their  board 
and  do  for  them  as  I  did  for  Gabriel.  Unfortunately  I  have 
quite  lost  my  sight ;  but  you,  father,  know  some  charitable 
souls,  and  n  you  could  get  any  of  them  to  interest  them, 
selves  for  these  poor  orphans " 

"'Where  is  their  father? " 
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"He  was  in  India;  but,  my  husband  tells  me,  he  will  soon 
be  in  France.  That,  however,  is  uncertain.  Besides,  it 
would  make  my  heart  bleed  to  see  those  poor  children  share 
our  misery— which  will  soon  be  extreme— for  we  only  live 
by  my  son's  labor." 

"Have  these  girls  no  relation  here?"  asked  the  voice. 
"I  believe  not,  father." 

"It  was  their  mother  who  entrusted  them  to  your  husband, 
to  bring  them  to  France?"  ,      , 

"Yes,  father;  he  was  obliged  to  set  out  yesterday  for 
Chartre's,  on  some  very  pressing  business,  as  he  told  me 

It  will  be  remembered  that  Dagobert  had  not  thought  fat 
to  inform  his  wife  of  the  hopes  which  the  daughters  of 
Marshall  Simon  founded  on  the  possession  of  the  medal,  and 
that  he  had  particularly  charged  them  not  to  mention  these 
hopes,  even  to  Frances. 

"So,"  resumed  the  voice,  after  a  pause^of  some  moments 
duration,  "your  husband  is  not  in  Pans." 

"No,  father;  but  he  will  doubtless  return  this  evening  or 
to-morrow  morning." 

"Listen  to  me,"  said  the  voice,  after  another  pause. 
"Every  minute  lost  for  those  two  young  girls  is  a  new 
step  on  the  road  to  perdition.  At  any  moment  the  hand  ot 
God  may  smite  them,  for  He  alone  knows  the  hour  of  our 
death;  and  were  they  to  die  in  the  state  in  which  they  now 
are  they  would  most  probably  be  lost  to  all  eternity.  This 
very  day,  therefore,  you  must  open  their  eyes  to  the  divine 
light,  and  place  them  in  a  religious  house.  It  is  your  duty 
—it  should  be  your  desire !" 

"Oh,  yes,  father ;  but,  unfortunately,  I  am  too  poor,  as  1 

have  already  told  you."  ' 

«I  know  it— you  do  not  want  for  zeal  or  faith— but  even 
were  you  capable  of  directing  these  young  girls,  the  impious 
examples  of  your  husband  and  son  would  daily  destroy  your 
work  Others  must  do  for  these  orphans,  m  the  name  ot 
Christian  charity,  that  which  you  cannot  do,  though  you 
are  answerable  for  them  before  heaven." 

"Oh,  father!  if,  thanks  to  you,  this  good  work  could  be 
accomplished,  how  grateful  I  should  be!"    _ 

"It  is  not  impossible.     I  know  the  superior  of  a  convent 
where  these  young  girls  would  be  instructed  as  they  ought. 
The  charge  for  their  board  would  be  diminished  in  consider- 
ation of  their  poverty ;  but,  however  small,  it  must  be  paid 
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an,!    there    would    he   also   an   outfit   to    furnish.      All    that 
would  he  too  dear  for  you." 

"Alas!  yes.   father." 

"But.  by  taking  a  little  from  my  poor-box,  and  bv  api.lv- 
iftg  to  one  or  two  generous  persons.  I  think  I  shall"  be  able 
to  complete  the  necessary  sum,  and  so  get  the  young  girls 
received  at  the  convent."  b  h 

"Ah,  father !  you  are  my  deliverer,  and  these  children's  " 
1  Wish  to  be  so— but.  in  the  interest  of  their  salvation 
and  to  make  these  measures  really  efficacious,  I  must  attach 
some  conditions  to  the  support  I  offer  you  " 

'•Name  them,  father;  they  are  accepted  beforehand, 
lour  commands  shall  be  obeyed  in  everything  " 

"First  of  all.  the  children  must  be  taken  thievery  morning 

o  the  convent,  by  my  housekeeper,  to  whom  you  must  bring 

them  almost  immediatelv.  5 

•Xav.  father;  that :  is*  impossible !"  cried  Frances. 
Impossible  ?  why  ?" 

"In  the  absence  of  my  husband " 

"Well?" 

"I  dare  not  take  a  such  a  step  without  consulting  him." 
Not  only  must  you  abstain  from  consulting  him,  but  the 
thing  must  be  done  during  his  absence." 

"What,  father?  should  I  not  wait  for  his  return?" 
No,  for  two  reasons,"  answered  the  priest,  sternly  "first 
because  his  hardened  impiety  would  certainly  lead  him  to 
oppose  your  pious  resolution ;  secondly,  because  it  is    ndi, 
pensable  that  these  young  girls  should'break  off  a  1    onn  c" 
tion    with   your   husband,   who,   therefore,   must   be   left   ,n 
ignorance  of  the  place  of  their  retreat  " 

"Hut.   father,"  said  Frances,  a  prev  to  cruel  doubt  and 

"  ren^tTd^InVt    'T  "*   *£*   *«   th^   children 
would  be-^'  Sp°Se  °f  them  without  his  consent 

"Can  you  instruct  these  children  at  your  house— ves  or 
nor    interrupted  the  voice.  nouse— >es  or 

"No.  father,  I  cannot." 

"Are  they  exposed  to  fall  into  a  state  of  final  impenitence 
by  remaining  with  you— yes  or  no?"  impenitence 

'Yes,  father,  they  are  so  exposed  " 
Are    you    responsible,    as    vou    take    the    place    of    their 

'""At;  ff°rHth7T10rtaI  S,'nS  they  ma>'  commit-Jes  or  no>" 
Alas,  father!  I  am  resoonsible  before  God." 
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"Is   it  in  the  interest   of   their  eternal   salvation  that  I 
enjoin  you  to  place  them  this  very  day  in  a  convent? 
"It  is  for  their  salvation,  father. 

SKi  you,  father  if  I  have  the .right  to 
dispose  of  them  without  the  consent  of  my  husband? 

"The  rieht!  you  have  not  only  the  right  but  it  is  your 
sacred  duty.  Would  you  not  be  bound,  I  ask  you  to  re  cue 
these  unfortunate  creatures  from  a  **y&fj£™\£ 
vour  husband,  or  during  his  absence?  Well  you  must  now 
Sue  them, 'not  from"  a  fire  that  will  only  consume  the 
Dody   but  from  one  in  which  their  souls  would  burn  to  all 

^'"FoSve  me  I  implore  you,  father,"  said  the  poor  woman, 
Wlie  ^mdedsion  and  anguish  increased  every  mmute; 
"satisfy  my  doubts  !-How  can  I  act  thus,  when  I  have 
sworn  obedience  to  my  husband  f 

"Obedience  for  good-yes-but  never  *°r  ^  Y°^s 
fess,  that,  were  it  left  to  him  the  salvation  of  these  orphans 
wnuld  be  doubtful,  and  perhaps  impossible. 

°'Rut  father  "  sa  d  Frances,  trembling,  "when  my  husband 
returns!  if  will  ask  me  where  are  these  children?     Must 

1  t"Sileinmce^ste"?a0ldsehood;  you  will  tell  him  that  you  can- 

^^s^T^^est  of  men;  but  such  an  answer 

will  drive  him  almost  mad.     He  has  been  a  soldier    and  his 
Tnger  wUl  be  terrible,  father,"  said  Frances,  shuddering  at 

th^ndUgwere  his  anger  a  hundred  times  more  terrible  you 
should  be  proud  to  brave  it  in  so  sacred  a  cause!  cried  the 
voke  withP  indignation.  "Do  you  think  that  salvation  is  to 
be  so  easily  gained  on  earth?  Since  when  does  the  sinner 
that 'would7  walk  in  the  way  of  the  Lord,  turn  aside  for 
the  stones  and  briars  that  may  bruise  and  tear  him  r       p 

"Pardon    father,  pardon!"  said  Frances,  with  the  resign* 

•         t  a    \l\l      "Permit  me  to  ask  one  more  question,  one 

Z,°f  aBtH  youT  noTguide  me,  how  shall  I  find  the 

0" 

way  r 

"WPhen  Marshal  Simon  arrives,  he  will  ask  his  children  of 
my  husband.    What  answer  can  he  then  give  to   hen father - 

"When   Marshal    Simon  arrives,  you   will   let  me   know 
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immediately,  and  then — I  will  see  what  is  to  be  done.     The 
rights  of  a   father  are  only  sacred  in  so   far  as   he  makes 
use  of  them  for  the  salvation  of  his  children.     Before  and 
above  the  father  on  earth,  is  the  Father  in  heaven,  whom  we 
must  first  serve.     Reflect  upon  all  this.     By  accepting  what 
I   propose   to   you,    these   young   girls   will    be   saved    from 
perdition;   they   will   not  be  at  your  charge;  they   will   not 
partake  of  your  miser}-;  they  will  be  brought  up  in  a  sacred 
institution,  as.  after  all,  the  daughters  of  a  Marshal  of  France 
ought  to  be— and,  when  their  father  arrives  at  Paris,  if  he 
be  found  worthy  of  seeing  them  again,  instead  of  finding 
poor,  ignorant,  half-savage  heathens,  he  will  behold  two  girls 
pious,     modest,     and     well-informed,     who,     being    accept-' 
able   with  the  Almighty,  may  invoke  His  mercy   for  their 
father,  who.  it  must  be  owned,  has  great  need  of  it — being  a 
man  of  violence,  war,  and  battle.     Now  decide!     Will  you, 
on  peril  of  your  soul,  sacrifice  the  welfare  of  these  girls  in 
this  world  and  the  next,   because  of  an  impious  dread  of 
your  husband's  anger?" 

Though  rude  and  fettered  by  intolerance,  the  confessor's 
language  was   (taking  his  view  of  the  case)   reasonable  and 
just,   because   the   honest   priest   was   himself   convinced   of 
what  he  said :  a  blind  instrument  of  Rodin,  ignorant  of  the 
end  in  view,  he  believed  firmlv,  that,  in  forcing  Frances  to 
place  these  young  girls  in  a  convent,  he  was  performing  a 
pious  duty.     Such  was,  and  is,  one  of  the  most  wonderful 
resources  of  the  order  to  which  Rodin  belonged— to  have  for 
accomplices  good  and  sincere  people,  who  are  ignorant  of 
the  nature  of  the  plots  in  which  they  are  the  principal  actors. 
Frances,  long  accustomed  to  submit  to  the  influence  of  her 
confessor,  could  find  nothing  to  object  to  his  last  words 
She  resigned   herself  to   follow   his  directions,   though  she 
trembled  to  think  of  the  furious  anger  of  Dagobert.  when  he 
should  no  longer  find  the  children  that  a  dying  mother  had 
cnfided  to  his  care.     But,  according  to  the  priest's  opinion 
the  more  terrible  this  anger  might  appear  to  her.  the  more 
she  would  show  her  pious  humility  by  exposing  herself  to  it. 
Is   will   be  done,   father!"  said   she.   in   reply  to  her 
confessor.     -Whatever  may  happen,  I  will  do  my  duty  as  a 
Christian — in  obedience  to  your  command-." 

"And  the  Lord  will  reward  you  for  what  you  may  have  to 
surfer  in  the  accomplishment  of  this  meritorious  act.  You 
promise  then,  before  God,  that  you  will  not  answer  any  of 
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your  husband's  questions,  when  he  asks  you  for  the  daugh- 
ters of  Marshal  Simon?" 

"Yes,  father,  I  promise!"  said  Frances,  with  a  shudder 
"And   will    preserve   the    same    silence   towards    Marshal 
Simon  himself,  in  case  he  should  return,  before  his  daughters 
appear  to  me  sufficiently  grounded  in  the  faith  to  be  restored 

to  him?"  .  .,1  r  • 

"Yes,  father,"  said  Frances,  m  a  still  fainter  voice. 
"You  will  come  and  give  me  an  account  of  the  scene  that 

takes  place  between  you  and  your  husband,  upon  his  return 
"Yes,   father;  when  must  I   bring  the  orphans  to  your 

l°"In  an  hour  I  will  write  to  the  superior,  and  leave  the 
letter  with  my  housekeeper.  She  is  a  trusty  person,  and 
will  conduct  the  young  girls  to  the  convent. 

After  she  had  listened  to  the  exhortations  of  her  confessor 
and  received  absolution  for  her  late  sins    on  condition  ot 
performing  penance,  Dagobert's  wife  left  the  confessional. 
PThe  church  was  no  longer  deserted.     An  immense  crow 
nressed  into  it,  drawn  thither  by  the  pomp  of  the  grand 
Ceral  of  which  the  beadle  had  spoken  to  the  sacristan  two 
hours    before.      It    was    with    the    greatest    difficulty    that 
Frances  could  reach  the  door  of  the  church,  now  hung  with 

3mXt  a  ctXst'to  the  poor  and  humble  train   which  had 
that  morning  so  timidly  presented  themselves  beneath  the 

P°TChe  numerous  clergy  of  the  parish,  in   full  P^skm 
advanced  majestically  to  receive  the  coffin  covered  with  a 
vdvet  pall -the  watered  silks  and  stuffs  of  their .copes .and 
Itoles    their  splendid  silvered  embroideries,  sparkled  in  the 
tt  of  a  thousand  tapers.     The  beadle  strutted  in  all    he 
aforv  of  his  brilliant  uniform  and  flashing  epaulets;  on  the 
oppose  side  walked  in  high  glee .  the ,  sacristan    carrying 
hfc  whalebone  staff  with  a  magisterial  air;  the  voce  o    the 
choristers    now  clad  in  fresh,  white  surplices,  rolled  out  in 
burs  s  of  thunder;  the  trumpets'  blare  shook  the  windows 
and  upon  the  countenances  of  all  those  who  were  to  have 
a shared   he  spoils  of  this  rich  corpse,  this  excellent  corpse, 
this   first-class   corpse,   a   look   of    satisfaction   was   visible 
n  Lse  and  yet  subdued,  which  suited  admirably  with  the  air 
and  attitude  of  the  two  heirs,  tall,  vigorous   fellows  with 
florid   complexions,   who,   without    overstepping   the    hunts 
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of  a  charming  mock-sty  of  enjoyment,  seemed  to  cuddle  and 
hug  themselves  most  comfortably  in  their  mourning  cloaks. 

Notwithstanding  her  simplicity  and  pious  faith,  Dagoberts 
wife  was  painfully  impressed  with  this  revolting  difference 
between  the  reception  of  the  rich  and  the  poor  man's  coffin 
at  the  door  of  the  house  of  God— for  surely,  if  equality  be 
ever  real,  it  is  in  the  presence  of  death  and  eternity ! 

The  two  sad  spectacles  she  had  witnessed,  tended  stiH 
further  to  depress  the  spirits  of  Frances.  Having  succeeded 
with  no  small  trouble  in  making  her  way  out  of  the  church 
she  hastened  to  return  to  the  Rue  Brise-Miche,  in  order  to 
fetch  the  orphans  and  conduct  them  to  the  housekeeper  of  her 
confessor,  who  was  in  her  turn  to  take  them  to  St.  Mary's 
Convent,  situated,  as  we  know,  next  door  to  Dr.  Baleinier's 
lunatic-asylum,  in  which  Adrienne  de  Cardoville  wa« 
confined. 


CHAPTER  XLIX. 

MY   LORD   AND   SPOIL-SPORT. 


The  wife  of  Dagobert.  having  quitted  the  church,  arrived 
at  the  corner  of  the  Rue  Brise-Miche,  when  she  was  accosted 
by  the  distributor  of  holy  water;  he  came  running  out  of 
breath,  to  beg  her  to  return  to  Saint-Mery's,  where  the  Abbe 
Uubois  had  yet  something  of  importance  to  say  to  her. 

The  moment  Frances  turned  to  go  back,  a  hackney-coach 
stopped  in  front  of  the  house  she  inhabited.  The  coachman 
quitted  his  box  to  open  the  door. 

"Driver,"'  said  a  stout  woman  dressed  in  black,  who  wa» 
seated  in  the  carnage,  and  held  a  pug-dog  upon  her  knees, 
ask  U   .Mrs.  h ranees  Baudoin  lives  in  this  house" 
"Yes,  ma'am,"  said  the  coachman. 

The  reader  will  no  doubt  have  recognized  Mrs.  Grivois 
head  waiting-woman  to  the  Princess  de  Saint-Dizier,  accom- 
panied by  My  Lord,  who  exercised  a  real  tyranny  over  his 
mistress  The  dyer,  whom  we  have  already  seen  perform- 
ing the  duties  of  a  porter,  being  questioned  by  the  coachman 
as  to  the  dwelling  of  Frances,  came  out  of'  his  workshop 
and  advanced  gallantly  to  the  coach-door,  to  inform   Mrs! 
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Grivois,  that  Frances  Baudoin  did  in  fact  live  in  the  house, 
but  that  she  was  at  present  from  home. 

The  arms,  hands,  and  part  of  the  face  of  Father  Loriot 
were  now  of  a  superb  gold-color.  The  sight  of  this  yellow 
personage  singularly  provoked  My  Lord,  and  at  the  moment 
the  dyer  rested  his  hand  upon  the  edge  of  the  coach-window, 
the  cur  began  to  yelp  frightfully,  and  bit  him  in  the  wrist. 

"Oh!  gracious  heaven!"  cried  Mrs.  Grivois,  in  an  agony, 
whilst  Father  Loriot,  withdrew  his  hand  with  precipitation ; 
"I  hope  there  is  nothing  poisonous  in  the  dye  that  you  have 
about  you — my  dog  is  so  delicate!" 

So  saying,  she  carefully  wiped  the  pug-nose,  spotted  with 
yellow.  Father  Loriot,  not  at  all  satisfied  with  this  speech, 
when  he  had  expected  to  receive  some  apology  from  Mrs. 
Grivois  on  account  of  her  dog's  behavior,  said  to  her,  as  with 
difficulty  he  restrained  his  anger:  "If  you  did  not  belong  to 
the  fair  sex,  which  obliges  me  to  respect  you  in  the  person 
of  that  wretched  animal,  I  would  have  the  pleasure  of  taking 
him  by  the  tail,  and  making  him  in  one  minute  a  dog  of  the 
brightest  orange  color,  by  plunging  him  into  my  cauldron, 
which  is  already  on  the  fire." 

"Dye  my  pet  yellow !"  cried  Mrs.  Grivois,  in  great  wrath, 
as  she  descended  from  the  hackney-coach,  clasping  My  Lord 
tenderly  to  her  bosom,  and  surveying  Father  Loriot  with  a 
savage  look. 

"I  told  you,  Mrs.  Baudoin  is  not  at  home,"  said  the  dyer, 
as  he  saw  the  pug-dog's  mistress  advance  in  the  direction  of 
the  dark  staircase. 

"Never  mind ;  I  will  wait  for  her,"  said  Mrs.  Grivois 
tartly.    "On  which  story  does  she  live?" 

"Up  four  pair!"  answered  Father  Loriot,  returning 
abruptly  to  his  shop.  And  he  added  to  himself,  with  a 
chuckle  at  the  anticipation :  "I  hope  Father  Dagobert's  big 
growler  will  be  in  a  bad  humor,  and  give  that  villainous  pug 
a  shaking  by  the  skin  of  his  neck." 

Mrs.  Grivois  mounted  the  steep  staircase  with  some  diffi- 
culty, stopping  at  every  landing-place  to  take  breath,  and 
looking  about  her  with  profound  disgust.  At  length  she 
reached  the  fourth  story,  and  paused  an  instant  at  the  door 
of  the  humble  chamber,  in  which  the  two  sisters  and 
Mother  Bunch  then  were. 

The  young  sempstress  was  occupied  in  collecting  the  dif- 
ferent articles  that  she  was   about  to  carry  to  the  pawn- 
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ltf  unLvR°nf  a"dt,BIa"che  seemed  Appier,  and  somewhat 

V\u       u}     l)OU\  the   tuture:   for  the>-  had  learned    from 
Mother   Bunch    that,   when   they  knew  how  to   sew    the? 

Tt ^ntrT        em   ear"   6ight    frai,CS   a   We€k«    *W<*    Would 

at  least  afford  some  assistance  to  the  family 

I  he  presence  of  Mrs.  Grivois  in  Baudoin's  dwelling  was 
occasioned  by  a  new  resolution  of  Abbe  d'Aigrigny  and  the 

to^ndNt-'rv"0121"1  ^  ^  *»**  ™  P^em 
l„  flu  1  V°1S-  0n  whom  thev  couJd  blindly  depend 

to  fetch  the  young  girls,  and  the  confessor  was  charged  to 
in  orm  Frances  that  it  was  not  to  his  housekeeper  but  to  a 
ady  that  would  call  on  her  with  a  note  from  him    that  she 

lament       '^         ^^^  *  be  ***  t0  a  reIiSious  «*ab! 

Having  knocked  at  the  door,  the  waiting-woman  of  the 

toS  ££?***  Cntered  thC  r°°-  a"d  a^   5 

™,'ShriS,n0t  St  hTe'  madame>"  said  Mother  Bunch  timidly 
not  a  httle  astonished  at  so  unexpected  a  visit,  and  casting 
down  her  eyes  before  the  gaze  of  this  woman.  g 

I  hen      will  wait  for  her,  as  I  have  important  affairs  to 
speak  of,    answered  Mrs.  Grivois,  examining  with  curiosi  y 

down    heTrT  thereS  °f  ^  tW°  °rPhans'  wh0  also  cS 
down  their  eyes  with  an  air  of  confusion. 

bo  saying,  Madame  Grivois  sat  down,  not  without  some 
repugnance    ,n  the  old  arm-chair  of   Dagoberfs  wife    and 
believing  that  she  might  now  leave  her  favorite  a     ibem 
she  laid  h.m  carefully  on   the   floor.      ImmSiatery    a  low* 

fhTr'made'M1'1   r°^'   P™***    h°m   ^   ihe   a  n- 

chair   made  Mrs.  Grivois  jump  from  her  seat,  and  sent  the 

pug-dog    yelping  with  affright,  and   trembling  through  hi 

tLVS^SS^ to  his  mistress'  with  ■"  the  W 

"What!  is  there  a  dog  here?"  cried  Mrs.  Grivois    stoop- 

ng   precipitatelv   to   catch   up    My   Lord,    whilst,   as   if    he 

wished    himself   to   answer    the   question,    Spoil-sport   rose 

tesurely  from  his  place  behind  the  arm-chair   andappeared 

suddenly,  yawning  and  stretching  himself 

At  sight  of  this  powerful  animal,  with  his  double  row  of 
formidable  pointed  fangs,  which  he  seemed  to  take  deligh 
in  displaying  as  he  opened  his  large  jaws,  Mrs.  Grivois  could 
not  help  giving  utterance  to  a  crv  of  terror.     The  snappish 
pug  had  at  first  trembled  in  all  his  limbs  at  the  sSa 
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approach ;  but,  finding  himself  in  safety  on  the  lap  of  his 
mistress,  he  began  to  growl  insolently,  and  to  throw  the 
most  provoking  glances  at  Spoil-sport.  These  the  worthy 
companion  of  the  deceased  Jovial  answered  disdainfully  by 
gaping  anew ;  after  which  he  went  smelling  round  Mrs. 
Grivois  with  a  sort  of  uneasiness,  turned  his  back  upon  My 
Lord,  and  stretched  himself  at  the  feet  of  Rose  and  Blanche, 
keeping  his  large,  intelligent  eyes  fixed  upon  them,  as  if  he 
foresaw  that  they  were  menaced  with  some  danger. 

"Turn  out  that  beast,"  said  Mrs.  Grivois,  imperiously; 
"he  frightens  my  dog,  and  may  do  him  some  harm." 

"Do  not  be  afraid,  madame,"  replied  Rose,  with  a  smile; 
"Spoil-sport  will  do  no  harm,  if  he  is  not  attacked." 

"Never  mind !"  cried  Mrs.  Grivois ;  "an  accident  soon 
happens.  The  very  sight  of  that  enormous  dog,  with  his 
wolf's  head  and  terrible  teeth,  is  enough  to  make  one  tremble 
at  the  injuries  he  might  do  one.  I  tell  you  to  turn  him 
out." 

Mrs.  Grivois  had  pronounced  these  last  words  in  a  tone  of 
irritation,  which  did  not  sound  at  all  satisfactory  in  Spoil- 
sport's ears ;  so  he  growled  and  showed  his  teeth,  turning 
his  head  in  the  direction  of  the  stranger. 

"Be  quiet,  Spoil-sport!"  said  Blanche  sternly. 

A  new  personage  here  entered  the  room,  and  put  an  end 
to  this  situation,  which  was  embarrassing  enough  for  the  two 
young  girls.  It  was  a  commissionaire,  with  a  letter  in  his 
hand. 

"What  is  it,  sir?"  asked  Mother  Bunch. 

"A  very  pressing  letter  from  the  good  man  of  the  house; 
the  dyer  below  stairs  told  me  to  bring  it  up  here." 

"A  letter  from  Dagobert!"  cried  Rose  and  Blanche,  with 
a  lively  expression  of  pleasure.  "He  is  returned  then? 
where  is  he?" 

"I  do  not  know  whether  the  good  man  is  called  Dagobert 
or  not,"  said  the  porter ;  "but  he  is  an  old  trooper,  with  a 
gray  moustache,  and  may  be  found  close  by,  at  the  office  of 
the  Chartres  coaches." 

"That  is  he!"  cried  Blanche.    "Give  me  the  letter." 

The  porter  handed  it  to  the  young  girl,  who  opened  it  in 
all  haste. 

Mrs.  Grivois  was  struck  dumb  with  dismay;  she  knew 
that  Dagobert  had  been  decoyed  from  Paris,  that  the  Abbe 
Dubois  might  have  an  opportunity  to  act  with  safety  upon 
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Frances.  Hitherto,  all  had  succeeded;  the  good  woman  had 
consented  to  place  the  young  girls  in  the  hands  of  a  religious 

Community— and  now  arrives  this  soldier,  who  was  thought 
to  he  absent  from  Paris  for  two  or  three  days  at  least,  and 
whose  sudden  return  might  easily  ruin  this  laborious  machi- 
nation, at  the-  moment  when  it  seemed  to  promise  success. 

"Oh!"  said  Blanche,  when  she  had  read  the  letter. 
"What    a    misfortune!" 

'"What  is  it,  then,  sister?"  cried  Rose. 

"Yesterday,  half  way  to  Chartres,  Dagobert  perceived 
that  he  had  lost  his  purse.  He  was  unable  to  continue  his 
journey ;  he  took  a  place  upon  credit,  to  return,  and  he  asks 
his  wife  to  send  him  some  money  to  the  office,  to  pay  what 
he  owes." 

"That's  it."  said  the  porter;  "for  the  good  man  told  me 
to  make  haste,  because  he  was  there  in  pledge." 

"And  nothing  in  the  house!"  cried  Blanche.  "Dear  me! 
what  is  to  be  done?" 

At  these  words,  Mrs.  Grivois  felt  her  hopes  revive  for  a 
moment,  they  were  soon,  however,  dispelled  by  Mother 
Bunch,  who  exclaimed,  as  she  pointed  to  the  parcel  she  had 
just  made  up:  "Be  satisfied,  dear  young  ladies!  here  is  a 
resource.  The  pawnbroker's,  to  which  I  am  going,  is  not 
far  off,  and  I  will  take  the  monev  direct  to  M.  Dagobert:  in 
half  an  hour,  at  latest,  he  will  be'  here." 

"Oh,  my  dear  friend  !  you  are  right,"  said  Rose.  "How 
good  you  are !  you  think  of  everything." 

"And  here,"  said  Blanche,  "is  the  letter,  with  the  address 
upon  it.    Take  that  with  you." 

"Thank  you,"  answered  Mother  Bunch:  then,  addressing 
the  porter,  she  added :    "Return  to  the  person  who  sent  you 
and  tell  him  I  shall  be  at  the  coach-office  very  shortly  "' 

"Infernal  hunchback!"  thought  Mrs.  Grivois  with  sup- 
pressed rage,  "she  thinks  of  evervthing.  Without  her  we 
should  have  escaped  the  plague  of  this  man's  return.  What 
is  to  be  done  now  ?  The  girls  would  not  go  with  me,  before 
the  arrival  of  the  soldier's  wife;  to  propose  it  to  them  would 
expose  me  to  a  refusal,  and  might  compromise  all.  Once 
more,  what  is  to  be  done?" 

"Do  not  be  uneasy,  ladies,"  said  the  porter  as  he  went 
out;  "I  will  go  and  assure  the  good  man,  that  he  will  not 
have  to  remain  long  in  pledge." 

Whilst  Mother  Bunch  was  occupied  in  tying  her  parcel, 


i 
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Kuntenance,  wbdch^  J-^J^TS?  SS5. 
SS  ^*3Mi  SfLord^in  her  anus,  and  said  to  the 
bhe  rose      m  i  5      JBaud0in  does  not  come  m,  I  am 

ygrggto,rpay  a^siUn'the  neighborhood,  and  wiU  return 
l!SA  SlT  Gr^is  took  her  departure,  a  few 
minutes  before  Mother  Bunch  left. 


CHAPTER  L. 

APPPEARANCES. 


Aptfr  she  had  again  endeavored  to  cheer  up  the  orphans, 

After  sne  nau  dgd  without  difficulty, 

the  sewing-girl  descended  theirs,  not  w  ^ 

tad  TeteW  d°onwn°  torn  he"  own"  room  the  only  blanket  she 
«ea-.hu7leaving  herself  without  protection  from  the 

COlTh:fevenin^egfaoreet'tortured  with  anxiety  as  to  Agricola's 
f„t;  the  Sri  had  teen  unable  to  work-  the  miseries  of 
^ct'atif and  hope  delayed  had  preveirte  d  her  from    omg 

tt£?tt££^™«£  lhiCo  ddePm!y 
sary  to  "vc.  ^  ,        f  1  h  r    are  doubly  dreaded    they 

service  ot  others,   some  01  li  .     would 

are  endowed  w*  ™tar^v,gor ofjoul    ^ 

rerned^bi,ute^erWthebody,  and  Lw  how  to  inspire  ,t 

^huXtrSnty-four  hours,  Mother  Bunch  had 
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and  yet  her  strength  was  not  exhausted— so  immense  is  the 
Dower  of  the  human  heart! 

^  She  had  just  arrived  at  the  corner  of  the  Rue  Saint  NTerv 
Since  the  recent  Rue  des  Prouvaires  conspiracy,  there  were 
stationed  in  this  populous  quarter  of  the  town  a  much 
larger  number  ot  police-officers  than  usual.  Now  the  youne 
sempstress,  though  bending  beneath  the  weight  of  her  parcel 
had  quickened  her  pace  almost  to  a  run,  when,  just  as  she 
passed  in  front  of  one  of  the  police,  two  five-franc  pieces 
feU  on  the  ground  behind  her.  thrown  there  by  a  stout  woman 
in  black,  who  followed  her  closely. 

Immediately  after  the  stout  woman  pointed  out  the  two 
pieces  to  the  policeman,  and  said  something  hastily  to  him 
with  regard  to  Mother  Bunch.  Then  she  withdrew  at  all 
speed  in  the  direction  of  the  Rue  Brise-Miche 

The  pohceman,  struck  with  what  Mrs.  Grivois  had  said  to 
h.m   (for  it  was  that  person),  picked  up  the  money,  and 
running  after  the  humpback,  cried  out  to  her:     "Hi   there! 
young  woman,  I  sav— stop!  stop'" 

On  this  outcry,  'several  persons  turned  round  suddenly 
and  as  always  happens  in  those  quarters  of  the  town  a 
nudeus  of  five  or  six  persons  soon  grew  to  a  considerable 

Not  knowing  that  the  policeman  was  calling  to  her,  Mother 
Bunch  only  quickened  her  speed,  wishing  to  get  to  the 
pawnbroker  s  as  soon  as  possible,  and  trying  to  avoid  touch- 
ing any  of  the  passers-by,  so  much  did  she  dread  the  bruta) 
and  cruel  railleries,  to  which  her  infirmity  so  often  exposed 

Suddenly,  she  heard  many  persons  running  after  her  and 
at  the  same  instant  a  hand  was  laid  rudely  on  her  shoulder, 
it  was  the  policeman,  followed  by  another  officer,  who  had 

rZ  1    7"  u°  tht  Sp0t  bVhe  n°ise-     Mother  B™ch  turned 
round,  -truck  with  as  much  surprise  as  fear 

cbieflv  I?1.'!'1  A'T"  in  the  Centre  of  a  crowd'  composed 
Chiefl)   of    hat  hideous  scum,  idle  and  in  rags,  insolen    and 

malicious,  besotted  with  ignorance,  brutalized  by  want,  and 

always    oafing  about  the  corners.      Workmen   are   scarcely 

ZZ  "T  -W,tu  m  ^he1se1mobs'  ^r  they  are  for  the  most  part 
engaged  in  their  daily  labors. 

''Come,  can't  you  hear?  you  are  deaf  as  Punch's  do-  " 
said  the  policeman,  seizing  Mother  Bunch  so  rudely  by  the 
arm,  that  she  let  her  parcel  fall  at  her  feet 
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When  the  unfortunate  girl,  looking  round  in  terror,  saw 
herself  exposed  to  all  those  insolent,  mocking,  malicious 
glances,  when  she  beheld  the  cynical  and  coarse  grimace  on 
so  many  ignoble  and  filthy  countenances,  she  trembled  in 
all  her  limbs,  and  became  fearfully  pale.  No  doubt  the 
policeman  had  spoken  roughly  to  her ;  but  how  could  he 
speak  otherwise  to  a  poor  deformed  girl,  pale  and  trembling, 
with  her  features  agitated  by  grief  and  fear — to  a  wretched 
creature,  miserably  clad,  who  wore  in  winter  a  thin  cotton 
gown,  soiled  with  mud,  and  wet  with  melted  snow — for  the 
poor  sempstress  had  walked  much  and  far  that  morning. 
So  the  policeman  resumed,  with  great  severity,  following 
that  supreme  law  of  appearances  which  makes  poverty 
always  suspected :  "Stop  a  bit,  young  woman !  it  seems  you 
are  in  a  mighty  hurry,  to  let  your  money  fall  without  pick- 
ing it  up." 

"Was  her  blunt  hid  in  her  hump?"  said  the  hoarse  voice 
of  a  match-boy,  a  hideous  and  repulsive  specimen  of  preco- 
cious depravity. 

This  sally  was  received  with  laughter,  shouts,  and  hoot- 
ing, which  served  to  complete  the  sewing-girl's  dismay  and 
terror.  She  was  hardly  able  to  answer,  in  a  feeble  voice,  as 
the  policeman  handed  her  the  two  pieces  of  silver:  "This 
money,  sir,  is  not  mine." 

"You  lie,"  said  the  other  officer,  approaching;  "a  respect' 
able  lady  saw  it  drop  from  your  pocket." 

"I  assure  you,  sir,  it  is  not  so,"  answered  Mother  Bunch, 
trembling. 

"I  tell  you  that  you  lie,"  resumed  the  officer;  "for  the 
lady,  struck  with  your  guilty  and  frightened  air,  said  to  me : 
'Look  at  yonder  little  hunchback,  running  away  with  that 
large  parcel,  and  letting  her  money  fall  without  even  stopping 
to  pick  it  up — it  is  not  natural.'  " 

"Bobby,"  resumed  the  match-vendor  in  his  hoarse  voice, 
"be  on  your  guard !  Feel  her  hump,  for  that  is  her  luggage- 
van.  I'm  sure  that  you'll  find  boots,  and  cloaks,  and 
umbrellas,  and  clocks  in  it' — for  I  just  heard  the  hour  strike 
in  the  bend  of  her  back." 

Then  came  fresh  bursts  of  laughter  and  shouts  and  hoot- 
ing, for  this  horrible  mob  has  no  pity  for  those  who  implore 
and  suffer.  The  crowd  increased  more  and  more,  and  now 
they  indulged  in  hoarse  cries,  piercing  whistles,  and  all  kinds 
of  horse  play. 
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"Let  a  fellow  see  her;  it's  free  gratis.'" 

"Don't  push  so;  I've  paid  for  my  place!'' 

"Make  her  stand  up  on  something,  that  all  may  have  a 
look." 

"My  corns  are  being  ground:  it  was  not  worth  coming." 
-how  her  properly — or  return  the  money." 

"That's  fair,  ain't  it  ?" 

"Give  it  us  in  the  'garden'  style." 

"Trot  her  out  in  all  her  paces!     Kim  up!" 

Fancy  the  feelings  of  this  unfortunate  creature,  with  her 
delicate  mind,  good  heart,  and  lofty  soul,  and  yet  with  so 
timid  and  nervous  a  character,  as  she  stood  alone  with  the 
two  policemen  in  the  thick  of  the  crowd,  and  was  forced  to 
listen  to  all  these  coarse  and  savage  insults. 

But  the  young  sempstress  did  not  yet  understand  of  what 
crime  she  was  accused.  She  soon  discovered  it,  however, 
for  the  policeman,  seizing  the  parcel  which  she  had  picked 
up,  and  now  held  in  her  trembling  hands,  said  to  her  rudely : 
"What  is  there  in  that  bundle?" 

"Sir — it  is — I  am  going "  The  unfortunate  girl  hesi- 
tated— unable,  in  her  terror,  to  find  the  word. 

"If  that's  all  you  have  to  answer,'  said  the  policeman, 
"it's  no  great  shakes.  Come,  make  haste !  turn  your  bundle 
inside  out." 

So  saying,  the  policeman  snatched  the  parcel  from  her, 
half  opened  it,  and  repeated,  as  he  enumerated  the  divers 
articles  it  contained  :  "The  devil ! — sheets — a  spoon  and 
fork — a  silver  mug — a  shawl — a  blanket — you're  a  downy 
mot !  it  was  not  so  bad  a  move.  Dressed  like  a  beggar,  and 
with  silver  plate  about  you.     Oh,  yes!  you're  a  deep  *un." 

"Those  articles  do  not  belong  to  you,"  said  the  other  officer. 

"No,  sir,"  replied  Mother  Bunch,  whose  strength  was  fail- 
ing her  ;  "but " 

"Oh,  vile  hunchback !  vou  have  stolen  more  than  vou  are 

bi£'' 

"Stolen !      cried    Mother    Bunch,    clasping   her    hands    in 

horror,  for  she  now  understood  it  all.     "Stolen!" 

"The  guard !  make  way  for  the  sogers !"  cried  several 
persons  at  once. 

h.  ho!  here's  the  lobsters!" 

"The  fire-eaters !" 

"The  Arab  devourersl' 

"Come  for  their  dromedary!" 
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In  the  midst  of  these  noisy  jests,  two  soldiers  and  a  cor- 
poral advanced  with  much  difficulty.  Their  bayonets  and  the 
barrels  of  their  guns  were  alone  visible  above  the  heads  of 
this  hideous  and  compact  crowd.  Some  officious  person  had 
been  to  inform  the  officer  at  the  nearest  guard-house,  that  a 
considerable  crowd  obstructed  the  public  way. 

"Come,  here  is  the  guard — so  march  to  the  guard-house !" 
said  the  policeman,  taking  Mother  Bunch  by  the  arm. 

"Sir,"  said  the  poor  girl,  in  a  voice  stifled  by  sobs,  clasp- 
ing her  hands  in  terror,  and  sinking  upon  her  knees  on  the 
pavement ;  "sir, — have  pity — let  me  explain " 

"You  will  explain  at  the  guard-house;  so  come  on!" 

"But,  sir — I  am  not  a  thief,"  cried  Mother  Bunch,  in  a 
heart-rending  tone ;  "have  pity  upon  me — do  not  take  me 
away  like  a  thief,  before  all  this  crowd.    Oh  !  mercy !  mercy !" 

"I  tell  you,  there  will  be  time  to  explain  at  the  guard-house. 
The  street  is  blocked  up ;  so  come  along !"  Grasping  the 
unfortunate  creature  by  both  her  hands,  he  set  her,  as  it  were, 
on  her  feet  again. 

At  this  instant,  the  corporal  and  his  two  soldiers,  having 
succeeded  in  making  their  way  through  the  crowd, 
approached  the  policeman.  "Corporal,'  said  the  latter,  "take 
this  girl  to  the  guard-house.     I  am  an  officer  of  the  police." 

"Oh,  gentlemen!"  cried  the  girl,  weeping  hot  tears,  and 
wringing  her  hands,  "do  not  take  me  away,  before  you  let 
me  explain  myself.  I  am  not  a  thief — indeed,  indeed,  I  am 
not  a  thief !  I  will  tell  you — it  was  to  render  service  to 
others — only  let  me  tell  you " 

"I  tell  you,  you  should  give  your  explanations  at  the 
guard-house;  if  you  will  not  walk,  we  must  drag  you  along," 
said  the  policeman. 

We  must  renounce  the  attempt  to  paint  this  scene,  at  once 
ignoble  and  terrible. 

Weak,  overpowered,  filled  with  alarm,  the  unfortunate 
girl  was  dragged  along  by  the  soldiers,  her  knees  sinking 
under  her  at  every  step.  The  two  police-officers  had  each  to 
lend  an  arm  to  support  her,  and  mechanically  she  accepted 
their  assistance.  Then  the  vociferations  and  hootings  burst 
forth  with  redoubled  fury.  Half -swooning  between  the  two 
men,  the  hapless  creature  seemed  to  drain  the  cup  of  bitter- 
ness to  the  dregs. 

Beneath  that  foggy  sky,  in  that  dirty  street,  under  the 
shadow  of  the  tall  black  houses,  those  hideous  masses  of 
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people  reminded  one  of  the  wildest  fancies  of  Callot  and  of 
Goya :  children  in  rags,  drunken  women,  grim  and  blighted 
figures  of  men,  rushed  against  each  other,  pushed,  fought, 
struggled,  to  follow  with  howls  and  hisses  an  almost  inani- 
mate victim — the  victim  of  a  deplorable  mistake. 

Of  a  mistake!  How  one  shudders  to  think,  that  such 
arrests  may  often  take  place,  founded  upon  nothing  but  the 
suspicion  caused  by  the  appearance  of  misery,  or  by  some 
inaccurate  description.  Can  we  forget  the  case  of  that 
young  girl,  who,  wrongfully  accused  of  participating  in  a 
shameful  traffic,  found  means  to  escape  from  the  persons 
who  were  leading  her  to  prison,  and.  rushing  up  the  stairs  of 
a  house,  threw  herself  from  a  window,  in  her  despair,  and 
was  crushed  to  death  upon  the  paving-stones? 

Meanwhile,  after  the  abominable  denunciation  of  which 
Mother  Bunch  was  the  victim,  Mrs.  Grivois  had  returned 
precipitately  to  the  Rue  Brise-Miche.  She  ascended  in  haste 
to  the  fourth  story,  opened  the  door  of  Frances  Baudoin's 
room,  and  saw — Dagobert  in  company  with  his  wife  and  the 
two  orphans ! 


CHAPTER  LI. 

THE   CONVENT. 


Let  us  explain  in  a  few  words  the  presence  of  Dagobert. 
His  countenance  was  impressed  with  such  an  air  of  military 
frankness  that  the  manager  of  the  coach-office  would  have 
been  satisfied  with  his  promise  to  return  and  pay  the  money; 
but  the  soldier  had  obstinately  insisted  on  remaining  in 
pledge,  as  he  called  it,  till  his  wife  had  answered  his  letter. 
When,  however,  on  the  return  of  the  porter,  he  found  that 
the  money  was  coming,  his  scruples  were  satisfied,  and  he 
hastened  to  run  home. 

We  may  imagine  the  stupor  of  Mrs.  Grivois,  when,  upon 
entering  the  chamber,  she  perceived  Dagobert  (whom  she 
easily  recognized  by  the  description  she  had  heard  of  him, 
seated  beside  his  wife  and  the  orphans.  The  anxiety  of 
Frances  at  sight  of  Mrs.  Grivois  was  equally  striking.  Rose 
and  Blanche  had  told  her  of  the  visit  of  a  lady,  during  her 
absence,  upon  important  business;  and,  judging  by  the  in  for- 


*28  THE    WANDERING    JEW 

mation  received  from  her  confessor,  Frances  had  no  doubt 
that  this  was  the  person  charged  to  conduct  the  orphans 
to  a  religious  establishment. 

Her  anxiety  was  terrible.  Resolved  to  follow  the  counsels 
of  Abbe  Dubois,  she  dreaded  lest  a  word  from  Mrs.  Grivois 
should  put  Dagobert  on  the  scent — in  which  case  all  would 
be  lost,  and  the  orphans  would  remain  in  their  present  state 
of  ignorance  and  mortal  sin,  for  which  she  believed  herself 
responsible. 

Dagobert,  who  held  the  hands  of  Rose  and  Blanche,  left 
his  seat  as  the  Princess  de  Saint-Dizier's  waiting-woman 
entered  the  room  and  cast  an  inquiring  glance  on  Frances. 

The  moment  was  critical — nay,  decisive;  but  Mrs.  Grivois 
had  profited  by  the  example  of  the  Princess  de  Saint-Dizier. 
So,  taking  her  resolution  at  once,  and  turning  to  account  the 
precipitation  with  which  she  had  mounted  the  stairs,  after 
the  odious  charge  she  had  brought  against  poor  Mother 
Bunch,  and  even  the  emotion  caused  by  the  unexpected  sight 
of  Dagobert,  which  gave  to  her  features  an  expression  of 
uneasiness  and  alarm — she  exclaimed,  in  an  agitated  voice, 
after  the  moment's  silence  necessary  to  collect  her  thoughts : 
"Oh,  madame !  I  have  just  been  the  spectator  of  a  great  mis- 
fortune.   Excuse  my  agitation !  but  I  am  so  excited " 

"Dear  me!  what  is  the  matter?"  said  Frances,  in  a  trem- 
bling voice,  for  she  dreaded  every  moment  some  indiscretion 
on  the  part  of  Mrs.  Grivois. 

"I  called  just  now,"  resumed  the  other,  "to  speak  to  you 
on  some  important  business ;  whilst  I  was  waiting  for  you, 
a  poor  young  woman,  rather  deformed,  put  up  sundry  articles 
in  a  parcel " 

"Yes,"  said  Frances ;  "it  was  Mother  Bunch,  an  excellent, 
worthy  creature." 

"I  thought  as  much,  madame;  well,  you  shall  hear  what 
has  happened.  As  you  did  not  come  in,  I  resolved  to  pay  a 
visit  in  the  neighborhood.  I  go  out,  and  get  as  far  as  the 
Rue  St.  Mery,  when Oh,  madame !" 

"Well?'  said  Dagobert,  "what  then?" 

"I  see  a  crowd — I  inquire  what  is  the  matter — I  learn  that 
a  policeman  has  just  arrested  a  young  girl  as  a  thief,  because 
she  had  been  seen  carrying  a  bundle,  composed  of  different 
articles  which  did  not  appear  to  belong  to  her — I  approached 
— what  do  I  behold  ? — the  same  young  woman  that  I  had 
met  just  before  in  this  room." 
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"Oh !  the  poor  child  !"  exclaimed  Frances,  growing  pale, 
and  dasping  her  hands  together.     "What  a  dreadful  firing!" 

"Explain,  then,*'  said  Dagobert  to  his  wife.  "What  was 
in  this  bundle :" 

"Well,  my  dear — to  confess  the  truth — I  was  a  little  short, 
and  I  asked  our  poor  friend  to  take  some  things  for  me  to 
the  pawnhroker's " 

"What1  and  they  thought  she  had  robhed  us!"  cried 
Dagobert ;  "she.  the  most  honest  girl  in  the  world !  it  is 
dreadful — you  ought  to  have  interfered,  madame ;  you  ought 
to  have  said  that  you  knew  her." 

"I  tried  to  do  so,  sir;  but,  unfortunately,  they  would  not 
hear  me.  The  crowd  increased  every  moment,  till  the  guard 
came  up.  and  carried  her  off." 

"She  might  die  of  it,  she  is  so  sensitive  and  timid!" 
exclaimed  Frances. 

"Ah,  good  Mother  Bunch!  so  gentle!  so  considerate!" 
said  Blanche,  turning  with  tearful  eyes  towards  her  sister. 

"Not  being  able  to  help  her,"  resumed  Mrs.  Grivois,  "I 
hastened  hither  to  inform  you  of  this  misadventure — which 
may,  indeed,  easily  be  repaired — as  it  will  only  be  necessary 
to  go  and  claim  the  young  girl  as  soon  as  possible." 

At  these  words,  Dagobert  hastily  seized  his  hat,  and  said 
abruptly  to  Mrs.  Grivois :  "Zounds,  madame !  you  should 
have  begun  by  telling  us  that.  Where  is  the  poor  child? 
Do  you  know?" 

"I  do  not,  sir;  but  there  are  still  so  many  excited  people 
in  the  street  that,  if  you  will  have  the  kindness  to  step  out, 
you  will  be  snre  to  learn." 

"Why  the  devil  do  you  talk  of  kindness?  It  is  my  duty, 
madame.  Poor  child !"  repeated  Dagobert.  "Taken  up  as 
a  thief  ! — it  is  really  horrible.  I  will  go  to  the  guard-house, 
and  to  the  commissary  of  police  for  this  neighborhood,  and, 
by  hook  or  crook,  I  will  find  her,  and  have  her  out.  and 
bring  her  home  with  me." 

So  saying,  Dagobert  hastily  departed.  Frances,  now  that 
she  felt  more  tranquil  as  to  the  fate  of  Mother  Bunch, 
thanked  the  Lord  that  this  circumstance  had  obliged  her 
husband  to  go  out,  for  his  presence  at  this  juncture  caused 
her  a  terrible  embarrassment. 

Mrs.  Grivois  had  left  My  Lord  in  the  coach  below,  for  the 
moments  were  precious.  Casting  a  significant  glance  at 
Frances  she  handed  her  Abbe  Dubois'  letter,  and  said  to  her, 
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with  strong  emphasis  on  every  word :  "You  will  see  by 
this  letter,  madame,  what  was  the  object  of  my  visit,  which 
I  have  not  before  been  able  to  explain  to  you,  but  on  which 
I  truly  congratulate  myself,  as  it  brings  me  into  connection 
with  these  two  charming  young  ladies."  Rose  and  Blanche 
looked  at  each  other  in  surprise.  Frances  took  the  letter 
with  a  trembling  hand.  It  required  all  the  pressing  and 
threatening  injunctions  of  her  confessor  to  conquer  the  last 
scruples  of  the  poor  woman,  for  she  shuddered  at  the  thought 
of  Dagobert's  terrible  indignation.  Moreover,  in  her  sim- 
plicity, she  knew  not  how  to  announce  to  the  young  girls 
that  they  were  to  accompany  this  lady. 

Mrs.  Grivois  guessed  her  embarrassment,  made  a  sign  to 
her  to  be  at  her  ease,  and  said  to  Rose,  whilst  Frances  was 
reading  the  letter  of  her  confessor :  "How  happy  your 
relation  will  be  to  see  you,  my  dear  young  lady !' 

"Our  relation,  madame?"  said  Rose,  more  and  more 
astonished. 

"Certainly.  She  knew  of  your  arrival  here,  but,  as  she  is 
still  suffering  from  the  effects  of  a  long  illness,  she  was  not 
able  to  come  herself  to-day,  and  has  sent  me  to  fetch  you  tc 
her.  Unfortunately,"  added  Mrs.  Grivois,  perceiving  a 
movement  of  uneasiness  on  the  part  of  the  two  sisters,  "it 
will  not  be  in  her  power,  as  she  tells  Mrs.  Baudoin  in  her 
letter,  to  see  you  for  more  than  a  very  short  time — so  you 
may  be  back  here  in  about  an  hour.  But  to-morrow  or  the 
next  day  after,  she  will  be  well  enough  to  leave  home,  and 
then  she  will  come  and  make  arrangements  with  Mrs.  Bau- 
doin and  her  husband,  to  take  you  into  her  house — for  she 
could  not  bear  to  leave  you  at  the  charge  of  the  worthy 
people  who  have  been  so  kind  to  you." 

These  last  words  of  Mrs.  Grivois  made  a  favorable  impres- 
sion upon  the  two  sisters,  and  banished  their  fears  of  becom- 
ing a  heavy  burden  to  Dagobert's  family.  If  it  had  been 
proposed  to  them  to  quit  altogether  the  house  in  the  Rue 
Bris-Miche,  without  first  asking  the  consent  of  their  old 
friend,  they  would  certainly  have  hesitated ;  but  Mrs.  Grivois 
had  only  spoken  of  an  hours'  visit.  They  felt  no  suspicion, 
therefore,  and  Rose  said  to  Frances:  "We  may  go  and  see 
our  relation,  I  suppose,  madame,  without  waiting  for  Dago- 
bert's return?" 

"Certainly,"  said  Frances,  in  a  feeble  voice,  "since  you 
ire  to  be  back  almost  directly," 
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"Then,  madame,  I  would  beg  these  dear  young  ladies  to 
come  with  me  as  soon  as  possible,  as  I  should  like  to  bring 
them  back  before  noon." 

"We  are  ready,  madame,"  said  Rose. 

"Well  then,  young  ladies,  embrace  your  second  mother, 
and  come."  said  Mrs.  Grivois,  who  was  hardly  able  to  con- 
trol her  uneasiness,  for  she  trembled  lest  Dagobert  should 
return  from  one  moment  to  the  other. 

Rose  and  Blanche  embraced  Frances,  who,  clasping  in  her 
arms  the  two  charming  and  innocent  creatures  that  she  was 
about  to  deliver  up,  could  with  difficulty  restrain  her  tears, 
though  she  was  fully  convinced  that  she  was  acting  for 
their  salvation. 

"Come,  young  ladies,"  said  Mrs.  Grivois,  in  the  most 
affable  tone,  "let  us  make  haste — you  will  excuse  my 
impatience.  I  am  sure — but  it  is  in  the  name  of  your  relation 
that  I  speak." 

Having  once  more  tenderly  kissed  the  wife  of  Dagobert, 
the  sisters  quitted  the  room  hand  in  hand,  and  descended 
the  staircase  close  behind  Mrs.  Grivois,  followed  (without 
their  being  aware  of  it),  by  Spoil-sport.  The  intelligent 
animal  cautiously  watched  their  movements,  for,  in  the 
absence  of  his  master,  he  never  let  them  out  of  his  sight. 

For  greater  security,  no  doubt,  the  waiting-woman  of 
Madame  de  Saint-Dizier  had  ordered  the  hackney-coach  to 
wait  for  her  at  a  little  distance  from  the  Rue  Brise-Miche, 
in  the  cloister  square.  In  a  few  seconds,  the  orphans  and 
their  conductress  reached  the  carriage. 

"Oh.  missus!"  said  the  coachman,  opening  the  door;  "no 
offence,  I  hope — but  you  have  the  most  ill-tempered  rascal 
of  a  dog !  Since  you  put  him  into  my  coach,  he  has  never 
ceased  howling  like  a  roasted  cat,  and  looks  as  if  he  would 
eat  us  all  up  alive !"  In  fact,  My  Lord,  who  detested  soli- 
tude, was  yelling  in  the  most  deplorable  manner. 

"Be  quiet.  My  Lord!  here  I  am,"  said  Mrs.  Grivois;  then 
addressing  the  two  sisters,  she  added :  "Pray,  get  in,  my 
dear  young  ladies." 

Rose  and  Blanche  got  into  the  coach.  Before  she  followed 
them.  Mrs.  Grivois  was  giving  to  the  coachman  in  a  low 
voice  the  direction  to  St.  Mary's  Convent,  and  was  adding 
other  instructions,  when  suddenly  the  pug-dog.  who  had 
growled  savagely  when  the  sisters  took  their  seats  in  the 
coach,  began  to  bark  with  fury.     The  cause  of  this  anger 
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was  clear  enough;  Spoil-sport,  until  now  unperceived,  had 
with  one  bound  entered  the  carriage. 

The  pug,  exasperated  by  this  boldness,  forgetting  his 
ordinary  prudence,  and  excited  to  the  utmost  by  rage  and 
ugliness  of  temper,  sprang  at  his  muzzle,  and  bit  him  so 
cruelly,  that,  in  his  turn,  the  brave  Siberian  dog,  maddened 
by  the  pain,  threw  himself  upon  the  teaser,  seized  him  by 
the  throat,  and  fairly  strangled  him  with  two  grips  of  his 
powerful  jaws — as  appeared  by  one  stifled  groan  of  the  pug, 
previously  half  suffocated  with  fat. 

All  this  took  place  in  less  time  than  is  occupied  by  the 
description.  Rose  and  Blanche  had  hardly  opportunity  to 
exclaim  twice  :     "Here,  Spoil-sport !  down !" 

"Oh,  good  gracious !"  said  Mrs.  Grivois,  turning  round 
at  the  noise.  "There  again  is  that  monster  of  a  dog — he 
will  certainly  hurt  my  love.  Send  him  away,  young  ladies 
— make  him  get  down — it  is  impossible  to  take  him  with  us." 

Ignorant  of  the  degree  of  Spoil-sport's  criminality,  for  his 
paltry  foe  was  stretched  lifeless  under  a  seat,  the  young 
girls  yet  felt  that  it  would  be  improper  to  take  the  dog  with 
them,  and  they  therefore  said  to  him  in  an  angry  tone,  at 
the  same  time  slightly  touching  him  with  their  feet :  "Get 
down,  Spoil-sport !  go  away !" 

The  faithful  animal  hesitated  at  first  to  obey  this  order. 
Sad  and  supplicatingly  looked  he  at  the  orphans,  and  with 
an  air  of  mild  reproach,  as  if  blaming  them  for  sending 
away  their  only  defender.  But,  upon  the  stern  repetition 
of  the  command,  he  got  down  from  the  coach,  with  his  tail 
between  his  legs,  feeling  perhaps  that  he  had  been  some- 
what over-hasty  with  regard  to  the  pug. 

Mrs.  Grivois,  who  was  in  a  great  hurry  to  leave  that  quar- 
ter of  the  town,  seated  herself  with  precipitation  in  the  car- 
riage ;  the  coachman  closed  the  door,  and  mounted  his  box ; 
and  then  the  coach  started  at  a  rapid  rate,  whilst  Mrs. 
Grivois  prudently  let  down  the  blinds,  for  fear  of  meeting 
Dagobert  by  the  way. 

Having  taken  these  indispensable  precautions,  she  was 
able  to  turn  her  attention  to  her  pet,  whom  she  loved  with 
all  that  deep,  exaggerated  affection,  which  people  of  a  bad 
disposition  sometimes  entertain  for  animals,  as  if  they  con- 
centrated and  lavished  upon  them  all  those  feelings  in  which 
they  are  deficient  with  regard  to  their  fellow-creatures.  In 
a    word,    Mrs.    Grivois    was    passionately    attached    to    this 
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peevish,  cowardly,  spiteful  dog,  partly  perhaps  from  a  secret 
sympathy  with  his  vices.  This  attachment  had  lasted  for 
six  years,  and  only  seemed  to  increase  as  My  Lord  advanced 
in  age. 

We  have  laid  some  stress  on  this  apparently  puerile  detail, 
because  the  most  trifling  causes  have  often  disastrous  effects, 
and  because  we  wish  the  reader  to  understand  what  must 
have  been  the  despair,  fury,  and  exasperation  of  this  woman, 
when  she  discovered  the  death  of  her  dog — a  despair,  a  fury, 
and  an  exasperation,  of  which  the  orphans  might  yet  feel 
the  cruel  consequences. 

The  hackney-coach  had  proceeded  rapidly  for  some 
seconds,  when  Mrs.  Grivois,  who  was  seated  with  her  back 
to  the  horses,  called  My  Lord.  The  dog  had  very  good 
reasons  for  not  replying. 

"Well,  you  sulky  beauty!"  said  Mrs.  Grivois,  soothingly; 
"you  have  taken  offence,  have  you?  It  was  not  my  fault 
if  that  great  ugly  dog  came  into  the  coach,  was  it,  young 
ladies  ?  Come  and  kiss  your  mistress,  and  let  us  make  peace, 
old  obstinate !" 

The  same  obstinate  silence  continued  on  the  part  of  the 
canine  noble.  Rose  and  Blanche  began  to  look  anxiously  at 
each  other,  for  they  knew  that  Spoil-sport  was  somewhat 
rough  in  his  ways,  though  they  were  far  from  suspecting 
what  had  really  happened.  But  Mrs.  Grivois,  rather  sur- 
prised than  uneasy  at  her  pug-dog's  insensibility  to  her 
affectionate  appeals,  and  believing  him  to  be  sullenly  crouch- 
ing beneath  the  seat,  stooped  down  to  take  him  up,  and 
feeling  one  of  his  paws,  drew  it  impatiently  towards  her, 
whilst  she  said  to  him  in  a  half-jesting,  half-angry  tone: 
"Come,  naughty  fellow !  you  will  give  a  pretty  notion  of  your 
temper  to  these  young  ladie-.'" 

So  saying,  she  took  up  the  dog,  much  astonished  at  his 
unresisting  torpor ;  but  what  was  her  fright,  when,  having 
placed  him  upon  her  lap,  she  saw  that  he  was  quite  motion- 
less. 

"An  apoplexy !"  cried  she.  "The  dear  creature  ate  to<> 
much — I  was  always  afraid  of  it." 

Turning  round  hastily,  she  exclaimed:  "Stop,  coachman! 
stop!"  without  reflecting  that  the  coachman  could  not  hear 
her.  Then  raising  the  cur's  head,  still  thinking  that  he  was 
only  in  a  fit,   she  perceived   with   horror   the   bloody   holes 
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imprinted  by  five  or  six  sharp  fangs,  which  left  no  doubt 
of  the  cause  of  his  deplorable  end. 

Her  first  impulse  was  one  of  grief  and  despair.  ''Dead !" 
she  exclaimed;  "dead!  and  already  cold!  Oh,  goodness!" — ■ 
And  this  woman  burst  into  tears. 

The  tears  of  the  wicked  are  ominous.  For  a  bad  man  to 
weep,  he  must  have  suffered  much ;  and,  with  him,  the 
reaction  of  suffering,  instead  of  softening  the  soul,  inflames 
it  to  a  dangerous  anger. 

Thus,  after  yielding  to  that  first  painful  emotion,  the 
mistress  of  My  Lord  felt  herself  transported  with  rage  and 
hate — yes,  hate — violent  hate  for  the  young  girls,  who  had 
been  the  involuntary  cause  of  the  dog's  death.  Her  counte- 
nance so  plainly  betrayed  her  resentment,  that  Blanche  and 
Rose  were  frightened  at  the  expression  of  her  face,  which 
had  now  grown  purple  with  fury,  as  with  agitated  voice 
and  wrathful  glance  she  exclaimed:  "It  was  your  dog  that 
killed  him !" 

"Oh,  madame !"  said  Rose ;  "we  had  nothing  to  do  with  it." 

"It  was  your  dog  that  bit  Spoil-sport  first,"  added  Blanche, 
in  a  plaintive  voice. 

The  look  of  terror  impressed  on  the  features  of  the 
orphans  recalled  Mrs.  Grivois  to  herself.  She  saw  the  fatal 
consequences  that  might  arise  from  yielding  imprudently 
to  her  anger.  For  the  very  sake  of  vengeance,  she  had  to 
restrain  herself,  in  order  not  to  awaken  suspicion  in  the 
minds  of  Marshal  Simon's  daughters.  But  not  to  appear 
to  recover  too  soon  from  her  first  impression,  she  continued 
for  some  minutes  to  cast  irritated  glances  at  the  young  girls ; 
then,  little  by  little,  her  anger  seemed  to  give  way  to  violent 
grief ;  she  covered  her  face  with  her  hands,  heaved  a  long 
sigh,  and  appeared  to  weep  bitterly. 

"Poor  lady !"  whispered  Rose  to  Blanche.  "How  she 
weeps ! — No  doubt,  she  loved  her  dog  as  much  as  we  love 
Spoil-sport." 

"Alas !  yes,"  replied  Blanche.  "We  also  wept  when  our 
old  Jovial  was  killed." 

After  a  few  minutes,  Mrs.  Grivois  raised  her  head,  dried 
her  eyes  definitively,  and  said  in  a  gentle,  and  almost  affec- 
tionate voice :  "Forgive  me,  young  ladies  !  I  was  unable  to  , 
repress  the  first  movement  of  irritation,  or  rather  of  deep 
sorrow — for  I  was  tenderly  attached  to  this  poor  dog — he 
has  never  left  me  for  six  years." 
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"We  are  very  sorry  for  this  misfortune,  madame," 
resumed  Rose ;  "and  we  regret  it  the  more,  that  it  seems 
to  be  irreparable.'' 

"I  was  just  saying  to  my  sister,  that  we  can  the  better 
fancy  your  grief,  as  we  have  had  to  mourn  the  death  of  our 
old  horse,  that  carried  us  all  the  way  from  Siberia." 

"Well,  my  dear  young  ladies,  let  us  think  no  more  about 
it.  It  was  my  fault;  I  should  not  have  brought  him  with 
me ;  but  he  was  always  so  miserable,  whenever  I  left  him. 
You  will  make  allowance  for  my  weakness.  A  good  heart 
feels  for  animals  as  well  as  people;  so  I  must  trust  to  your 
sensibility  to  excuse  my  hastiness." 

"Do  not  think  of  it,  madame;  it  is  only  your  grief  that 
afflicts  us." 

"I  shall  get  over  it,  my  dear  young  ladies — I  shall  get  over 
it.  The  joy  of  the  meeting  between  you  and  your  relation  will 
help  to  console  me.  She  will  be  so  happy.  You  are  so 
charming !  and  then  the  singular  circumstance  of  your  exact 
likeness  to  each  other  adds  to  the  interest  you  inspire." 

"You  are  too  kind  to  us,  madame." 

"Oh,  no — I  am  sure  you  resemble  each  other  as  much  ir, 
disposition  as  in  face." 

"That  is  quite  natural,  madame,"  said  Rose,  "for  since 
our  birth  we  have  never  left  each  other  a  minute,  whether 
by  night  or  day.  It  would  be  strange,  if  we  were  not  like  in 
character." 

"Really,  my  dear  young  ladies!  you  have  never  left  each 
other  a  minute?" 

"Never,  madame."  The  sisters  joined  hands  with  an 
expressive  smile. 

"Then,  how  unhappy  you  would  be,  and  how  much  to  be 
pitied,  if  ever  you  were  separated." 

"Oh,  madame !  it  is  impossible,"  said  Blanche,  smiling. 

"How  impossible?" 

"Who  would  have  the  heart  to  separate  us?" 

"No  doubt,  my  dear  young  ladies,  it  would  be  very  cruel." 

"Oh,  madame."  resumed  Blanche,  "even  very  wicked 
people  would  not  think  of  separating  us." 

"So  much  the  better,  my  dear  young  ladies — pray,  why?" 

"Because  it  would  cause  us  too  much  grief." 

"Because  it  would  kill  us." 

"Poor  little  dears!" 

'Three  months  ago,  we  were  shut  up  in  prison.     Well, 
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when  the  governor  of  the  prison  saw  us,  though  he  looked 
a  very  stern  man,  he  could  not  help  saying:  "It  would 
be  killing  these  children  to  separate  them";  and  so  we 
remained  together,  and  were  as  happy  as  one  can  be  in 
prison." 

"It  shows  your  excellent  heart,  and  also  that  of  the  persons 
who  knew  how  to  appreciate  it." 

The  carriage  stopped,  and  they  heard  the  coachman  call 
out    "Any  one  at  the  gate  there :" 

"Oh!  here  we  are  at  your  relation's,"  said  Mrs.  Grivois. 
Two  wings  of  a  gate  flew  open,  and  the  carriage  rolled  over 
the  gravel  of  a  court-yard. 

Mrs.  Grivois  having  drawn  up  one  of  the  blinds,  they 
found  themselves  in  a  vast  court,  across  the  centre  of  which 
ran  a  high  wall,  with  a  kind  of  porch  upon  columns,  under 
which  was  a  little  door.  Behind  this  wall,  they  could  see 
the  upper  part  of  a  very  large  building  in  freestone.  Com- 
pared with  the  house  in  the  Rue  Brise-Miche,  this  building 
appeared  a  palace ;  so  Blanche  said  to  Mrs.  Grivois,  with  an 
expression  of  artless  admiration :  "Dear  me,  madame,  what 
a  fine  residence!"  ,  . 

"That  is  nothing,"  replied  Madame  Grivois;  wait  till 
you  see  the  interior,  which  is  much  finer." 

When  the  coachman  opened  the  door  of  the  carriage, 
what  was  the  rage  of  Mrs.  Grivois,  and  the  surprise  of  the 
girls,  to  see  Spoil-sport,  who  had  been  clever  enough  to 
follow  the  coach.  Pricking  up  his  ears,  and  wagging  his  tail, 
he  seemed  to  have  forgotten  his  late  offences,  and  to  expect 
to  be  praised  for  his  intelligent  fidelity. 

"What!"  cried  Mrs.  Grivois,  whose  sorrows  were  renewed 
at  the  sight;  "has  that  abominable  dog  followed  the  coach?" 
"A  famous  dog,  mum,"  answered  the  coachman  "he  never 
once  left  the  heels  of  my  horses  He  must  have  been  trained 
to  it.  He's  a  powerful  beast,  and  two  men  couldn't  scare 
him.    Look  at  the  throat  of  him  now !" 

The  mistress  of  the  deceased  pug,  enraged  at  the  some- 
what unseasonable  praises  bestowed  upon  the  Siberian,  said 
to  the  orphans,  "I  will  announce  your  arrival,  wait  for  me 
an  instant  in  the  coach." 

So  saying,  she  went  with  a  rapid  step  towards  the  porcn, 
and  rang  the  bell.  A  woman,  clad  in  a  monastic  garb, 
upoeared'at  the  door,  and  bowed  respectfully  to  Mrs.  Grivois, 
who  addressed  her  in  these  few  words,   "I   have  brought 
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you  the  two  young  -iris ;  the  orders  of  Abbe  d'Aigrigny  and 
the  princess  are,  that  they  be  instantly  separated,  and'  kept 
apart  in  solitary  cells— you  understand,  sister— and  sub- 
jected to  the  rule  for  vmpenitents." 

"I  will  go  and  inform  the  superior,  and  it  will  be  done," 
said  the  portress,  with  another  bend. 

"Now,  will  you  come,  my  dear  young  ladies?"  resumed 
Mrs.  Grivois,  addressing  the  two  girls,  who  had  secretly 
bestowed  a  few  caresses  upon  Spoil-sport,  so  deeply  were 
they  touched  by  his  instinctive  attachment ;  "you  will  be  intro- 
duced to  your  relation,  and  I  will  return  and  fetch  you  in 
half  an  hour.    Coachman  keep  that  dog  back." 

Rose  and  Blanche,  in  getting  out  of  the  coach,  were  so 
much  occupied  with  Spoil-sport,  that  they  did  not  perceive 
the  portress,  who  was  half  hidden  behind  the  little  door. 
Neither  did  they  remark,  that  the  person  who  was  to  intro- 
duce them  was  dressed  as  a  nun,  till,  taking  them  by  the 
hand,  she  had  led  them  across  the  threshold,  when  the  door 
was  immediately  closed  behind  them. 

As  soon  as  Mrs.  Grivois  had  seen  the  orphans  safe  into  the 
convent,  she  told  the  coachman  to  leave  the  court-yard,  and 
wait  for  her  at  the  outer-gate.  The  coachman  obeved  ;  but 
Spoil-sport,  who  had  seen  Rose  and  Blanche  enter  by  the 
little  door,  ran  to  it.  and  remained  there. 

Mrs.  Grivois  then  called  the  porter  of  the  main  entrance, 
a  tall,  vigorous  fellow  and  said  to  him :  "Here  are  ten  francs 
lor  you,  Nicholas,  if  you  will  beat  out  the  brains  of  that 
great  dog,  who  is  crouching  under  the  porch." 

Nicholas  shook  hiS  head,  as  he  observed  Spoil-sport's  size 
and  strength.  "Devil  take  me,  madame!"  said  he;  "  'tis  not 
50  easy  to  tackle  a  dog  of  that  build." 

"I  will  give  you  twenty  fanes;  only  kill  him  before  me." 
One   ought   to  have  a  gun,   and    I    have   only   an   iron 
Jammer. 

^That  will  do;  you  can  knock  him  down  at  a  blow." 

"Well,  madame— I  will  try— but  I  have  my  doubts."  And 
Nicholas  went  to  fetch  his  mallet. 

"Oh!  if  I  had  the  strength!"  said  Mrs.  Grivois. 

The  porter  returned  with  his  weapon,  and  advanced  slowlv 
nd  treacherously  towards  Spoil-sport,  who  was  still  crouch- 
ig  beneath  the  porch.  "Here,  old  fellow!  here,  mv  good 
og!"  said  Nicholas,  striking  his  left  hand  on  his  thigh,  and 
'eping  his  right  behind  him,  with  the  crowbar  -rasped  in  it 
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Spoil-sport  rose,  examined  Nicholas  attentively,  and  no 
doubt  perceiving  by  his  manner  that  the  porter  meditated 
some  evil  design,  bounded  away  from  him,  outflanked  the 
enemy,  saw  clearly  what  was  intended,  and  kept  himself  at 
a  respectful  distance. 

"He  smells  a  rat,"  said  Nicholas;  'the  rascals  on  his 
guard     He  will  not  let  me  come  near  him.    It's  no  go." 

"You  are  an  awkward  fellow,"  said  Mrs.  Gnvoi^  in  a 
passion,  as  she  threw  a  five-franc  piece  to  Nicholas :  "at  all 
events,  drive  him  away."  „ 

"That  will  be  easier  than  to  kill  him,  madame,  said  the 
porter.  Indeed,  finding  himself  pursued,  and  conscious 
probably  that  it  would  be  useless  to  attempt  an  open  resist- 
ance, Spoil-sport  fled  from  the  court-yard  into  the  street; 
but  once  there,  he  felt  himself,  as  it  were,  upon  neutral 
around,  and  nothwithstanding  all  the  threats  of  Nicholas, 
refused  to  withdraw  an  inch  further  than  just  sufficient  to 
keep  out  of  reach  of  the  sledge-hammer.  So  that  when 
Mrs.  Grivois,  pale  with  rage,  again  stepped  into  her  hackney- 
coach,  in  which  were  My  Lord's  lifeless  remains,  she  saw 
with  the  utmost  vexation  that  Spoil-sport  was  lying  at  a  few 
steps  from  the  gate,  which  Nicholas  had  just  closed,  having 
given  up  the  chase  in  despair. 

'  The  Siberian  dog,  sure  of  finding  his  way  back  to  the 
Rue  Brise-Miche,  had  determined,  with  the  sagacity  peculiar 
to  his  race,  to  wait  for  the  orphans  on  the  spot  where  he 

then  was.  .  , 

Thus  were  the  two  sisters  confined  in  St.  Mary  s  Convent, 
which,  as  we  have  already  said,  was  next  door  to  the  lunatic 
asylum  in  which  Adrienne  de  Cardoville  was  immured. 
*  *  *  *  *  *  * 

We  now  conduct  the  reader  to  the  dwelling  of  Dagobert's 
wife  who  was  waiting  with  dreadful  anxiety  for  the  return 
of  her  husband,  knowing  that  he  would  call  her  to  account 
for  the  disappearance  of  Marshal  Simon's  daughters. 

CHAPTER  LII. 

THE  INFLUENCE  OF  A   CONFESSOR. 

Hardly  had  the  orphans  quitted  Dagobert's  wife,_  when 
the  poor  woman,  kneeling  down,  began  to  pray  with  fervor. 
Her  tears,  long  restrained,  now  flowed  abundantly :  notwitn- 
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standing  her  sincere  conviction  that  she  had  performed  a 
religious  duty  in  delivering  up  the  girl's  she  waited  with 
extreme  fear  her  husband's  return.  Though  blinded  by  her 
pious  zeal,  she  could  not  hide  from  herself,  that  Dagobert 
would  have  good  reason  to  be  angry;  and  then  this  poor 
mother  had  also,  under  these  untoward  circumstances,  to 
tell  him  of  Agricola's  arrest. 

Every  noise  upon  the  stairs  made  Frances  start  with 
trembling  anxiety ;  after  which,  she  would  resume  her  fervent 
prayers,  supplicating  strength  to  support  this  new  and 
arduous  trial.  At  length,  she  heard  a  step  upon  the  landing- 
place  below,  and.  feeling  sure  this  time  that  it  was  Dagobert. 
she  hastily  seated  herself,  dried  her  tears,  and  taking  a  sack 
of  coarse  cloth  upon  her  lap,  appeared  to  be  occupied  with 
Bewing— though  her  aged  hands  trembled  so  much,  that  she 
could  hardly  hold  the  needle. 

iter    some    minutes    the    door    opened,    and    Dagobert 

appeared.     The  soldier's  rough  countenance  was  stern  and 

Bad;  as  he  entered,  he  flung  his  hat  violently  upon  the  table, 
so  full  of  painful  thought,  that  he  did  not  at  first  perceive 

the  absence  of  the  orphans. 

Poor  girl !"  cried  he.     "It  is  really  terrible!" 
'Didst  see  Mother  Bunch?  didst  claim  her?"  said  Frances 

hastily,  forgetting  for  a  moment  her  own  fears. 

•"Yes,  I  have  seen  her— but  in  what  a  state!— 'twas  enough 

to  break  one's  heart.     I  claimed  her,  and  pretty  loud  too,  I 

can  tell  you ;  but  they  said  to  me,  that  the  commissary  must 

first  come  to  our  place  in  order "  here  Dagobert  paused. 

threw  a  glance  of  surprise  round  the  room,  and  exclaimed 

abruptly:     "Where  are  the  children?" 

Frances    felt  herself   seized   with   an   icy  shudder.     "My 

dear."  she  began  in  a  feeble  voice— but  she  was  unable  to 

continue. 

"Where  are  Rose  and  Blanche!    Answer  me  then!    And 
Spoil-sport,  who  is  not  here  either!" 
1  i  not  be  angry." 

"Come,"  said  Dagobert.  abruptlv.  "I  see  you  have  let 
them  go  out  with  a  neighbor— whv  not  have  accompanied 
them  yourself,  or  let  them  wait  for  me,  if  thev  wished  to 
:ake  a  walk;  which  is  natural  enough,  this  room  being  so 
3ull.  But  I  am  astonished  that  thev  should  have  gone  out 
*fore  they  had  news  of  good  Mother  Bunch— they  have 
uch  kind  hearts.    But  how  pale  vou  are  ?"  added  the  soldier 
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looking  nearer  at  Frances;  "what  is  the  matter,  my  poor 

wife?    Are  you  ill?" 

Dagobert  took  Frances's  hand  affectionately  in  his  own: 
but  the  latter,  painfully  agitated  by  these  words,  pronounced 
with  touching  goodness,  bowed  her  head  and  wept  as  she 
kissed  her  husband's  hand.  The  soldier,  growing  more  and 
more  uneasy  as  he  felt  the  scalding  tears  of  his  wife, 
exclaimed:  "You  weep,  you  do  not  answer—tell  me,  then, 
the  cause  of  your  grief,  poor  wife!  Is  it  because  I  spoke 
a  little  loud,  in  asking  you  how  you  could  let  the  dear  children 
go  out  with  a  neighbor?  Remember  their  dying  mother 
entrusted  them  to  my  care— 'tis  sacred,  you  see— and  with 
them,  I  am  like  an  old  hen  after  her  chickens,"  added  he, 
laughing  to  enliven  Frances. 

"Yes,  you  are  right  in  loving  them !" 
"Come,  then — be  calm — you  know  me  of  old.  With  my 
great,  hoarse  voice,  I  am  not  so  bad  a  fellow  at  bottom.  As 
you  can  trust  to  this  neighbor,  there  is  no  great  harm  done ; 
but,  in  future,  my  good  Frances,  do  not  take  any  step  with 
regard  to  the  children  without  consulting  me.  They  asked, 
I  suppose,  to  go  out  for  a  little  stroll  with  Spoil-sport?" 

"No,  my  dear 1 " 

"No '  Who  is  this  neighbor,  to  whom  you  have  entrusted 
them?  Where  has  she  taken  them?  What  time  will  she 
bring  them  back?"  , 

"I  do  not  know,"  murmured  Frances,  in  a  failing  voice. 
"You  do  not  know!"  cried  Dagobert,  with  indignation; 
but  restraining  himself,  he  added,  in  a  tone  of  friendly 
reproach:  "You  do  not  know?  You  cannot  even  fix  an 
hour,  or,  better  still,  not  entrust  them  to  any  one?  The 
children  must  have  been  very  anxious  to  go  out.  They  knew 
that  I  should  return  at  any  moment,  so  why  not  wait  for 
me— eh,  Frances?  I  ask  you,  why  did  they  not  wait  for  me? 
Answer  me.  will  you! — Zounds!  you  would  make  a  saint 
swear!"   cried   Dagobert,   stamping   his    foot;    "answer   me, 

I  sav!"  „ 

The  courage  of  Frances  was  fast  failing.  These  pressing 
and  reiterated  questions,  which  might  end  by  the  discove 
of  the  truth,  made  her  endure  a  thousand  slow  and  poignant 
tortures.  She  preferred  coming  at  once  to  the  point,  and 
determined  to  bear  the  full  weight  of  her  husband'?  anger, 
like  a  humble  and  resigned  victim,  obstinately  faithful  to 
the  promise  she  had  sworn  to  her  confessor. 
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Not  having  the  strength   to   rise,   she   bowed   her   h, 
allowed  her  arms  to  fall  on  either  side  of  the  chair,  and  said 
to  her  husband  in  a  tone  of  the  deepest  despondency     "Do 
with  me  what  you  will-hut  do  not  ask  what  is  become  of 
the  children — I  cannot  answer  you." 

If  a  thunderbolt  had  fallen  at  the  feet  of  the  sold-er  he 
would  not  have  been  more  violently,  more  deeply  moved 
he  became  deadly  pale :  his  bald  forehead  was  covered  with 
H  sweat;  with  hxed  and  staring  look,  he  remained  for 
some  moments  motionless,  mute,  and  petrified.  Then  a,  if 
roused  with  a  start  from  this  momentary  torpor,  and  filled 

hi  I,  A  terrthC  Trg?'  he  Seized  his  wife  hy  the  shoulders, 
htted  her  like  a  feather,  placed  her  on  her  feet  before  him 

and.  leaning  oyer  her.  exclaimed  in  a  tone  of  mingled  furv 
and  despair:    "The  children  !"  y 

"Mercy!  mercy!"  gasped  Frances,  in  a  faint  voice, 
w  J\        arC  ^children?"  repeated  Dagobert,  as  he  shook 
With  his  powerful   hands  that  poor   frail   body,   and  added 
m.a,VnCe  °f  thunder:    "Will  you  answer?  the  children'" 

Kill  me.  or  forgive  me,  I  cannot  answer  vou,"  replied 
the  unhappy  woman,  with  that  inflexible,  yet  mild  obstinacy 
oT^ng  riT    CharaCterS'  Uhen  they  act  from  convictions 
L    r)  r?ch!','  Cried  the  soIdl'er:  wild  with  rage,  grief  despair 

Soor    Ch  ^PHh,S  Wlfe  ^  if  hC  %V°Uld  haVC  das1led  her  4SS 
noor— but  he  was  too  brave  a  man  to  commit  such  cowardly 

letUeher'go     '  ^  **  *"*  °f  involuntary  fury    he 

<  -verpowered    Frances  sank  upon  her  knees,  clasped  her 

hands,  and,  by  the  faint  motion  of  her  lips,  it  was  clear  that 

^UlZSJTTnfu    D£g°bert  had  then  a  moment  of  stunning 
Rainess ;  his  thoughts  wandered ;  what  had  just  happened 

was  so  sudden,  so  incomprehensible  that  it  required  some 

minutes  to  convince  himself  that  his  wife    (that  angel   of 

godness,   whose  life  had  been  one  course  of   hero.c  self- 

lection,   a*d   who   knew   what   the   daughters   of    Marshal 

^Y'^  t°  hmi)  Sh°uld  **  t0  him:    "Do  ^t  ask  me 
ibout  them— I  cannot  answer  you  " 

The  firmest,  the  strongest  mind  would  have  been  shaken 

loyer^     hP       ^U^u      BUt'  U'hen  the  S°ldier  "  a  httle 
ecovered  himself,  he  began  to  look  coollv  at  the  circum- 

anees.  and  reasoned  thus  sensibly  with  himself :     "My  wife 

•lone  can   explain   to  me  this   inconceivable  mystery— I   do 
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not  mean  either  to  beat  or  kill  her-let  us  try  every  possible 
method,  therefore,  to  induce  her  to  speak,  and  above  all,  let 
me  try  to  control  myself."  ... 

He  took  a  chair,  handed  another  to  his  wife,  who  was  still 
on  her  knees,  and  said  to  her:  "Sit  down."  With  an  air 
of  the  utmost  dejection,  Frances  obeyed.     . 

"Listen  to  me,  wife,"  resumed  Dagobert  in  a  broken  voice, 
interrupted  by  involuntary  starts,  which  betrayed  the  boiling 
impatience  he  could  hardly  restrain.     "Understand  me— this 
cannot  pass  over  in  this  manner— you  know.     I  will  never 
use  violence  towards  you— just  now,  I  gave  way  to  a  hrst 
moment  of  hastiness— I  am  sorry  for  it.     Be  sure    I  shall 
not   do   so  again :   but,   after   all,   I   must  know   what   has 
become  of  these  children.     Their  mother  entrusted  them  to 
my  care,  and  I  did  not  bring  them  all  the  way  from  Siberia, 
for  you  to  say  to  me:     'Do  not  ask  me— I  cannot  tell  you 
what  I  have  done  with  them.'     There  is  no  reason  m  that. 
Suppose   Marshal   Simon  were  to  arrive,  and   say  tome: 
:Dagobert,  my  children?'  what  answer  am  I  to  give  him t 
See^  I  am  calm— judge  for  yourself— I  am  calm— but  just 
put  yourself  in  my  place,  and  tell  me— what  answer  am  1  to 
give   to   the   marshal?     Well— what   say   you!      Will   you 
speak!" 

"Alas!  my  dear "  .         .  .      ... 

"It  is  of  no  use  crying  alas!"  said  the  soldier  wiping  his 
forehead,  on  which  the  veins  were  swollen  as  if  they  would 
burst ;  "what  am  I  to  answer  to  the  marshal  ? 

"Accuse  me  to  him— I  will  bear  it  all— I  will  say 
"What  will  you  say?"  .  j 

"That,  on  going  out,  you  entrusted  the  two  girls  to  me 
and  that  not  finding  them  on  return  you  asked  be  about 
them— and  that  my  answer  was,  that  I  could  not  tell  you 

what  had  become  of  them."  

"And  vou  think  the  marshal  will  be  satisfied  with  such 
reasons?"   cried   Dagobert,   clinching   his   fists   convulsively 

upon  his  knees.  ,  .        _     _. 

"Unfortunately,  I  can  give  no  other-wither  to  him  or  yol 
__no— not  if  I  were  to  die  for  it."  < 

Daeobert  bounded  from  his  chair  at  this  answer,  whic 
was    given    with   hopeless    resignation       His    patience   wa. 
exhausted;  but  determined  not  to  yield  to  new  bursts  a 
anger,  or  to  spend  his  breath  in  useless  menaces,  he  abruptl. 
opened  one  of  the  windows,  and  exposed  his  burning  fore 
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head  to  the  cool  air.  A  little  calmer,  he  walked  up  and  down 
for  a  few  moments,  and  then  returned  to  seat  himself  beside 
his  wife.  She.  with  her  eyes  bathed  in  tears,  fixed  her  gaze 
upon  the  crucifix,  thinking  that  she  also  had  to  bear  a  heavy 

cross. 

Dagobert  resumed :  "By  the  manner  in  which  vou  speak, 
I  see  that  no  accident  has  happened,  which  might  endanger 
the  health  of  the  children.*' 

"No,  oh  no!  thank  God,  they  are  quite  well— that  is  all 
I  can  say  to  you."' 

"Did  they  go  out  alone?" 

"I  cannot  answer  you." 

"Has  any  one  taken  them  awav?" 

"Alas,  my  dear!  why  ask  me  these  questions?  I  cannot 
answer  you." 

"Will  they  come  back  here?" 

"I  do  not  know." 

Dagobert  started  up  ;  his  patience  was  once  more  exhausted. 
But,  after  taking  a  few  turns  in  the  room,  he  again  seated 
himself  as  before. 

"After  all."  said  he  to  his  wife,  "vou  have  no  interest  to 
conceal  from  me  what  is  become  of  the  children.  YYhv 
refuse  to  let  me  know  ?" 

"I  cannot  do  otherwise." 

"I  think  you  will  change  your  opinion,  when  you  know 
something  that  I  am  now  forced  to  tell  you.  Listen  to  me 
well!"  added  Dagobert,  in  an  agitated  voice;  "if  these  chil- 
dren are  not  restored  to  me  before  the  13th  of  February — a 
day  close  at  hand— I  am  in  the  position  of  a  man  that  would 
rob  the  daughters  of  Marshal  Simon — rob  them,  d'ye  under- 
stand r"  said  the  soldier,  becoming  more  and  more'  agitated. 
Then,  with  an  accent  of  despair  which  pierced  Frances's 
heart,  he  continued:  "And  yet  I  have  done  all  that  an 
honest  man  could  do  for  those  ooor  children — you  cannot 
tell  what  I  have  had  to  sufrer  on  the  road — my  cares,  my 
anxieties — I.  a  soldier,  with  the  charge  of  two  girls.  It  was 
only  by  strength  of  heart,  by  devotion,  that  I  could 
through  with  it— and  when,  for  my  reward.  I  hoped  to  be 

able  to  say  to  their  father:     'Here' are  your  children! ' 

The  soldier  paused.    To  the  violence  of  hi's  first  emotions  had 
succeeded  a  mournful  tenderness:  he  wept. 

ht  of  the  tears  rolling  slowly  down  Dagofo  ray 

moustache.  Frances  felt  for  a  moment  her  resolution  give 
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way ;  but,  recalling  the  oath  which  she  had  made  to  her  con- 
fessor, and  reflecting  that  the  eternal  salvation  of  the  orphans 
was  at  stake,  she  reproached  herself  inwardly  with  this  evil 
temptation,  which  would  no  doubt  be  severely  blamed  by 
Abbe  Dubois.  She  answered,  therefore,  in  a  trembling  voice : 
"How  can  they  accuse  you  of  robbing  these  children?" 

"Know,"  resumed  Dagobert,  drawing  his  hand  across  his 
eyes,  "that  if  these  young  girls  have  braved  so  many  dangers, 
to  come  hither,  all  the  way  from  Siberia,  it  is  that  great 
interests  are  concerned — perhaps  an  immense  fortune — and 
that,  if  they  are  not  present  on  the  13th  February — here,  in 
Paris,  Rue  Saint  Francois— all  will  be  lost— and  through  my 
fault — for  I  am  responsible  for  your  actions." 

"The  13th  February?  Rue  Saint  Francois?"  cried 
Frances,  looking  at  her  husband  with  surprise.  "Like 
Gabriel !" 

"What  do  you  say  about  Gabriel?" 

"When  I  took  him  in  (poor  deserted  child!),  he  wore  a 
bronze  medal  about  his  neck." 

"A  bronze  medal!"  cried  the  soldier,  struck  with  amaze- 
ment; "a  bronze  medal  with  these  words,  'At  Paris  you 
will  be,  the  13th  of  February,  1832,  Rue  Saint  Francois? 

"Yes — how  do  you  know?" 

"Gabriel  too!"  said  the  soldier  speaking  to  himself.  Then 
he  added  hastily:  "Does  Gabriel  know  that  this  medal 
was  found  upon  him  ?"  : 

"I  spoke  to  him  of  it  at  some  time.  He  had  also  about 
him  a  portfolio,  filled  with  papers  in  a  foreign  tongue.  I 
gave  them  to  Abbe  Dubois,  my  confessor,  to  look  over.  He 
told  me  afterwards,  that  they  were  of  little  consequence; 
and  at  a  later  period,  when  a  charitable  person  named  M. 
Rodin,  undertook  the  education  of  Gabriel,  and  to  get  him 
into  the  seminarv,  Abbe  Dubois  handed  both  papers  and 
medal  to  him.    Since  then,  I  have  heard  nothing  of  them. 

When  Frances  spoke  of  her  confessor,  a  sudden  light 
flashed  across  the  mind  of  the  soldier,  though  he  was  far 
from  suspecting  the  machinations  which  had  so  long  been  at 
work  with  regard  to  Gabriel  and  the  orphans.  But  he  had 
a  vague  feeling  that  his  wife  was  acting  in  obedience  to  some 
secret  influence  of  the  confessional— an  influence  of  which  he 
could  not  understand  the  aim  or  object,  but  which  explained, 
in  part  at  least,  Frances's  inconceivable  obstinacy  with  regard 
to  the  disappearance  of  the  orphans. 
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After  a  moment's  reflection,  he  rose,  and  said  sternly  to 
his  wife,  looking  fixedly  at  her:  "There  is  a  priest  at  the 
bottom  of  all  this." 

"What  do  y.»n  mean,  my  dear?" 

"Yon  have  no  interest  to  conceal  these  children.  You  are 
one  of  the  beat  of  women.  You  see  that  I  suffer;  if  you 
only  were  concerned,  you  would  have  pity  upon  me." 

"My  dear " 

"I  tell  you.  all  this  smacks  of  the  confessional,"  resumed 
I '.-Robert.  "You  would  sacrifice  me  and  these  children  to 
your  confessor;  but  take  care— I  shall  find  out  where  he 
lives— and  a  thousand  thunders!  I  will  go  and  ask  him  who 
aster  in  my  house,  he  or  I— and  if  he  does  not  answer," 
added  the  soldier,  with  a  threatening  expression  of  counte- 
nance, "I  shall  know  how  to  make  him  speak." 

'"Gracious  heaven!"  cried  Frances,  clasping  her  hands  in 
horror  at  these  sacrilegious  words;  "remember  he  is  a 
priest .'" 

"A  priest,  who  causes  discord,  treachery,  and  misfortune 
in  my  house,  is  as  much  of  a  wretch  as  any  other,  whom  I 
have  a  right  to  call  to  account  for  the  evil  he  does  to  me 
and  mine.  Therefore,  tell  me  immediatelv  where  are  the 
children— or  else,  I  give  you  fair  warning,  I  will  go  and 
demand  them  of  the  confessor.  Some  crime  is  here  hatch- 
ing, of  which  you  are  an  accomplice  without  knowing  it, 
Unhappy  woman!  Well,  I  prefer  having  to  do  with  another 
than  you." 

"My  dear,"  said  Frances,  in  a  mild,  firm  voice,  "you  can- 
not think  to  impose  by  violence  on  a  venerable  man,  who  for 
twenty  years  has  had  the  care  of  my  soul.  His  age  alone 
should  be  respected." 

"No  age  shall  prevent  me!" 

"Heavens  !  where  are  you  going  ?    You  alarm  me  !" 

"I  am  going  to  your  church.     They  must  know  you  there 
-I  will  a>k  for  your  confessor — and  we  shall  see!" 

"I  entreat  you,  my  dear,"  cried  Frances,  throwing  herself 
n  a  fright  before  Dagobert,  who  was  hastening  towards 
he  door:  "only  think,  to  what  vou  will  expose  yourself! 
ieavens!  insult  a  priest  ?  Why.  it  is  one  of  the  reserved 
ases !" 

These  last  words,  which  appeared  most  alarming  to  the 
implicit)-  of  Dagobert's  wife,  did  not  make  anv  impression 
pon  the  soldier.     He  disengaged  himself  from  her  grasp, 
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and  was  going  to  rush  out  bareheaded,  so  high  was  his 
exasperation,  when  the  door  opened,  and  the  commissary  of 
police  entered,  followed  by  Mother  Bunch  and  a  policeman, 
carrying  the  bundle  which  he  had  taken  from  the  young 
girl. 

"The  commissary !"  cried  Dagobert,  who  recognized  him 
by  his  official  scarf.  "Ah !  so  much  the  better — he  could 
not  have  come  at  a  fitter  moment." 


CHAPTER  LIII. 

THE       EXAMINATION. 

"Mistress  Frances  Baudoin  ?"  asked  the  magistrate. 

"Yes,  sir — it  is  I,"  said  Frances.  Then,  perceiving  the 
pale  and  trembling  sewing-girl,  who  did  not  dare  to  come 
forward,  she  stretched  out  her  arms  to  her.  "Oh,  my  poor 
child !"  she  exclaimed,  bursting  into  tears ;  "forgive — for- 
give us — since  it  is  for  our  sake  you  have  suffered  this 
humiliation !" 

When  Dagobert's  wife  had  tenderly  embraced  the  young 
sempstress,  the  latter,  turning  towards  the  commissary,  said 
to  him  with  an  expression  of  sad  and  touching  dignity: 
'You  see,  sir,  that  I  am  not  a  thief." 

"Madame,"  said  the  magistrate,  addressing  Frances,  "am 
I  to  understand  that  the  silver  mug,  the  shawl,  the  sheets 
contained  in  this  bundle " 

"Belong  to  me,  sir.  It  was  to  render  me  a  service  that 
this  dear  girl,  who  is  the  best  and  most  honest  creature  in 
the  world,  undertook  to  carry  these  articles  to  the  pawn- 
broker's." 

"Sir,"  said  the  magistrate  sternly  to  the  policeman,  "you 
have  committed  a  deplorable  error.  I  shall  take  care  to 
report  you,  and  see  that  you  are  punished.  You  may  go, 
sir."  Then,  addressing  Mother  Bunch,  with  an  air  of  real 
regret,  he  added :  "I  can  only  express  my  sorrow  for  what 
has  happened.  Believe  me,  I  deeply  feel  for  the  cruel  posi- 
tion in  which  you  have  been  placed." 

"I  believe  it,  sir,"  said  Mother  Bunch,  "and  I  thank  you." 
Overcome  by  so  many  emotions,  she  sank  upon  a  chair. 

The  magistrate  was  about  to  retire,  when  Dagobert,  who 
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had  been  seriously  reflecting  for  some  minutes,  said  to  him 
in  a  firm  voice:  "Please  to  hear  me,  sir;  I  have  a  deposition 
to  make." 

"Speak,  sir." 

"What  I  am  about  to  say  is  very  important;  it  is  to  you, 
in  your  quality  of  a  magistrate,  that  I  make  this  declaration." 

"And  as  a  magistrate  I  will  hear  you,  sir." 

"1  arrived  here  two  days  ago,  bringing  with  me  from 
Russia  two  girls  who  had  been  entrusted  to  me  by  their 
mi  ''her — the  wife  of  Marshal  Simon." 

"'  If  Marsha]  Simon,  Duke  de  Ligny?"  said  the  commis' 
sary,  very  much  surprised. 

"Yes,  sir.  Well,  I  left  them  here,  being  obliged  to  go 
out  on  pressing  business.  This  morning,  during  my  absence, 
they  disappeared — and  I  am  certain  I  know  the  man  who 
has  been  the  cause  of  it." 

"Now,  my  dear,"  said  Frances,  much  alarmed. 

"Sir,"  said  the  magistrate,  "your  declaration  is  a  very 
serious  one.  Disappearance  of  persons — sequestration, 
perhaps.     But  are  you  quite  sure?" 

"These  young  ladies  were  here  an  hour  ago ;  I  repeat,  sir, 
that  during  my  absence,  they  have  been  taken  away." 

"I  do  not  doubt  the  sincerity  of  your  declaration,  sir; 
but  still  it  is  difficult  to  explain  so  strange  an  abduction 
Who  tells  you  that  these  young  girls  will  not  return  ?  Besides, 
whom  do  you  suspect?  One  word,  before  you  make  voiy 
accusation.  Remember,  it  is  the  magistrate  who  hears  you. 
On  leaving  this  place,  the  law  will  take  its  course  in  this 
affair." 

"That  is  what  I  wish,  sir;  I  am  responsible  for  those 
young  ladies  to  their  father.  He  may  arrive  at  any  moment, 
and  I  must  be  prepared  to  justify  myself." 

"I  understand  all  these  reasons,  sir;  but  still  have  a  care 
you  are  not  deceived  by  unfounded  suspicions.  Your  denun- 
ciation once  made,  I  may  have  to  act  provisionally  against 
the  person  accused.  Now,  if  you  should  be  under  a  mistake, 
the  consequences  would  be  very  serious  for  you;  and,  without 
going  further,"  said  the  magistrate,  pointing  to  Mother 
Bunch,  with  emotion,  "you  see  what  are  the  results  of  a 
false  accusation." 

"You  hear,  my  dear,"  cried  Frances,  terrified  at  the 
resolution  of  Dagobert  to  accuse  Abbe  Dubois ;  "do  not  say  a 
word  more,  I  entreat  vou." 
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But  the  more  the  soldier  reflected,  the  more  he  felt  con- 
vinced that  nothing  but  the  influence  of  her  confessor  could 
have  induced  Frances  to  act  as  she  had  done ;  so  he  resumed, 
with  assurance:  "I  accuse  my  wife's  confessor  of  being 
the  principal  or  the  accomplice  in  the  abduction  of  Marshal 
Simon's  daughters." 

Frances  uttered  a  deep  groan,  and  hid  her  face  in  her 
hands;  while  Mother  Bunch,  who  had  drawn  nigh,  en- 
deavored to  console  her.  The  magistrate  had  listened  to 
Dagobert  with  extreme  astonishment,  and  he  now  said  to 
him  with  some  severity:  "Pray,  sir,  do  not  accuse  unjustly 
a  man  whose  position  is  in  the  highest  degree  respectable — a 
priest,  sir? — yes,  a  priest?  I  warned  you  beforehand  to 
reflect  upon  what  you  advanced.  All  this  becomes  very 
serious,  and,  at  your  age,  any  levity  in  such  matters  would 
be  unpardonable." 

"Bless  me,  sir!"  said  Dagobert,  with  impatience;  "at  my 
age,  one  has  common  sense.  These  are  the  facts.  My  wife 
is  one  of  the  best  and  most  honorable  of  human  creatures — 
ask  any  one  in  the  neighborhood,  and  they  will  tell  you  so — 
but  she  is  a  devotee;  and,  for  twenty  years,  she  has  always 
seen  with  her  confessor's  eyes.  She  adores  her  son, ^  she 
loves  me  also ;  but  she  puts  the  confessor  before  us  both.'^ . 

"Sir,"  said  the  commissary,  "these  family  details " 

"Are  indispensable,  as  you  shall  see.  I  go  out  an  hour 
ago,  to  look  after  this  poor  girl  here.  When  I  come  back, 
the  young  ladies  have  disappeared.  I  ask  my  wife  to  whom 
she  has  entrusted  them,  and  where  they  are;  she  falls  at  my 
feet  weeping,  and  says:  "Do  what  you  will  with  me,  but 
do  not  ask  me  what  has  become  of  the  children.  I  cannot 
answer  you.' ' 

"Is  this  true,  madame?"  cried  the  commissary,  looking  at 

Frances  with  surprise. 

"Anger,  threats,  entreaties,  had  no  effect,"  resumed 
Dagobert ;  "to  everything  she  answered  as  mildly  as  a  saint  : 
T  can  tell  you  nothing !'  Now,  sir,  I  maintain  that  my  wife 
has  no  interest  to  take  away  these  children ;  she  is  under  the 
absolute  dominion  of  her  confessor;  she  has  acted  by  his 
orders  and  for  his  purposes ;  he  is  the  guilty  party." 

Whilst  Dagobert  spoke,  the  commissary  looked  more  and 
more  attentivelv  at  Frances,  who,  supported  by  the  hunch- 
back, continued'  to  weep  bitterly.  After  a  moment's  reflec- 
tion, the  magistrate  advanced  towards  Dagobert's  wife,  and 
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said  to  her:     "Madame,  you  have  heard  what  your  husband 
has  just  declared." 
i  es,  sir. 

"What  have  you  to  say  in  your  justification?' 

"But,  sir,"  cried  Dagobert.  "it  is  not  my  wife  that  I 
accuse — I  do  not  mean  that ;  it  is  her  confessor." 

"Sir.  you  have  applied  to  a  magistrate;  and  the  magistrate 
must  act  as  he  thinks  best  for  the  discovery  of  the  truth. 
Once  more,  madame,"  he  resumed,  addressing  Frances, 
"what  have  you  to  sav  in  your  justification?" 

"Alas!  nothing,  sir."  . 

"Is  it  true  that  your  husband  left  these  young  girls  in 
your  charge  when  he  went  out?" 

"Yes,  sir." 

"Is  it  true  that,  on  his  return,  they  were  no  longer  to  be 
found?" 

"Yes,   sir." 

"Is  it  true  that,  when  he  asked  you  where  they  were,  you 
told  him  that  you  could  give  him  no  information  on  the 
subject?" 

The  commissary  appeared  to  wait  for  Frances'  reply  with 
a  kind  of  anxious  curiosity. 

"Yes.  sir,"  said  she,  with  the  utmost  simplicity,  "that 
was  the  answer  I  made  my  husband." 

"What,  madame!"  said  the  magistrate,  with  an  air  of 
painful  astonishment;  "that  was  your  only  answer  to  all 
the  prayers  and  commands  of  your  husband?  What!  you 
refused  to  give  him  the  least  information?  It  is  neither 
probable  nor  possible." 

"It  is  the  truth,  sir." 

"Well,  but,  after  all,  madame,  what  have  you  done  with 
the  young  ladies  that  were  entrusted  to  your  care?" 

"I  can  tell  you  nothing  about  it,  sir.  If  I  would  not 
answer  my  poor  husband,  I  certainly  will  not  answer  any 
one  else." 

"Well,  sir."  resumed  Dagobert,  "was  I  wrong?  An 
honest,  excellent  woman  like  that,  who  was  alwavs  full  of 
good  sense  and  affection,  to  talk  in  this  way— is  it  natural  ?  I 
repeat  to  you,  sir  that  it  is  the  work  of  her  confessor;  act 
against  him  promptly  and  decidedly,  we  shall  soon  know  all, 
and  my  poor  children  will  be  restored  to  □ 

"Madame,"  continued  the  commissary,  without  being  able 
:o  repress  a  certain  degree  of  emotion,  "I  am  about  to  speak 
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to  you  very  severely.  My  duty  obliges  me  to  do  so.  This 
affair  becomes  so  serious  and  complicated,  that  I  must 
instantly  commence  judicial  proceedings  on  the  subject.  You 
acknowledge  that  these  young  ladies  have  been  left  in  your 
charge,  and  that  you  cannot  produce  them.  _  Now,  listen 
to  me:  if  you  refuse  to  give  any  explanation  in  the  matter, 
it  is  you  alone  that  will  be  accused  of  their  disappearance.  I 
shall  be  obliged,  though  with  great  regret,  to  take  you  into 
custody." 

"Me!"  cried  Frances,  with  the  utmost  alarm. 
"Her!"  exclaimed  Dagobert;  "never!     It  is  her  confes- 
sor that  I  accuse,  not  my  poor  wife.    Take  her  into  custody, 
indeed !"    He  ran  towards  her,  as  if  he  would  protect  her. 

"It  is  too  late,  sir,"  said  the  commissary.  "You  have 
made  your  charge  for  the  abduction  of  these  two  young 
ladies. "  According  to  your  wife's  own  declaration,  she  alone 
is  compromised  up  to  this  point.  I  must  take  her  before  the 
Public  Prosecutor,  who  will  decide  what  course  to  pursue." 

"And  I  say,  sir,"  cried  Dagobert,  in  a  menacing  tone, 
"that  my  wife  shall  not  stir  from  this  room." 

"Sir,"  said  the  commissary  coolly,  "I  can  appreciate  your 
feelings;  but,  in  the  interest  of  justice,  I  would  beg  you  not 
to  oppose  a  necessary  measure — a  measure  which,  moreover, 
in  ten  minutes  it  would  be  quite  impossible  for  you  to 
prevent." 

These  words,  spoken  with  calmness,  recalled  the  soldier 
to  himself.  "But,  sir,"  said  he,  "I  do  not  accuse  my  wife." 
"Never  mind,  my  dear — do  not  think  of  me!"  said  Frances, 
with  the  angelic  resignation  of  a  martyr.  "The  Lord  is  still 
pleased  to  try  me  sorely;  but  I  am  His  unworthy  servant, 
and  must  gratefully  resign  myself  to  His  will.  Let  them 
arrest  me,  if  they  choose ;  I  will  say  no  more  in  prison  than 
I  have  said  already  on  the  subject  of  those  poor  children." 

"But,  sir,"  cried  Dagobert,  "you  see  that  my  wife  is  out 
of  her  head.     You  cannot  arrest  her." 

"There  is  no  charge,  proof,  or  indication  against  the  other 
person  whom  you  accuse,  and  whose  character  should  be  his 
protection.  If  I  take  your  wife,  she  may  perhaps  be  restored 
to  you  after  a  preliminary  examination.  I  regret,"  added  the 
commissary,  in  a  tone  of  pity,  "to  have  to  execute  such  a 

mission,  at  the  very  moment  when  your  son's  arrest " 

"What!"  cried  Dagobert,  looking  with  speechless  aston- 
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ishment  at  his  wife  and  Mother  Bunch;  "what  does  he  say? 
my  son  ?" 

"You  were  not  then  aware  of  it?  Oh,  sir,  a  thousand 
pardons!  said  the  magistrate,  with  painful  emotion.  "It  is 
Ustressmg  to  make  you  such  a  communication." 

"My  son!"  repeated  Dagobert,  pressing  his  two  hands  to 
his  iorehead.     "My  son!  arrested!" 

"For  a  political  offence  of  no  great  moment,"  said  the 
commissary. 

"Oh!  this  is  too  much.  All  comes  on  me  at  once!"  cried 
the  soldier,  falling  overpowered  into  a  chair,  and  hiding  his 
tace  with  his  hands. 

******* 

After  a  touching  farewell,  during  which,  in  spite  of  her 
terror,  Frances  remained  faithful  to  the  vow  she  had  made 
t  i  the  Abbe  Dubois— Dagobert,  who  had  refused  to  give 
evidence  against  his  wife,  was  left  leaning  upon  a  table, 
exhausted  by  contending  emotions,  and  could  not  help 
explaining:  "Yesterday,  I  had  with  me  my  wife,  my  son, 
my  two  poor  orphans — and  now — I  am  alone — alone!" 

The  moment  he  pronounced  these  words,  in  a  despairing 
tone,  a  mild  sad  voice  was  heard  close  behind  him,  saying 
timidly:  "M.  Dagobert,  I  am  here;  if  you  will  allow  me,  I 
will  remain  and  wait  upon  you." 

It  was   Mother   Bunch ! 

Trusting  that  the  reader's  sympathy  is  with  the  old  soldier 
thus  left  desolate,  with  Agricola  in  his  prison,  Adrienne  in 
hers,  the  madhouse,  and  Rose  and  Blanche  Simon  in  theirs, 
the  nunnery;  we  hasten  to  assure  him  (or  her,  as  the  case 
may  be),  that  not  only  will  their  future  steps  be  traced,  but 
the  dark  machinations  of  the  Jesuits,  and  the  thrilling  scene? 
in  which  new  characters  will  perform  their  varied  parts, 
pervaded  by  the  watching  spirit  of  the  Wandering  few,  will 
be  revealed  in  Part  Second  of  this  work,  entitled:  Tns 
Chastisement. 
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PART  SECOND.— The  Chastisement. 


PROLOGUE. 

THE  BIRD'S-EYE  VIEW  OF  TWO  WORLDS. 

As  the  eagle,  perched  upon  the  cliff,  commands  an  all- 
comprehensive  view — not  only  of  what  happens  on  the  plains 
and  in  the  woodlands,  but  of  matters  occurring  upon  the 
heights,  which  its  aerie  overlooks,  so  may  the  reader  have 
sights  pointed  out  to  him,  which  lie  below  the  level  of  the 
unassisted  eye.  . 

In  the  year  1831,  the  powerful  Order  of  the  Jesuits  saw  nt 
to  begin  to  act  upon  information  which  had  for  some  time 
been  digesting  in  their  hands. 

As  it  related  to  a  sum  estimated  at  no  less  than  thirty  or 
forty  millions  of  francs,  it  is  no  wonder  that  they  should 
redouble  all  exertions  to  obtain  it  from  the  rightful  owners. 

These  were,  presumably,  the  descendants  of  Manus, 
Count  of  Rennepont,  in  the  reign  of  Louis  XIV.  of  France. 

They  were  distinguished  from  other  men  by  a  simple 
token,  which  all,  in  the  year  above  named,  had  *n  their  hands. 

It  was  a  bronze  medal,  bearing  these  legend-s  on  reverse 
and  obverse: 


Victim 

of 

L.  C.  D.  J. 

Pray  for  me ! 


Paris, 
February  the  13th,  1682. 


In  Paris 
Rue  St  Francois,  No.  3, 
In  a  century  and  a  half 

you    will    be. 
February  the  13th,   1832. 

Pray  for  me/ 


Those  who  had  this  token  were  descendents  of  a  family 
whom,  a  hundred  and  fifty  years  ago,  persecution  scattered 
through  the  world,  in  emigration  and  exile;  in  changes  ot 
religion,  fortune  and  name.  For  this  family— what  grandeur, 
what  reverses,  what  obscurity,  what  lustre,  what  penury, 
what  glory!     How  many  crimes  sullied,  how  many  virtues 
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honored  it !  The  history  of  this  single  family  is  the  history 
of  humanity!  Passing  through  many  generations,  throbbing 
m  the  veins  of  the  poor  and  the  rich,  the  sovereign  and  the 
i  audit,  the  wise  and  the  simple,  the  coward  and  the  brave, 
the  saint  and  the  atheist,  the  blood  flowed  on  to  the  year  we 
have  named. 

Seven  representatives  summed  up  the  virtue,  courage, 
degradation,  splendor,  and  poverty  of  the  race.  Seven:  two 
orphan  twin  daughters  of  exiled  parents,  a  dethroned  prince, 
a  humble  missionary  priest,  a  man  of  the  middle  class,  a 
young  lady  of  high  name  and  large  fortune,  and  a  working 
man. 

Fate  scattered  them  in  Russia,  India,  France,  and  America. 

The  orphans,  Rose  and  Blanche  Simon,  had  left  their 
dead  mother's  grave  in  Siberia,  under  charge  of  a  trooper 
named  Francis  Baudoin,  alias  Dagobert,  who  was  as  much 
attached  to  them  as  he  had  been  devoted  to  their  father,  his 
commanding  general. 

On  the  road  to  France,  this  little  party  had  met  the  first 
check,  in  the  only  tavern  of  Mockern  village.  Not  only  had 
a  wild  beast  showman,  known  as  Morok  the  lion-tamer, 
sought  to  pick  a  quarrel  with  the  inoffensive  veteran,  but 
that  failing,  had  let  a  panther  of  his  menagerie  loose  upon 
the  soldier's  horse.  That  horse  had  carried  Dagobert,  under 
General  Simon's  and  the  Great  Napoleon's  eyes,  through 
many  battles;  had  borne  the  General's  wife  (a  Polish  lady 
under  the  Czar's  ban)  to  her  home  of  exile  in  Siberia,  and 
their  children  now  across  Russia  and  Germany,  but  only  to 
^h  thus  cruelly.     An  unseen  hand  appeared  in  a  mani- 

■tation  of  spite  otherwise  unaccountable.  Dagobert, 
denounced  as  a  French  spy,  and  his  fair  young  companions 
accused  of  being  adventuresses  to  help  his  designs,  had  sc 
kindled  at  the  insult,  not  less  to  him  than  to  his  old  com- 
mander's daughters,  that  he  had  taught  the  pompous  burgo- 
master of  Mockern  a  lesson,  which,  however,  resulted  in  the 
imprisonment  of  the  three  in  Leipsic  jail. 

General  Simon,  who  had  vainly  sought  to  share  his  master's 
St.  Helena  captivity,  had  gone  to  fight  the  English  in  India. 
But  notwithstanding  his  drilling  of  Radja-sing's  sepoys, 
they  had  been  beaten  by  the  troops  taught  by  Clive,  and  not 
only  was  the  old  king  of  Mundi  slain,  and  the  realm  added 
to  the  Company's  land,  but  his  son,  Prince  Djalma,  taken 
prisoner.      However,    at    length    released,    he    had    gone    tc 
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Batavia,  with  General  Simon.  The  prince's  mother  was  a 
Frenchwoman,  and  among  the  property  she  left  him  in  the 
capital  of  Java,  the  general  was  delighted  to  find  just  such 
another  medal   as   he  knew  was   in  his  wife's  possession. 

The  unseen  hand  of  enmity  had  reached  to  him,  for  letters 
miscarried,  and  he  did  not  know  either  his  wife's  decease  or 
chat  he  had  twin  daughters. 

By  a  trick,  on  the  eve  of  the  steamship  leaving  Batavia 
for  the  Isthmus  of  Suez,  Djalma  was  separated  from  his 
friend,  and  sailing  for  Europe  alone,  the  latter  had  to  follow 
in  another  vessel. 

The  missionary  priest  trod  the  war  trails  of  the  wilderness, 
with  that  faith  and  fearlessness  which  true  soldiers  of  the 
cross  should  evince.  In  one  of  these  heroic  undertakings, 
Indians  had  captured  him,  and  dragging  him  to  their  village 
under  the  shadow  of  the  Rocky  Mountains,  they  had  nailed 
him  in  derision  to  a  cross,  and  prepared  to  scalp  him. 

But  if  an  unseen  hand  of  a  foe  smote  or  stabbed  at  the 
sons  of  Rennepont,  a  visible  interpositor  had  often  shielded 
them,  in  various  parts  of  the  globe. 

A  man,  seeming  of  thirty  years  of  age,  very  tall,  with  a 
countenance  as  lofty  as  mournful,  marked  by  the  black  eye- 
brows meeting,  had  thrown  himself— during  a  battle  s  height 
—between  a  gun  of  a  park  which  General  Simon  was  charg- 
ing and  that  officer.  The  cannon  vomited  its  hail  of  death, 
but  when  the  flame  and  smoke  had  passed,  the  tall  man 
stood  erect  as  before,  smiling  pityingly  on  the  gunner,  who 
fell  on  his  knees  as  frightened  as  if  he  beheld  Satan  himselt. 
Again,  as  General  Simon  lay  upon  the  lost  field  of  Waterloo, 
raging  with  his  wounds,  eager  to  die  after  such  a  defeat,  this 
tsame  man  staunched  his  hurts,  and  bade  him  live  for  his 

wife's  sake.  , . 

Years  after,  wearing  the  same  unalterable  look,  this  man 
accosted  Dagobert  in  Siberia,  and  gave  him  for  General 
Simon's  wife,  the  diary  and  letters  of  her  husband,  writtten  m 
India,  in  little  hope  of  them  ever  reaching  her  hands  And 
at  the  year  our  story  opens,  this  man  unbarred  the  cell-door 
of  Leipsic  jail,  and  let  Dagobert  and  the  orphans  out,  free  to 
continue  their  way  into  France.  ^     '  ■ 

On  the  other  hand,  when  the  scalping-kmfe  had  traced  its 
mark  around  the  head  of  Gabriel  the  missionary,  and  when 
only  the  dexterous  turn  and  tug  would  have  removed  the 
►rophv    a  sudden  apparition  had  terrified  the  superstitious 
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savages.  It  was  a  woman  of  thirty,  whose  brown  tresses 
tned  a  rich  frame  around  a  royal  face,  toned  down  by 
endless  sorrowing.  The  red-skins  shrank  from  her  steady 
advance,  and  when  her  hand  was  stretched  out  between 
them  and  their  young  victim,  they  uttered  a  howl  of  alarm, 
and  fled  as  if  a  host  of  their  fo'emen  were  on  their  track.' 
Gabriel  was  saved,  but  all  his  life  he  was  doomed  to  bear 
that  halo  of  martyrdom,  the  circling  sweep  of  the  scalper's 
knife. 

He  was  a  Jesuit.  By  the  orders  of  his  society  he  embarked 
for  Europe.  We  should  say  here,  that  he,  though  owning  a 
medal  of  the  seven  described,  was  unaware  that  he  should 
have  worn  it.  His  vessel  was  driven  by  storms  to  refit  at 
the  Azores,  where  he  had  changed  ship  into  the  same  as 
was  bearing  Prince  Djalma  to  France,  via  Portsmouth. 

But  the  gales  followed  him,  and  sated  their  furv  by  wreck- 
ing the  "Black  Eagle"  on  the  Picardy  coast,  this  was  at 
the  same  point  as  were  a  disabled  Hamburg  steamer,  among 
whose  passengers  where  Dagobert  and  his  two  charges,  was 
destroyed  the  same  night.  Happily  the  tempest  did  not 
annihilate  them  all.  There  were  saved,  Prince  Djalma  and 
a  countryman  of  his,  one  Faringhea,  a  Thuggee  chief,  hunted 
out  of  British  India;  Dagobert,  and  Rose  and  Blanche 
Simon,  whom  Gabriel  had  rescued.  These  survivors  had 
recovered,  thanks  to  the  care  they  had  received  in  Cardo- 
ville  House,  a  country  mansion  which  had  sheltered  them,  and 
except  the  prince  and  the  Strangler  chief,  the  others  were 
speedily  able  to  go  on  to  Paris. 

The  old  grenadier  and  the  orphans— until  General  Simon 
should  be  heard  from — dwelt  in  the  former's  house.      His 

i  had  kept  it,  from  his  mother's  love  for  the  life-long 
home.     It  was  such  a  mean  habitation  as  a  workman  like 

.rieola  Baudoin  could  afford  to  pay  the  rent  of,  and  far 
from  the  fit  abode  of  the  daughters  of  the  Duke  de  Ligny 
and  .Marshal  of  France,  which  Napoleon  had  created  General 
Simon,  though  the  rank  had  only  recently  been  approved  by 
the  restoration. 

But  in  Paris  the  unknown  hostile  hand  showed  itself  more 
malignant  than  ever. 

The  young  lady  of  high  name  and  large  fortune  was 
Adrienne  de  Cardoville.  whose  aunt,  the  Princess  de  Saint- 
Dizier.  was  a  Jesuit.  Through  her  and  her  accomplices' 
machinations,  the  young  lady's  forward  yet  virtuous,  wildly 


. 
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aspiring  but  sensible,  romantic  but  just,  character  was 
twisted  into  a  passable  reason  for  her  immurement  m  a 
mad-house.  .  .  , 

This   asylum  adjoined   St.    Mary's   Convent,   into   which 
Rose  and  Blanche  Simon  were  deceitfully  conducted.     To 
secure  their  removal,  Dagobert  had  been  decoyed  into  the 
country,  under  pretence  of  showing  some  of  General  Simon  s 
document's  to  a  lawyer ;  his  son  Agricola  arrested  for  treason, 
on  account  of  some  idle  verses  the  blacksmith  poet  was  guilty 
of,  and  his  wife  rendered  powerless,  or,  rather,  a  passive 
assistant,  by  the  influence  of  the  confessional !    When  Dago- 
bert hurried  back  from  his  wild-goose  chase,  he  found  the 
orphans  gone:    Mother  Bunch  (a  fellow-tenant  of  the  house, 
who  had  been  brought  up  in  the  family)  ignorant,  and  his 
wife  stubbornly  refusing  to  break  the  promise  she  had  given 
her  confessor,  and  acquaint  a  single  soul   where  she  had 
permitted  the  girls  to  be  taken.     In  his  rage,  the  soldier 
rashly  accused  that  confessor,  but  instead  of  arresting  the 
Abbe  Dubois,  it  was  Mrs.   Baudoin  whom  the  magistrate 
felt  compelled  to  arrest,  as  the  person  whom  alone  he  ventured 
to  commit  for  examination  in  regard  to  the  orphans    disap- 
pearance.   Thus  triumphs,  for  the  time  being,  the  unseen  foe. 
The  orphans  in  a  nunnery;  the  dethroned  prince  a  poor 
castaway  in  a  foreign  land ;  the  noble  young  lady  in  a  mad- 
house •  the  missionary  priest  under  the  thumb  of  his  superiors. 
As  for  the  man  of  the  middle  class,  and  the  working  man, 
who  concluded  the  list  of  this  family,  we  are  to  read  of  them, 
Sis  well  as  of  the  others,  in  the  pages  which  now  succeed  these. 


CHAPTER  I. 

THE    MASQUERADE. 

The  following  day  to  that  on  which  Dagobert's  wife 
(arrested  for  not  accounting  for  the  disappearance  of  General 
Simon's  daughters)  was  led  away  before  a  magistrate,  a 
noisv  and  animated  scene  was  transpiring  on  the  Place  du 
Chatelet,  in  front  of  a  building  whose  first  floor  and  base- 
ment were  used  as  the  tap-rooms  of  the  Sucking  Calt 
public-house. 

A  carnival  night  was  dying  out. 
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Quite  a  number  of  maskers,  grotesquely  and  shabbily 
bedecked,  had  rushed  out  of  the  low  dance-houses  in  the 
Guildhall  Ward,  and  were  roaring  out  staves  of  songs  as 
they  crossed  the  square.  But  on  catching  sight  of  a  second 
troop  of  mummers  running  about  the  water-side,  the  first 
party  stopped  to  wait  for  the  others  to  come  up,  rejoicing, 
with  many  a  shout,  in  hopes  of  one  of  those  verbal  battles 
of  slang  and  smutty  talk  which  made  Yade  so  illustrious. 

This  mob — nearly  all  its  members  half  seas  over,  soon 
swollen  by  the  many  people  who  have  to  be  up  early  to 
follow  their  crafts — suddenly  concentrated  in  one  of  the 
corners  of  the  square,  so  that  a  pale,  deformed  girl,  who  was 
going  that  way,  was  caught  in  the  human  tide.  This  was 
Mother  Bunch.  Up  with  the  lark,  she  was  hurrying  to 
receive  some  work  from  her  employer.  Remembering  how 
a  mob  had  treated  her  when  she  had  been  arrested  in  the 
streets  only  the  day  before,  by  mistake,  the  poor  work -girl's 
fears  may  be  imagined  when  she  was  now  surrounded  by 
the  revelers  against  her  will.  But,  spite  of  all  her  efforts — 
very  feeble,  alas ! — she  could  not  stir  a  step,  for  the  band 
of  merry-makers,  newly  arriving,  had  rushed  in  among  the 
others,  shoving  some  of  them  aside,  pushing  far  into  the 
mass,  and  sweeping  Mother  Bunch — who  was  in  their  way 
— clear  over  to  the  crowd  around  the  public-house. 

The  new:comers  were  much  finer  rigged  out  than  the 
others,  for  they  belonged  to  the  gay,  turbulent  class  which 
goes  frequently  to  the  Chaumiere,  the  Prado,  the  Colisee, 
and  other  more  or  less  rowdyish  haunts  of  waltzers,  made 
up  generally  of  students,  shop-girls,  and  counter-skippers, 
clerks,  unfortunates,  etc.,  etc. 

This  set,  while  retorting  to  the  chaff  of  the  other  party, 
seemed  to  be  very  impatiently  expecting  some  singularly 
desired  person  to  put  in  her  appearance. 

The  following  snatches  of  conversation,  passing  between 
clowns  and  columbines,  pantaloons  and  fairies.  Turks  and 
sultans,  debardeurs  and  debardeuses,  paired  off  more  or  less 
properly,  will  give  an  idea  of  the  importance  of  the  wished- 
for  personage. 

"They  ordered  the  spread  to  be  for  seven  in  the  morning, 
so  their  carriages  ought  to  have  come  up  afore  now." 

"Werry  like,  but  the  Bacchanal  Queen  has  got  to  lead  oft" 
the  last  dance  in  the  Prado." 
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"I  wish  to  thunder  I'd  a  known  that,  and  I'd  a  stayed 
there  to  see  her — my  beloved  Queen !" 

"Gobinet;  if  you  call  her  your  beloved  Queen  again,  I'll 
scratch  you !     Here's  a  pinch  for  you,  anyhow !" 

"Ow,  wow,  Celeste!  hands  off!  You  are  black-spotting 
the  be-yutiful  white  satin  jacket  my  mamma  gave  me  when 
I  first  came  out  as  Don  Pasqually!" 

"Why  did  you  call  the  Bacchanal  Queen  your  beloved, 
then?    What  am  I,  I'd  like  to  know?" 

"You  are  my  beloved,  but  not  my  Queen,  for  there  is  only 
one  moon  in  the  nights  of  nature,  and  only  one  Bacchanal 
Queen  in  the  nights  at  the  Prado." 

"That's  a  bit  from  a  valentine!  You  can't  come  over  me 
with  such  rubbish." 

"Gobinet's  right!  the  Queen  was  an  out-and-outer  to- 
night !" 

"In  prime  feather!" 

"I  never  saw  her  more  on  the  go!" 

"And,  my  eyes!  wasn't  her  dress  stunning?" 

"Took  your  breath  away!" 

"Crushing !" 

"Heavy !" 

"Im-mense !" 

"The  last  kick !" 

"No  use  but  she  can  get  up  such  dresses." 

"And,  then,  the  dance!"  .    . 

"Oh,  yes!  it  was  at  once  bounding,  waving,  twisting! 
There  'is  not  such  another  bayadere  under  the  night-cap  of 

the  sky!" 

"Gobinet,  give  me  back  my  shawl  directly.  You  have 
already  spoilt  it  by  rolling  it  round  your  great  body.  I 
don't  choose  to  have  my  things  ruined  for  hulking  beasts 
who  call  other  women  bayaderes  !" 

"Celeste,  simmer  down.  I  am  disguised  as  a  Turk,  and, 
when  I  talk  of  bayaderes,  I  am  only  in  character.'^ 

"Your  Celeste  is  like  them  all,  Gobinet;  she's  jealous  of 
the  Bacchanal  Queen."  , 

"Jealous!— do  you  think  me  jealous?  Well  now!  thats 
too  bad  If  I  chose  to  be  as  showy  as  she  is  they  would 
talk  of  me  as  much.  After  all^it's  only  a  nickname  that 
makes  her  reputation!  nickname!" 

"In  that  you  have  nothing  to  envy  her— since  you  are 
called  Celeste!" 
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"You  know  well  enough,  Gobinet,  that  Celeste  is  my  real 
name." 

"Yes;  but  it's  fancied  a  nickname — when  one  looks  in 
your   face." 

"Gobinet,  I  will  put  that  down  to  your  account." 
'And  Oscar  will  help  you  to  add  it  up,  eh?" 

"Yes;  and  you  shall  see  the  total.  When  I  carry  one, 
the  remain* ler  will  not  be  you." 

"Celeste,  you  make  me  cry!  I  only  meant  to  say  that 
your  celestial  name  does  not  go  well  with  your  charming 
little  face,  which  is  still  more  mischievous  than  that  of  the 
Bacchanal  Queen." 

"That's  right ;  wheedle  me  now,  wretch!" 

"I  swear  by  the  accursed  head  of  my  landlord,  that,  if 
you  liked,  you  could  spread  yourself  as  much  as  the  Bacchanal 
Queen — which  is  saying  a  great  deal." 

"The  fact  is,  that  the  Bacchanal  had  cheek  enough,  in  all 
conscience." 

"Not  to  speak  of  her  fascinating  the  bobbies!" 

".And  magnetizing  the  beaks." 

"They  may  get  as  angry  as  they  please ;  she  always  finishes 
by  making  them  laugh." 

"And  they  all  call  her  Queen!" 

"Last  night  she  charmed  a  slop  (as  modest  as  a  country 
girl)  whose  purity  took  up  arms  against  the  famous  dance  of 
the  Storm-blown  Tulip." 

"What  a  quadrille!  Sleepinbuff  and  the  Bacchanal  Queen, 
having  opposite  to  them  Rose-Pompon  and  Ninny  Moulin !" 

'And  all  four  making  tulips  as  full-blown  as  could  be!" 

"By-the-bye,  is  it  true  what  they  say  of  Ninny  Moulin?" 

"What:" 

"W  by  that  he  is  a  writer,  and  scribbles  pamphlets  on 
religion." 

"Yes,  it  is  true.  I  have  often  seen  him  at  my  employer's, 
with  whom  he  deals ;  a  bad  paymaster,  but  a  jolly  fellow!" 

"And  pretends  to  be  devout,  eh?" 

"I  believe  you,  my  boy — when  it  is  necessary;  then  he  is 
my  Lord  Dumoulin,  as  large  as  life.  He  rolls  his  eyes, 
walks  with  his  head  on  one  side,  and  his  toes  turned  in  ;  but, 
when  the  piece  is  played  out,  he  slips  away  to  the  balls  of 
which  he  is  so  fond.  The  girls  christened  him  Ninny  .Moulin. 
Add,  that  he  drinks  like  a  fish,  and  you  have  the  photo  of 
the  cove.    All  this  doesn't  prevent  his  writing  for  the  religious 
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newspapers;  and  the  saints,  whom  he  lets  in  even  oftener 
than  himself,  are  ready  to  swear  by  him.  You  should 
see  his  articles  and  his  tracts— only  see,  not  read '.—every 
pao-e  is  full  of  the  devil  and  his  horns,  and  the  desperate 
fryings  which  await  your  impious  revolutionists— and  then 
the  authority  of  the  bishops,  the  power  of  the  Pope— hang 
it!  how  could  I  know  it  all?  This  toper,  Ninny  Moulin, 
gives  good  measure  enough  for  their  money!" 

•  "The  fact  is,  that  he  is  both  a  heavy  drinker  and  a  heavy 
swell.  How  he  rattled  on  with  little  Rose-Pompon  in  the 
dance  and  the  full-blown  tulip !" 

"And  what  a  rum  chap  he  looked  in  his  Roman  helmet 
and  top-boots." 

"Rose-Pompon  dances  divinely,  too;  she  has  the  poetic 

twist." 

"And  don't  show  her  heels  a  bit !" 

"Yes  •  but  the  Bacchanal  Queen  is  six  thousand  feet  above 
the  level  of  any  common  leg-shaker.  I  always  come  back  to 
her  step  last  night  in  the  full-blown  tulip." 

"It  was  huge !" 

"It  was  serene!"  .  , 

"If  I  were  father  of  a  family,  I  would  entrust  her  with 

the  education  of  my  sons !" 

"It  was  that  step,  however,  which  offended  the  bobby  s 

modesty."  >} 

"The  fact  is,  it  was  a  little  free. 

"Free  as  air— so  the  policeman  comes  up  to  her,  and  says . 
'Well  my  Queen,  is  your  foot  to  keep  on  a-goin  up  for- 
ever?1 'No  modest  warrior!'  replies  the  Queen;  I  practice 
the  step  only  once  every  evening  to  be  able  to  dance  it  when 
I  am  old.  I  made  a  vow  of  it,  that  you  might  become  an 
inspector.'  " 

"What  a  comic  card!"  .  <#» 

"I  don't  believe  she  will  remain  always  with  Sleepinburt. 

"Because  he  has  been  a  workman?"  cf1irw«; 

"What  nonsense !  it  would  preciously  become  us,  students 
and  shopboys,  to  give  ourselves  airs!  No;  but  I  am  aston- 
ished at  the  Queen's  fidelity."  , 

-Yes-they've    been    a    team    for    three    or    four    good 

months."  „ 

"She's  wild  upon  him,  and  he  on  her. 
"They  must  lead  a  gay  life."  . 

"Sometimes  I  ask  myself  where  the  devil  Sleepmbuff  gets 
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all  the  money  he  spends.  It  appears  that  he  pays  all  last 
night's  expenses,  three  coaches-  and-four,  and  a  breakfast 
this  morning  for  twenty,  at  ten  francs  a-head." 

"They  say  he  has  come  into  some  property.  That's  why 
Ninny  Moulin,  who  has  a  good  nose  for  eating  and  drinking, 
made  acquaintance  with  him  last  night — leaving  out  of  tho 
question  that  he  may  have  some  designs  on  the  Bacchanal 
Queen." 

"He!  In  a  lot!  He's  rather  too  ugly.  The  girls  like  to 
dance  with  him  because  he  makes  people  laugh — but  that's 
all.  Little  Rose-Pompon,  who  is  such  a  pretty  creature,  has 
taken  him  as  a  harmless  chap-licr-oicn,  in  the  absence  of  her 
student." 

"The  coaches!  the  coaches!"  exclaimed  the  crowd,  all 
with  one  voice. 

Forced  to  stop  in  the  midst  of  the  maskers,  Mother  Bunch 
had  not  lost  a  word  of  this  conversation,  which  was  deeply 
painful  to  her.  as  it  concerned  her  sister,  whom  she  had  not 
seen  for  a  long  time.  Not  that  the  Bacchanal  Queen  had  a 
bad  heart ;  but  the  sight  of  the  wretched  poverty  of  Mother 
Bunch— a  poverty  which  she  had  herself  shared,  but  which 

she  had  not  had  the  strength  of  mind  to  bear  any  longer 

caused  such  bitter  grief  to  the  gay,  thoughtless  girl,  that  she 
would  no  more  expose  herself  to  it,  after  she  had  in  vain 
tried  to  induce  her  sister  to  accept  assistance,  which  the 
latter  always  refused,  knowing  that  its  source  could  not  be 
honorable. 

"The  coaches!  the  coaches!"  once  more  exclaimed  the 
crowd,  as  they  pressed  forward  with  enthusiasm,  so  that 
Mother  Bunch,  carried  on  against  her  will,  was  thrust  into 
the  foremost  rank  of  the  people  assembled  to  see  the  show. 

It  was,  indeed,  a  curious  sight.  A  man  on  horseback,  dis- 
guised as  a  postilion,  his  blue  jacket  embroidered  with  silver, 
and  enormous  tail  from  which  the  powder  escaped  in  puffs! 
and  a  hat  adorned  with  long  ribbons,  preceded  the  first 
carnage,  cracking  his  whip,  and  crying  with  all  his  might: 
Make  way  for  the  Bacchanal  Queen  and  her  court !" 
In  an  open  carriage,  drawn  by  four  lean  horses,  on  which 
rode  two  old  postilions  dressed  as  devils,  was  raised  a  down- 
right pyramid  of  men  and  women,  sitting,  standing,  leaning 
in  every  ble  variety  of  odd,  extravagant,  and  grotesque 

:ostume:  altogether  an  indescribable  mass  of  bright  colors 
ers,   ribbons,  tinsel  and   spangles.      Amid    this   heap 
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strange  forms  and  dresses  appeared  wild  or  graceful  counte- 
nances, ugly  or  handsome  features — but  all  animated  by  the 
feverish  excitement  of  a  jovial  frenzy — all  turned  with  an 
expression  of  fanatical  admiration  towards  the  second  car- 
riage, in  which  the  Queen  was  enthroned,  whilst  they  united 
with  the  multitude  in  reiterated  shouts  of  "Long  live  the 
Bacchanal  Oueen." 

This  second  carriage,  open  like  the  first,  contained  only 
the  four  dancers  of  the  famous  step  of  the  Storm-blown 
Tulip— Ninny  Moulin,  Rose-Pompon,  Sleepinbuff,  and  the 
Bacchanal  Queen. 

Dumoulin,  the  religious  writer,  who  wished  to  dispute 
possession  of  Mme.  de  la  Sainte-Colombe  with  his  patron, 
M.  Rodin— Dumoulin,  surnamed  Ninny  Moulin,  standing  on 
the  front  cushions,  would  have  presented  a  magnificent  study 
for  Callot  or  Gavarni,  that  eminent  artist,  who  unites  with 
the  biting  strength  and  marvellous  fancy  of  an  illustrious 
caricaturist,  the  grace,  the  poetry,  and  the  depth  of  Hogarth. 

Ninny  Moulin,  who  was  about  thirty-five  years  of  age, 
wore  very  much  back  upon  his  head  a  Roman  helmet  of 
silver  paper.  A  voluminous  plume  of  black  feathers,  rising 
from  a  red  wood  holder,  was  stuck  on  one  side  of  this  head- 
gear, breaking  the  too  classic  regularity  of  its  outline. 
Beneath  this  casque,  shone  forth  the  most  rubicund  and 
jovial  face,  that  ever  was  purpled  by  the  fumes  of  generous 
wine.  A  prominent  nose,  with  its  primitive  shape  modestly 
concealed  beneath  a  luxuriant  growth  of  pimples,  half  red, 
half  violet,  gave  a  funny  expression  to  a  perfectly  beardless 
face;  while  a  large  mouth,  with  thick  lips  turning  their 
insides  outwards,  added  to  the  air  of  mirth  and  jollity  which 
beamed  from  his  large  gray  eyes,  set  flat  in  his  head. 

On  seeing  this  joyous  fellow,  with  a  paunch  like  Silenus, 
one  could  not  help  asking  how  it  was,  that  he  had  not 
drowned  in  wine,  a  hundred  times  over,  the  gall,  bile,  and 
venom  which  flowed  from  his  pamphlets  against  the  enemies 
of  Ultramontanism,  and  how  his  Catholic  beliefs  could  float 
upwards  in  the  midst  of  these  mad  excesses  of  drink  and 
dancing.  The  question  would  have  appeared  insoluble,  if  one 
had  not  remembered  how  many  actors,  who  play  the  blackest 
and  most  hateful  first  robbers  on  the  stage,  are,  when  off  it, 
the  best  fellows  in  the  world. 

The  weather  being  cold,  Ninny  Moulin  wore  a  kind  of  box- 
coat,  which,  being  half-open,  displayed  his  cuirass  of  scales, 
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and  his  flesh-colored  pantaloons,  finishing  just  below  the  calf 
in  a  pair  of  yellow  tops  to  his  boots.  Leaning  forward  in 
front  of  the  carriage,  he  uttered  wild  shouts  of  delight, 
mingled  with  the  wor>!> :  '"Long  live  the  Bacchanal  Queen  !'* 
— after  which,  he  shook  and  whirled  the  enormous  rattle  he 
held  in  his  hand.  Standing  beside  him,  Sleepinhuff  waved 
on  high  a  banner  of  white  silk,  on  which  were  the  words: 
"Love  and  joy  to  the  Bacchanal  Queen  !" 

SleepinbutT  was  about  twenty-five  years  of  age.  His 
countenance  was  gay  and  intelligent,  surrounded  by  a  collar 
of  chestnut-colored  whiskers;  but  worn  with  late  hours  and 
excesses,  it  expressed  a  singular  mixture  of  carelessness  and 
hardihood,  recklessness  and  mockery ;  still,  no  base  or  wicked 
passion  had  yet  stamped  there  its  fatal  impress.  Lie  was 
the  perfect  type  of  the  Parisian,  as  the  term  is  generally 
applied,  whether  in  the  army,  in  the  provinces,  on  board  a 
king's  ship,  or  a  merchantman.  It  is  not  a  compliment,  and 
yet  it  is  far  from  being  an  insult ;  it  is  an  epithet  which 
partakes  at  once  of  blame,  admiration,  and  fear ;  for  if,  in  this 
sense,  the  Parisian  is  often  idle  and  rebellious,  he  is  also 
quick  at  his  work,  resolute  in  danger,  and  always  terribly 
satirical  and  fond  of  practical  jokes. 

He  was  dressed  in  a  very  flashy  style.  He  wore  a  black 
velvet  jacket  with  silver  buttons,  a  scarlet  waistcoat,  trousers 
with  broad  blue  stripes,  a  Cashmere  shawl  for  a  girdle  with 
ends  loosely  floating,  and  a  chimney-pot  hat  covered  with 
flowers  and  streamers.  This  disguise  set  off  his  light,  easy 
figure  to  great  advantage. 

At  the  back  of  the  carriage,  standing  up  on  the  cushions, 
were  Rose-Pompon  and  the  Bacchanal  Queen. 

Rose-Pompon,  formerly  a  fringe-maker,  was  about  seven- 
teen years  old.  and  had  the  prettiest  and  most  winning  little 
face  imaginable.  She  was  gayly  dressed  in  debardeur  cos- 
tume. Her  powdered  wig,  over  which  was  smartly  cocked 
on  one  side  an  orange  and  green  cap,  laced  with  silver, 
increased  the  effect  of  her  bright  black  eyes,  and  of  her 
round,  carnation  cheeks.  She  wore  about  her  neck  an  orange- 
colored  cravat,  of  the  same  material  as  her  loose  sash.  Her 
tight  jacket  and  narrow  vest  of  light  green  velvet,  with  silver 
ornaments,  displayed  to  the  best  advantage  a  charming  figure, 
the  pliancy  of  which  must  have  well  suited  the  evolutions  of 
the  Storm-blown   Tulip.     Her  large  trousers,  of   the  same 
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stuff  and  color  as  the  jacket,  were  not  calculated  to  hide  any 
of  her  attractions. 

The  Bacchanal  Queen,  being  at  the  least  a  head  taller, 
leaned  with  one  hand  on  the  shoulder  of  Rose-Pompon. 
Mother  Bunch's  sister  ruled,  like  a  true  monarch,  oyer  this 
mad  revelry,  which  her  very  presence  seemed  to  inspire, 
such  influence  had  her  own  mirth  and  animation  over  all  that 
surrounded  her. 

She  was  a  tall  girl  of  about  twenty  years  of  age,  light  and. 
graceful,  with  regular  features,  and  a  merry,  racketing  air. 
Like  her  sister,  she  had  magnificent  chestnut  hair,  and  large- 
blue  eyes ;  but  instead  of  being  soft  and  timid,  like  those  of 
the  young  sempstress,  the  latter  shone  with  indefatigable 
ardor  in  the  pursuit  of  pleasure.  Such  was  the  energy  of 
her  vivacious  constitution,  that,  notwithstanding  many  nights 
and  days  passed  in  one  continued  revel,  her  complexion  was 
as  pure,  her  cheeks  as  rosy,  her  neck  as  fresh  and  fair,  as  if 
she  had  that  morning  issued  from  some  peaceful  home.  Her 
costume,  though  singular  and  fantastic,  suited  her  admirably. 
It  was  composed  of  a  tight,  long-waisted  bodice  in  cloth  of 
gold,  trimmed  with  great  bunches  of  scarlet  ribbon,  the  ends 
of  which  streamed  over  her  naked  arms,  and  a  short  petti- 
coat of  scarlet  velvet,  ornamented  with  golden  beads  and 
spangles.  This  petticoat  reached  half-way  down  a  leg,  at 
once  trim  and  strong,  in  a  white  silk  stocking,  and  red 
buskin  with  brass  heel. 

Never  had  any  Spanish  dancer  a  more  supple,  elastic,  and 
tempting  form,  than  this  singular  girl,  who  seemed  possessed 
with  the  spirit  of  dancing  and  perpetual  motion,  for,  almost 
every  moment,  a  slight  undulation  of  head,  hips,  and 
shoulders  seemed  to  follow  the  music  of  an  invisible  orches- 
tra;  while  the  tip  of  her  right  foot,  placed  on  the  carriage 
door  in  the  most  alluring  manner,  continued  to  beat  time— 
for   the    Bacchanal    Queen    stood   proudly   erect    upon   the 

cushions. 

A  sort  of  gilt  diadem,  the  emblem  of  her  noisy  sovereignty, 
hung  with  little  bells,  adorned  her  forehead.  Her  long  hair, 
in  two  thick  braids,  was  drawn  back  from  her  rosy  cheeks, 
and  twisted  behind  her  head.  Her  left  hand  rested  on  little 
Rose-Pompon's  shoulder,  and  in  her  right  she  held  an  enor- 
mous nosegay,  which  she  waved  to  the  crowd,  accompanying 
each  salute  with  bursts  of  laughter.  , 

It  would  be  difficult  to  give  a  complete  idea  of  this  noisily 
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animated  and  fantastic  scene,  which  included  also  a  third 
carriage,  filled,  like  the  first,  with  a  pyramid  of  grotesque 
and  extravagant  masks.  Amongst  the  delighted  crowd,  one 
person  alone  contemplated  the  picture  with  deep  sorrow. 
It  was  Mother  Bunch,  who  was  still  kept,  in  spite  of  herself, 
in  the  first  rank  of  spectators. 

Separated  from  her  sister  for  a  long  time,  she  now  heheld 
her  in  all  the  pomp  of  her  singular  triumph,  in  the  midst  of 
the  cries  of  joy,  and  the  applause  of  her  companions  in 
pleasure.  Yet  the  eyes  of  the  young  semptress  grew  dim 
with  tears ;  for,  though  the  Bacchanal  Queen  seemed  to  share 
in  the  stunning  gayety  of  all  around  her — though  her  face 
was  radiant  with  smiles,  and  she  appeared  fully  to  enjoy  the 
splendors  of  her  temporary  elevation — yet  she  had  the  sincere 
pity  of  the  poor  workwoman,  almost  in  rags,  who  was  seek- 
ing, with  the  first  dawn  of  morning,  the  means  of  earning 
her  daily  bread. 

Mother  Bunch  had  forgotten  the  crowd,  to  look  only  at 
her  sister,  whom  she  tenderly  loved — only  the  more  tenderly, 
that  she  thought  her  situation  to  be  pitied.  With  her  eyes 
fixed  on  the  joyous  and  beautiful  girl,  her  pale  and  gentle 
countenance  expressed  the  most  touching  and  painful  interest. 

All  at  once,  as  the  brilliant  glance  of  the  Bacchanal  Queen 
travelled  along  the  crowd,  it  lighted  on  the  sad  features  of 
Mother  Bunch. 

"My  sister!"  exclaimed  Cephyse — such  was  the  name  of 
the  Bacchanal  Queen — "My  sister!" — and  with  one  bound, 
light  as  a  ballet-dancer,  she  sprang  from  her  movable  throne 
(  which  fortunately  just  happened  to  be  stopping),  and,  rush- 
ing up  to  the  hunchback,  embraced  her  affectionately. 

All  this  had  passed  so  rapidly,  that  the  companions  of 
the  Bacchanal  Queen,  still  stupefied  by  the  boldness  of  her 
perilous  leap,  knew  not  how  to  account  for  it ;  whilst  the 
masks  who  surrounded  Mother  Bunch  drew  back  in  surprise, 
and  the  latter,  absorbed  in  the  delight  of  embracing  her  sister, 
whose  caresses  she  returned,  did  not  even  think  of  the 
singular  contrast  between  them,  which  was  sure  to  soon 
excite  the  astonishment  and  hilarity  of  the  crowd. 

Cephyse  was  the  first  to  think  of  this,  and  wishing  to  save 
her  sister  at  least  one  humiliation,  she  turned  towards  the 
carriage,  and  said:  "Rose-Pompon,  throw  me  down  my 
cloak;  and,  Ninny  Moulin,  open  the  door  directly!" 

Having  received  the  cloak,  the  Bacchanal  Queen  hastily 


466  THE    WANDERING    JEW 

wrapped  it  round  her  sister,  before  the  latter  could  speak 
or  move.  Then,  taking  her  by  the  hand,  she  said  to  her: 
"Come !  come !" 

"I !"  cried  Mother  Bunch,  in  alarm.    "Do  not  think  of  it !" 
"I    must   speak   with   you.      I    will   get   a   private    room, 
where  we  shall  be  alone.     So  make  haste,  dear  little  sister! 
Do  not  resist  before  all  these  people — but  come !" 

The  fear  of  becoming  a  public  sight  decided  Mother  Bunch, 
who,  confused  moreover  with  the  adventure,  trembling  and 
frightened,  followed  her  sister  almost  mechanically,  and  was 
dragged  by  her  into  the  carriage,  of  which  Ninny  Moulin 
had  just  opened  the  door.  And  so,  with  the  cloak  of  the 
Bacchanal  Queen  covering  Mother  Bunch's  poor  garments 
and  deformed  figure,  the  crowd  had  nothing  to  laugh  at,  and 
only  wondered  what  this  meeting  could  mean,  while  the 
coaches  pursued  their  way  to  the  eating-house  in  the  Place 
du  Chatelet. 


CHAPTER  II. 

THE      CONTRAST. 

Some  minutes  after  the  meeting  of  Mother  Bunch  with 
the  Bacchanal  Queen,  the  two  sisters  were  alone  together  in  a 
small  room  in  the  tavern. 

"Let  me  kiss  you  again,"  said  Cephyse  to  the  young  semp- 
stress; "at  least  now  we  are  alone,  you  will  not  be  afraid?" 

In  the  effort  of  the  Bacchanal  Queen  to  Clasp  Mother 
Bunch  in  her  arms,  the  cloak  fell  from  the  form  of  the  latter. 
At  sight  of  those  miserable  garments,  which  she  had  hardly 
had  time  to  observe  on  the  Place  du  Chatelet,  in  the  midst 
of  the  crowd,  Cephyse  clasped  her  hands,  and  could  not 
repress  an  exclamation  of  painful  surprise.  Then,  approach- 
ing her  sister,  that  she  might  contemplate  her  more  closely, 
she  took  her  thin,  icy  palms  between  her  own  plump  hands, 
and  examined  for  some  minutes,  with  increasing  grief,  the 
suffering,  pale,  unhappy  creature,  ground  down  by  watching 
and  privations,  and  half -clothed  in  a  poor,  patched  cotton 
gown. 

"Oh,  sister  !  to  see  you  thus  !"  Unable  to  articulate  another 
word,  the  Bacchanal  Queen  threw  herself  on  the  other's  neck, 
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and  burst  into  tears.  Then,  in  the  midst  of  her  sobs,  she 
added:     "Pardon!  pardon!" 

"What  is  the  matter,  my  dear  Cephyse?"  said  the  young 
sewing-girl,  deeply  moved,  and  gently  disengaging  herself 
from  the  embrace  of  her  sister.  "Why  do  you  ask  my 
pardon?" 

"Why?"  resumed  Cephyse,  raising  her  countenance,  bathed 
in  tears,  and  purple  with  shame ;  "is  it  not  shameful  of  me 
to  be  dressed  in  all  this  frippery,  and  throwing  away  so 
much  money  in  follies,  while  you  are  thus  miserably  clad, 
and  in  need  of  everything — perhaps  dying  of  want,  for  I 
have  never  seen  your  poor  face  look  so  pale  and  worn." 

"Be  at  ease,  dear  sister!  I  am  not  ill.  I  was  up  rather 
late  last  night,  and  that  makes  me  a  little  pale — but  pray 
do  not  cry — it  grieves  me." 

The  Bacchanal  Queen  had  but  just  arrived,  radiant  in  the 
midst  of  the  intoxicated  crowd,  and  yet  it  was  Mother  Bunch 
who  was  now  employed  in  consoling  her ! 

An  incident  occurred,  which  made  the  contrast  still  more 
striking.  Joyous  cries  were  heard  suddenly  in  the  next 
apartment,  and  these  words  were  repeated  with  enthusiasm : 
"Long  live  the  Bacchanal  Queen !" 

Mother  Bunch  trembled,  and  her  eyes  filled  with  tears,  as 
she  saw  her  sister  with  her  face  buried  in  her  hands,  as  if 
overwhelmed  with  shame.  "Cephyse,"  she  said,  "I  entreat 
you  not  to  grieve  so.  You  will  make  me  regret  the  delight 
of  this  meeting,  which  is  indeed  happiness  to  me !  It  is  so 
long  since  I  saw  you  !     But  tell  me — what  ails  you  ?" 

"You  despise  me  perhaps — you  are  right,"  said  the  Bach- 
chanal  Queen,  drying  her  tears. 

"Despise  you?  for  what?" 

"Because  I  lead  the  life  I  do,  instead  of  having  the  courage 
to  support  misery  along  with  you." 

The  grief  of  Cephyse  was  so  heart-breaking,  that  Mother 
Bunch,  always  good  and  indulgent,  wishing  to  console  her, 
and  raise  her  a  little  in  her  own  estimation,  said  to  her 
tenderly:  "In  supporting  it  bravely  for  a  whole  year,  my 
good  Cephyse,  you  have  had  more  merit  and  courage  than  I 
should  have  in  bearing  with  it  my  whole  life." 

"Oh,  sister !  do  not  say  that." 

"In  simple  truth,"  returned  Mother  Bunch,  "to  what 
temptations  is  a  creature  like  me  exposed  ?    Do  I  not  naturally 
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seek  solitude,  even  as  you  seek  a  noisy  life  of  pleasure? 
What  wants  have  I  ?    A  very  little  suffices." 

"But  you  have  not  always  that  little?" 

"No — but,  weak  and  sickly  as  I  seem,  I  can  endure  some 
privations  better  than  you  could.  Thus  hunger  produces  in 
me  a  sort  of  numbness,  which  leaves  me  very  feeble — but 
for  you,  robust  and  full  of  life,  hunger  is  fury,  is  madness. 
Alas !  you  must  remember  how  many  times  I  have  seen  you 
suffering  from  those  painful  attacks,  when  work  failed  us 
in  our  wretched  garret,  and  we  could  not  even  earn  our  four 
francs  a  week — so  that  we  had  nothing — absolutely  nothing 
to  eat — for  our  pride  prevented  us  from  applying  to  the 
neighbors." 

"You  have  preserved  the  right  to  that  honest  pride." 

"And  you  as  well !  Did  you  not  struggle  as  much  as  a 
human  creature  could?  But  strength  fails  at  last — I  know 
you  well,  Cephyse — it  was  hunger  that  conquered  you,  and 
the  painful  necessity  of  constant  labor,  which  was  yet  insuf- 
ficient to  supply  our  common  wants." 

"But  you  could  endure  those  privations — you  endure 
them  still." 

"Can  you  compare  me  with  yourself  ?  Look,"  said  Mother 
Bunch,  taking  her  sister  by  the  hand,  and  leading  her  to  a 
mirror  placed  above  a  couch,  "look ! — Dost  think  that  God 
made  you  so  beautiful,  endowed  you  with  such  quick  and 
ardent  blood,  with  so  joyous,  animated,  grasping  a  nature 
and  with  such  taste  and  fondness  for  pleasure,  that  your 
youth  might  be  spent  in  a  freezing  garret,  hid  from  the  sun, 
nailed  constantly  to  your  chair,  clad  almost  in  rags,  and 
working  without  rest  and  without  hope  ?  No !  for  He  has 
given  us  other  wants  than  those  of  eating  and  drinking. 
.Even  in  our  humble  condition,  does  not  beauty  require  some 
little  ornament?  Does  not  youth  require  some  movement, 
pleasure,  gayety?  Do  not  all  ages  call  for  relaxation  and 
rest?  Had  you  gained  sufficient  wages  to  satisfy  hunger,  to 
have  a  day  or  so's  amusement  in  the  week,  after  working 
every  other  day  for  twelve  or  fifteen  hours,  and  to  procure 
the  neat  and  modest  dress  which  so  charming  a  face  might 
naturally  claim — you  would  never  have  asked  for  more,  I 
am  sure  of  it — you  have  told  me  as  much  a  hundred  times. 
You  have  yielded,  therefore,  to  an  irresistible  necessity, 
because  your  wants  are  greater  than  mine." 

"It  is  true,"  replied  the  Bacchanal  Queen,  with  a  pensive 
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air:  "if  I  could  but  have  gained  eighteenpence  a  day,  my 
lite  would  have  been  quite  different;  for,  in  the  beginning, 
sister,  I  felt  cruelly  humiliated  to  live  at  a  man's  expense." 

"Yes.  yes — it  was  inevitable,  my  dear  Cephyse ;  I  must 
pity,  but  cannot  blame  you.  You  did  not  choose  your 
destiny ;  but.  like  me,  you  have  submitted  to  it." 

"Poor  sister !"  said  Cephyse,  embracing  the  speaker 
tenderly:  "you  can  encourage  and  console  me  in  the  midst 
of  your  own  misfortunes,  when  I  ought  to  be  pitying  you." 

"Be  satisfied!"  said  Mother  Bunch;  "God  is  just  and 
good.  If  He  has  denied  me  many  advantages,  He  has 
uri\en  me  my  jovs,  as  you  have  yours." 

"Joys?" 

"Yes,  and  great  ones — without  which  life  would  be  too 
burdensome,  and  I  should  not  have  the  courage  to  go 
through  with  it." 

"I  understand  you,"  said  Cephyse,  with  emotion ;  "you 
still  know  how  to  devote  yourself  for  others,  and  that 
lightens  your  own  sorrows." 

"I  do  what  I  can,  but,  alas !  it  is  very  little ;  yet  when  I 
succeed,"  added  Mother  Bunch,  with  a  faint  smile,  "I  am 
as  proud  and  happy  as  a  poor  little  ant,  who,  after  a  great 
deal  of  trouble,  has  brought  a  big  straw  to  the  common 
nest.     But  do  not  let  us  talk  any  more  of  me." 

"Yes,  but  I  must,  even  at  the  risk  of  making  you  angry," 
resumed  the  Bacchanal  Queen,  timidly ;  "I  have  something 
to  propose  to  you  which  you  once  before  refused.  Jacques 
Rennepont  has  still,  I  think,  some  money  left — we  are 
spending  it  in  follies — now  and  then  giving  a  little  to  poor 
people  we  may  happen  to  meet — I  beg  of  you,  let  me  come 
to  your  assistance — I  see  in  your  poor  face,  you  cannot  con- 
ceal it  from  me,  that  you  are  wearing  yourself  out  with  toil." 

"Thanks,  my  dear  Cephyse,  I  know  your  good  heart ;  but 
I  am  not  in  want  of  anything.  The  little  I  gain  is  sufficient 
for  me." 

"You  refuse  me,"  said  the  Bacchanal  Queen,  sadly,  "be- 
cause you  know  that  my  claim  to  this  money  is  not  hon- 
orable— be  it  so — I  respect  your  scruples.  But  you  will  not 
refuse  a  service  from  Jacques ;  he  has  been  a  workman, 
like  ourselves,  and  comrades  should  help  each  other.  Accept 
it  I  beseech  you.  or  I  shall  think  you  despise  me." 

"And  I  shall  think  you  despise  me,  if  you  insist  any  more 
upon  it,  my  dear  Cephyse,"  said  Mother  Bunch,  in  a  tone. 
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at  once  so  mild  and  firm  that  the  Bacchanal  Queen  saw  that 
all  persuasion  would  be  in  vain.  She  hung  her  head  sorrow- 
fully, and  a  tear  again  trickled  down  her  cheek. 

"My  refusal  grieves  you,"  said  the  other,  taking  her  hand ; 
"I   am  truly  sorry — but  reflect — and   you  will   understand 

me." 

"You  are  right,"  said  the  Bacchanal  Queen,  bitterly,  after 
a  moment's  silence;  "you  cannot  accept  assistance  from  my 
lover — it  was  an  insult  to  propose  it  to  you.  There  are 
positions  in  life  so  humiliating,  that  they  soil  even  the  good 
one  wishes  to  do." 

"Cephyse,  I  did  not  mean  to  hurt  you — you  know  it  well." 

"Oh!  believe  me,"  replied  the  Bacchanal  Queen,  "gay 
and  giddy  as  I  am,  I  have  sometimes  moments  of  reflection, 
even  in  the  midst  of  my  maddest  joy.  Happily,  such 
moments  are  rare." 

"And  what  do  you  think  of,  then?" 

"Why,  that  the  life  I  lead  is  hardly  the  thing;  then  I 
resolve'  to  ask  Jacques  for  a  small  sum  of  money,  Just 
enough  to  subsist  on  for  a  year,  and  form  the  plan  of  joining 
you,  and  gradually  getting  to  work  again." 

"The  idea  is  a  good  one ;  why  not  act  upon  it?" 

"Because,  when  about  to  execute  this  project,  I  examined 
myself  sincerely,  and  my  courage  failed.  I  feel  that  I  could 
never  resume  the  habit  of  labor,  and  renounce  this  mode  of 
life,  sometimes  rich,  as  to-day,  sometimes  precarious,— but 
at  least  free  and  full  of  leisure,  joyous  and  without  care,  and 
at  worst  a  thousand  times  preferable  to  living  upon  four 
francs  a  week.  Not  that  interest  has  guided  me.  _  Many 
times  have  I  refused  to  exchange  a  lover,  who  had  little  or 
nothing,  for  a  rich  man,  that  I  did  not  like.  Nor  have  I 
ever  asked  anything  for  myself.  Jacques  has  spent  perhaps 
ten  thousand  francs  the  last  three  or  four  months,  yet  we 
only  occupy  two  half-furnished  rooms,  because  we  always 
live  out  of  doors,  like  the  birds:  fortunately,  when  I  first 
loved  him,  he  had  nothing  at  all,  and  I  had  just  sold  some 
jewels  that  had  been  given  me,  for  a  hundred  francs,  and 
put  this  sum  in  the  lottery.  As  mad  people  and  fools  are 
always  lucky,  I  gained  a  prize  of  four  thousand  francs. 
Jacques  was  as  gay,  and  light-headed,  and  full  of  fun  as 
myself,  so  we  said :  'We  love  each  other  very  much,  and,  as 
long  as  this  money  lasts,  we  will  keep  up  the  racket;  when 
we  have  no  more,  one  of  two  things  will  happen — either  we 
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shall  be  tired  of  one  another,  and  so  part— or  else  we  shall 
love  each  other  still,  and  then,  to  remain  together  we  shall 
try  and  get  work  again;  and,  if  we  cannot  do  so,  and  yet 
will  not  part— a  bushel  of  charcoal  will  do  our  business !' " 
^Good  heaven  !"  cried  Mother  Bunch,  turning  pale. 
"Be  satisfied!  we  have  not  come  to  that.  ^YYe  had  still 
something  left,  when  a  kind  of  agent,  who  had  paid  court  to 
me,  but  who  was  so  ugly  that  I  could  not  bear  him  for  all 
his  riches   knowing  that  I  was  living  with  Jacques  asked  me 

to But  why  should  I  trouble  you  with  all  these  details  ? 

In  one  word,  he  lent  Jacques  money,  on  some  sort  of  a 
doubt  tul  claim  he  had,  as  was  thought,  to  inherit  some 
property.  It  is  with  this  money  that  we  are  amusing  our- 
selves—as  long  as  its  lasts." 

"But  my  dear  Cephyse,  instead  of  spending  this  money 
so  foolishly,  why  not  put  it  out  to  interest,  and  marry 
Jacques,  since  you  love  him  ?" 

"Oh!  in  the  first  place,"  replied  the  Bacchanal  Queen 
laughing,  as  her  gay  and  thoughtless  character  resumed  its 
ascendancy,  "to  put  money  out  to  interest  gives  one  nc 
pleasure.  All  the  amusement  one  has  is  to  look  at  a  little 
bit  of  paper,  which  one  gets  in  exchange  for  the  nice  little 
pieces  of  gold,  with  which  one  can  purchase  a  thousand 
pleasures.  As  for  marrying,  I  certainly  like  Jacques  better 
tnan  1  ever  liked  any  one;  but  it  seems  to  me,  that  if  we 
were  married,  all  our  happiness  would  end— for  while  he  is 
only  my  lover,  he  cannot  reproach  me  with  what  has  passed 
—but,  as  my  husband,  he  would  be  sure  to  upbraid  me 
sooner  or  later,  and  if  my  conduct  deserves  blame  I  prefer 
giving  it  to  myself,  because  I  shall  do  it  more  tenderly  " 

Mad  girl  that  you  are!     But  this  money  will  not  last 
forever.     \\  hat  is  to  be  done  next?" 

'Afterwards !— Oh !  that's  all  in  the  moon.     To-morrow 
seems  to  me  as  if  it  would  not  come  for  a  hundred  years 
If  we  were  always  saying:     'We  must  die  one  day  or  the 
other— would  life  be  worth  having?" 

The  conversation  between  Cephvse  and  her  sister  was 
here  again  interrupted  by  a  terrible  uproar,  above  which 
sounded  the  sharp,  shrill  noise  of  Ninny  MouKn's  rattle 
lo  this  tumult  succeeded  a  chorus  of  barbarous  cries  in  the 
midst  of  which  were  distinguishable  these  words,  which  shook 
the  very  windows  :  'The  Queen  !  the  Bacchanal  Queen  !" 
Mother  Bunch  started  at  this  sudden  noise. 
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"It  is  only  my  court,  who  are  getting  impatient,"  said 
Cephyse — and  this  time  she  could  laugh. 

"Heavens !"  cried  the  sewing-girl,  in  alarm ;  "if  they 
were  to  come  here  in  search  of  you?" 

"No,  no — never  fear." 

"But  listen!  do  you  not  hear  those  steps?  they  are  coming 
along  the  passage — they  are  approaching.  Pray,  sister,  let 
me  go  out  alone,  without  being  seen  by  all  these  people." 

That  moment  the  door  was  opened,  and  Cephyse,  ran 
towards  it.  She  saw  in  the  passage  a  deputation  headed  by 
Ninny  Moulin,  who  was  armed  with  his  formidable  rattle, 
and  followed  by  Rose-Pompon  and  Sleepinbuff. 

"The  Bacchanal  Queen !  or  I  poison  myself  with  a  glass 
of  water ;"  cried  Ninny  Moulin. 

"The  Bacchanal  Queen !  or  I  publish  by  banns  of  marriage 
with  Ninny  Moulin !"  cried  little  Rose-Pompon,  with  a 
determined  air. 

"The  Bacchanal  Queen!  or  the  court  will  rise  in  arms, 
and  carry  her  off  by  force!"  said  another  voice. 

"Yes,  yes — let  us  carry  her  off !"  repeated  a  formidable 
chorus. 

"Jacques,  enter  alone!"  said  the  Bacchanal  Queen,  not- 
withstanding these  pressing  summonses ;  then,  addressing 
her  court  in  a  majestic  tone,  she  added :  "In  ten  minutes, 
I  shall  be  at  your  service — and  then  for  a of  a  time !" 

"Long  live  the  Bacchanal  Queen,"  cried  Dumoulin,  shak- 
ing his  rattle  as  he  retired,  followed  by  the  deputation, 
whilst  Sleepinbuff  entered  the  room  alone. 

"Jacques,"  said  Cephyse,  "this  is  my  good  sister." 

"Enchanted  to  see  you,"  said  Jacques,  cordially ;  "the 
more  so  as  you  will  give  me  some  news  of  my  friend  Agric- 
ola.  Since  I  began  to  play  the  rich  man,  we  have  not  seen 
each  other,  but  I  like  him  as  much  as  ever,  and  think  him  a 
good  and  worthy  fellow.  You  live  in  the  same  house.  How 
is  he  ?" 

"Alas,  sir !  he  and  his  family  have  had  many  misfortunes. 
He  is  in  prison." 

"In  prison!"  cried  Cephyse. 

"Agricola  in  prison !  what  for  ?"  said  Sleepinbuff. 

"For  a  trifling  political  offence.  We  had  hoped  to  get 
him  out  on  bail." 

"Certainly;  for  five  hundred  francs  it  could  be  done," 
said  Sleepinbuff. 
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"Unfortunately,  we  have  not  been  able ;  the  person  upon 
whom  we  relied " 

The  Bacchanal  Queen  interrupted  the  speaker  by  saying 
to  her  lover:  "Do  you  hear,  Jacques?  Agricola  in  prison, 
for  want  of  five  hundred  francs !" 

"To  be  sure !  I  hear  and  understand  all  about  it.  No 
need  of  your  winking.  Poor  fellow !  he  was  the  support  of 
his  mother." 

"Alas !  yes,  sir — and  it  is  the  more  distressing,  as  his  father 
has  but  just  returned  from  Russia,  and  his  mother " 

"Here,"  said  Sleepinbuff,  interrupting,  and  giving  Mother 
Bunch  a  purse ;  "take  this — all  the  expenses  here  have  been 
paid  beforehand — this  is  what  remains  of  my  last  bag. 
You  will  find  here  some  twenty-five  or  thirty  Napoleons, 
and  I  cannot  make  a  better  use  of  them  than  to  serve  a 
comrade  in  distress.  Give  them  to  Agricola's  father ;  he 
will  take  the  necessary  steps,  and  to-morrow  Agricola  will 
be  at  his  forge,  where  I  had  much  rather  he  should  be  than 
myself." 

"Jacques,  give  me  a  kiss !"  said  the  Bacchanal  Queen. 

"Now,  and  afterwards,  and  again  and  again !"  said  Jacques, 
joyously  embracing  the  queen. 

Mother  Bunch  hesitated  for  a  moment ;  but  reflecting  that, 
after  all,  this  sum  of  money,  which  was  about  to  be  spent  in 
follies,  would  restore  life  and  happiness  to  the  family  of 
Agricola,  and  that  hereafter  these  very  five  hundred  francs, 
when  returned  to  Jacques,  might  be  of  the  greatest  use  to 
him,  she  resolved  to  accept  this  offer.  She  took  the  purse, 
and,  with  tearful  eyes,  said  to  him :  "I  will  not  refuse  your 
kindness,  M.  Jacques;  you  are  so  good  and  generous,  Agric- 
ola*s  father  will  thus  at  least  have  one  consolation,  in  the 
midst  of  heavy  sorrows.     Thanks!  many  thanks!" 

"There  is  no  need  to  thank  me ;  money  was  made  for 
others  as  well  as  ourselves." 

Here,  without,  the  noise  recommenced  more  furiously  than 
ever,  and  Ninny  Moulin's  rattle  sent  forth  the  most  doleful 
sounds. 

"Cephyse,"  said  Sleepinbuff,  "they  will  break  everything 
to  pieces,  if  you  do  not  return  to  them,  and  I  have  nothing 
left  to  pay  for  the  damage.  Excuse  us,"  added  he,  laughing, 
'"l-ut  you  see  that  royalty  has  its  duties." 

Cephyse,  deeply  moved,  extended  her  arms  to  Mother 
Bunch,  who  threw  herself  into  them,  shedding  sweet  tears. 
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"And  now,"  said  she,  to  her  sister,  "when  shall  I  see  you 
again  ?" 

"Soon — though  nothing  grieves  me  more  than  to  see  you 
in  want,  out  of  which  I  am  not  allowed  to  help  you." 

"You  will  come,  then,  to  see  me?     It  is  a  promise?" 

"I  promise  you  in  her  name,"  said  Jacques;  "we  will  pay 
a  visit  to  you  and  your  neighbor  Agricola." 

"Return  to  the  company,  Cephyse,  and  amuse  yourself 
with  a  light  heart,  for  M.  Jacques  has  made  a  whole  family 
happy." 

So  saying,  and  after  Sleepinbuff  had  ascertained  that  she 
could  go  down  without  being  seen  by  his  noisy  and  joyous 
companions,  Mother  Bunch  quietly  withdrew,  eager  to  carry 
one  piece  of  good  news  at  least  to  Dagobert ;  but  intending, 
first  of  all,  to  go  to  the  Rue  de  Babylone,  to  the  garden-house 
formerly  occupied  by  Adrienne  de  Cardoville.  We  shall 
explain  hereafter  the  cause  of  this  determination. 

As  the  girl  quitted  the  eating-house,  three  men  plainly  and 
comfortably  dressed,  were  watching  before  it,  and  talking 
in  a  low  voice.  Soon  after,  they  were  joined  by  a  fourth 
person,  who  rapidly  descended  the  stairs  of  the  tavern 

"Well  ?"  said  the  three  first,  with  anxiety. 

"He  is  there." 

"Are  you  sure  of  it  ?" 

"Are  there  two  Sleepers-in-buff  on  earth?"  replied  the 
other.  "I  have  just  seen  him ;  he  is  togged  out  like  one  of 
the  swell  mob.  They  will  be  at  table  for  three  hours  at 
least." 

"Then  wait  for  me,  you  others.  Keep  as  quiet  as  pos- 
sible. I  will  go  and  fetch  the  captain,  and  the  game  is 
bagged."  So  saying,  one  of  the  three  men  walked  off  quickly, 
and  disappeared  in  a  street  leading  from  the  square. 

>K  j(;  %  %  =fc  *  * 

At  this  same  instant  the  Bacchanal  Queen  entered  the 
banqueting-room,  accompanied  by  Jacques,  and  was  received 
with  the  most  frenzied  acclamations  from  all  sides. 

"Now  then,"  cried  Cephyse,  with  a  sort  of  feverish  ex- 
citement, as  if  she  wished  to  stun  herself ;  "now  then,  friends 
— noise  and  tumult,  hurricane  and  tempest,  thunder  and 
earthquake — as  much  as  you  please!"  Then,  holding  out 
her  glass  to  Ninny  Moulin,  she  added :  "Pour  out !  pour  out  !w 

"Long  live  the  Queen !"  cried  they  all,  with  one  voice. 
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CHAPTER  III. 

THE  CAROUSE. 

The  Bacchanal  Queen,  having  Sleepinbuff  and  Rose- 
Pompon  opposite  her,  and  Ninny  Moulin  on  her  right  hand, 
presided  at  the  repast,  called  a  reveille-matin  (wake-morn- 
ing), generously  offered  by  Jacques  to  his  companions  in 
pleasure. 

Both  young  men  and  girls  seemed  to  have  forgotten  the 
fatigues  of  a  ball,  begun  at  eleven  o'clock  in  the  evening, 
and  finished  at  six  in  the  morning ;  and  all  these  couples, 
joyous  as  they  were  amorous  and  indefatigable,  laughed, 
ate,  and  drank,  with  youthful  and  Pantagruelian  ardor,  so 
that,  during  the  first  part  of  the  feast,  there  was  less  chatter 
than  clatter  of  plates  and  glasses. 

The  Bacchanal  Queen's  countenance  was  less  gay,  but 
much  more  animated  than  usual;  her  flushed  . cheeks  and 
sparkling  eyes  announced  a  feverish  excitement ;  she  wished 
to  drown  reflection,  cost  what  it  might.  Her  conversation 
with  her  sister  often  recurred  to  her,  and  she  tried  to  escape 
from  such  sad  remembrances. 

Jacques  regarded  Cephyse  from  time  to  time  with  pas- 
sionate adoration ;  for,  thanks  to  the  singular  conformity  of 
character,  mind,  and  taste  between  him  and  the  Bacchanal 
Queen,  their  attachment  had  deeper  and  stronger  roots  than 
generally  belong  to  ephemeral  connections  founded  upon 
pleasure.  Cephyse  and  Jacques  were  themselves  not  aware 
of  all  the  power  of  a  passion  which  till  now  had  been  sur- 
rounded only  by  joys  and  festivities,  and  not  yet  been  tried 
by  any  untoward  event. 

Little  Rose-Pompon,  left  a  widow  a  few  days  before  by  a 
student,  who,  in  order  to  end  the  carnival  in  style,  had  gone 
into  the  country  to  raise  supplies  from  his  family,  under 
one  of  those  fabulous  pretences  which  tradition  carefully 
preserves  in  colleges  of  law  and  medicine — Rose-Pompon, 
we  repeat,  an  example  of  rare  fidelity,  determined  not  to 
compromise  herself,  had  taken  for  a  chaperon  the  inoffensive 
Ninny  Moulin. 

This  latter,  having  doffed  his  helmet,  exhibited  a  bald 
head,  encircled  by  a  border  of  black,  curling  hair,  pretty 
long  at  the  back  of  the  head.  By  a  remarkable  Bacchio 
phenomenon,  in  proportion  as  intoxication  gained  upon  him, 
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a  sort  of  zone,  as  purple  as  his  jovial  face,  crept  by  degrees 
over  his  brow,  till  it  obscured  even  the  shinning  whiteness 
of  his  crown.  Rose-Pompon,  who  knew  the  meaning  of 
this  symptom,  pointed  it  out  to  the  company,  and  exclaimed 
with  a  loud  burst  of  laughter :  "Take  care,  Ninny  Moulin ! 
the  tide  of  the  wine  is  coming  in." 

"When  it  rises  above  his  head  he  will  be  drowned,"  added 
the  Bacchanal  Queen. 

"Oh,  Queen !  don't  disturb  me ;  I  am  meditating,  answered 
Dumoulin,  who  wa?  getting  tipsy.  He  held  in  his  hand, 
in  the  fashion  of  an  antique  goblet,  a  punch-bowl  filled  with 
wine,  for  he  despised  the  ordinary  glasses,  because  of  their 
small  size. 

"Meditating,"  echoed  Rose-Pompon,  "Ninny  Moulin  is 
meditating.     Be  attentive !" 

"He  is  meditating;  he  must  be  ill  then !" 

"What  is  he  meditating?  an  illegal  dance?" 

"A  forbidden  Anacreontic  attitude?" 

"Yes,  I  am  meditating,"  returned  Dumoulin,  gravely ;  "I 
am  meditating  upon  wine,  generally  and  in  particular — wine, 
of  which  the  immortal  Bossuet" — Dumoulin  had  the  very 
bad  habit  of  quoting  Bossuet  when  he  was  drunk — "of 
which  the  immortal  Bossuet  says  (and  he  was  a  judge  of 
good  liquor)  :  Tn  wine  is  courage,  strength,  joy,  and  spirit- 
ual fervor' — when  one  has  any  brains,"  added  Ninny  Moulin, 
by  way  of  parenthesis. 

"Oh,  my!  how  I  adore  your  Bossuet!"  said  Rose-Pompon. 

"As  for  my  particular  meditation,  it  concerns  the  question, 
whether  the  wine  at  the  marriage  of  Cana  was  red  or  white. 
Sometimes  I  incline  to  one  side,  sometimes  to  the  other — 
and  sometimes  to  both  at  once." 

"That  is  going  to  the  bottom  of  the  question,"  said 
Sleepinbuff. 

"And,  above  all,  to  the  bottom  of  the  bottles,"  added  the 
Bacchanal  Queen. 

"As  your  majesty  is  pleased  to  observe;  and  already,  by 
dint  of  reflection  and  research,  I  have  made  a  great  discov- 
ery— namely,  that,  if  the  wine  at  the  marriage  of  Cana  was 
red " 

"It  couldn't  'a'  been  white,"  said  Rose-Pompon,  judi- 
ciously. 

"And  if  I  had  arrived  at  the  conviction  that  it  was  neither 
white  nor  red  ?"  asked  Dumoulin,  with  a  magisterial  air. 
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"That  could  only  be  when  you  had  drunk  till  all  was  blue" 
rved  Sleepinbuff. 

"The  partner  of  the  Queen  says  well.  One  may  he  too 
athirst  for  science  ;  but  never  mind  !  From  all  my  studies 
on  this  question,  to  which  I  have  devoted  my  life — I  shall 
await  the  end  of  my  respectable  career  with  the  sense  of 
having  emptied  tuns  with  a  historical — theological — and 
archae<  >1<  >gical  tone !" 

It  is  impossible  to  descrihe  the  jovial  grimace  and  tone 
with  which  Dumoulin  pronounced  and  accentuated  these 
last  words,  which  provoked  a  general  laugh. 

"Archieolopically?"  said  Rose-Pompon.  "What  sawnee 
is  that  ?     Has  he  a  tail?  does  he  live  in  the  water?" 

"Never  mind,'*  ohserved  the  Bacchanal  Queen;  "these  are 
words  of  wise  men  and  conjurers;  they  are  like  horsehair 
bustles — they  serve  for  filling  out — that's  all.  I  like  better 
to  drink  ;  so  fill  the  glasses.  Ninny  Moulin ;  some  champagne, 
Rose-Pompon ;  here's  to  the  health  of  your  Philemon  and 
his  speedy  return  !" 

"And  to  the  success  of  his  plant  upon  his  stupid  and  stingy 
family!"  added  Rose-Pompon. 

The  toast  was  received  with  unanimous  applause. 

"'With  the  permission  of  her  majesty  and  her  court,"  said 
Dumoulin.  "I  propose  a  toast  to  the  success  of  a  project 
which  greatly  interests  me,  and  has  some  resemblance  to 
Philemon's  jockeving.  I  fancy  that  the  toast  will  bring  me 
luck." 

"Let's  have  it,  by  all  means!" 

"Well,  then — success  to  my  marriage!"  said  Dumoulin, 
rising. 

These  words  provoked  an  explosion  of  shouts,  applause, 
and  laughter.  Ninny  Moulin  shouted,  applauded,  laughed 
even  louder  than  the  rest,  opening  wide  his  enormous  mouth, 
and  adding  to  the  stunning  noise  the  harsh  springing  of  his 
rattle,  which  he  had  taken  up  from  under  his  chair. 

When  the  storm  had  somewhat  subsided,  the  Bacchanal 
Queen  rose  and  said:  "I  drink  to  the  health  of  the  future 
Madame  Ninny  Moulin." 

"Oh,  Queen !  your  courtesy  touches  me  so  sensibly  that 
I  must  allow  you  to  read  in  the  depths  of  my  heart  the 
name  of  my  future  spouse."  exclaimed  Dumoulin.  "She  is 
called  Madame  Honoree-Modeste-Messaline-Angele  de  la 
Sainte-Colombe,  widow." 
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"Bravo!  bravo!" 

"She  is  sixty  years  old,  and  has  more  thousands  of  f  rancs- 
a-year  than  she  has  hair  in  her  gray  moustache  or  wrinkles 
on  her  face;  she  is  so  superbly  fat  that  one  of  her  gowns 
would  serve  as  a  tent  for  this  honorable  company.  I  hope 
to  present  my  future  spouse  to  you  on  Shrove-Tuesday,  in 
the  costume  of  a  shepherdess  that  has  just  devoured  her 
flock.  Some  of  them  wish  to  convert  her — but  I  have  under- 
taken to  divert  her,  which  she  will  like  better.  You  must 
help  me  to  plunge  her  headlong  into  all  sorts  of  skylarking 
jollity."  M 

"We  will  plunge  her  into  anything  you  please. 
"She  shall  dance  like  sixty!"   said  Rose-Pompon,  hum- 
ming a  popular  tune. 

"She  will  overawe  the  police." 

"We  can  say  to  them:  'Respect  this  lady;  your  mother 
will  perhaps  be  as  old  some  day !' 

Suddenly,  the  Bacchanal  Queen  rose;  her  countenance 
wore  a  singular  expression  of  bitter  and  sardonic  delight. 
In  one  hand  she  held  a  glass  full  to  the  brim.  "I  hear  the 
Cholera  is  approaching  in  his  seven-league  boots,"  she  cried. 
"I  drink  luck  to  the  Cholera !"  And  she  emptied  the  bumper. 
Notwithstanding  the  general  gayety,  these  words  made  a 
gloomy  impression;  a  sort  of  electric  shudder  ran  through 
the  assemblage,  and  nearly  every  countenance  became  sud- 
denly serious. 

"Oh,  Cephyse !"  said  Jacques,  in  a  tone  of  reproach. 
"Luck  to  the  Cholera,"   repeated  the  Queen,    fearlessly. 
"Let  him  spare  those  who  wish  to  live,  and  kill  together 
those  who  dread  to  part !  . 

Jacques  and  Cephyse  exchanged  a  rapid  glance,  unnoticed 
by  their  joyous  companions,  and  for  some  time  the  Bac- 
chanal Queen  remained  silent  and  thoughtful. 

"If  you  put  it  that  way,  it  is  different,"  cried  Rose-Pom- 
pon, boldly.  "To  the  Cholera !  may  none  but  good  fellows 
be  left  on  earth !" 

In  spite  of  this  variation,  the  impression  was  still  pain- 
fully impressive.  Dumoulin,  wishing  to  cut  short  this 
bloomy  subject,  exclaimed:  "Devil  take  the  dead,  and  long 
five  the  living !  And,  talking  of  chaps  who  both  live  and 
live  well  I  ask  you  to  drink  a  health  most  dear  to  our  joy- 
ous quee'n,  the  health  of  our  Amphitryon.  Unfortunately,  I 
do  no*  know  his  respectable  name,  having  only  had  the  ad- 
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vantage  of  making  his  acquaintance  this  night :  he  will 
excuse  me,  then,  if  I  confine  myself  to  proposing  the  health 
of  SleepinbutT — a  name  by  no  means  offensive  to  my  mod- 
,  as  Adam  never  slept  in  any  other  manner.  I  drink  to 
SleepinbutT." 

"Thanks,  old  son !"  said  Jacques,  gayly ;  "were  I  to  for- 
get your  name,  I  should  call  you  'Have-a-sip?'  and  I  am 
sure  that  you  would  answer :  'I  will.'  " 

"1  will  directly!"  said  Dumoulin,  making  the  military 
salute  with  one  hand,  and  holding  out  the  bowl  with  the 
other. 

*'As  we  have  drunk  together,"  resumed  Sleepinbuff,  cor- 
dially, "we  ought  to  know  each  other  thoroughly.  I  am 
Jacques  Rennepont?" 

"Rennepont !"  cried  Dumoulin,  who  appeared  struck  by 
the  name,  in  spite  of  his  half-drunkenness;  "you  are  Ren- 
nepont ?" 

"Rennepont  in  the  fullest  sense  of  the  word.  Does  that 
astonish  you?" 

"There  is  a  very  ancient  family  of  that  name — the  Counts 
of  Rennepont." 

"The  deuce  there  is !"  said  the  other,  laughing. 

"The  Counts  of  Rennepont  are  also  Dukes  of  Cardoville," 
added  Dumoulin. 

"Now,  come,  old  fellow !  do  I  look  as  if  I  belonged  to  such 
a  family? — I,  a  workman  out  for  a  spree?" 

"You  a  workman?  why,  we  are  getting  into  the  Arabian 
Nights!"  cried  Dumoulin,  more  and  more  surprised.  "You 
give  us  a  Belshazzar's  banquet,  with  accompaniment  of 
carriages  and  four,  and  yet  are  a  workman?  Only  tell  me 
your  trade,  and  I  will  join  you,  leaving  the  Vine  of  the 
Divine  to  take  care  of  itself." 

"Come,  I  say !  don't  think  that  I  am  a  printer  of  flimsies, 
and  a  smasher  !"  replied  Jacques,  laughing. 

"Oh,  comrade !  no  such  suspicion " 

"It  would  be  excusable,  seeing  the  rigs  I  run.  But  I'll 
make  you  easy  on  that  point.  I  am  spending  an  inherit- 
ance." 

"Eating  and  drinking  an  uncle,  no  doubt  ?"  said  Dumoulin, 
benevolently. 

"Faith,  I  don't  know." 

"What !  you  don't  know  whom  you  are  eating  and  drink- 
ing?" 
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"Why,  you  see,  in  the  first  place,  my  father  was  a  bone- 
grubber." 

"The  devil  he  was !"  said  Dumoulin,  somewhat  out  of 
countenance,  though  in  general  not  over-scrupulous  in  the 
choice  of  his  bottle-companions :  but,  after  the  first  surprise, 
he  resumed,  with  the  most  charming  amenity:  "There  are 
some  rag-pickers  very  high  by  scent — I  mean  descent !" 

"To  be  sure !  you  may  think  to  laugh  at  me,"  said  Jacques, 
"but  you  are  right  in  this  respect,  for  my  father  was  a  man 
of  very  great  merit.  He  spoke  Greek  and  Latin  like  a 
scholar,  and  often  told  me  that  he  had  not  his  equal  in 
mathematics ;  besides,  he  had  travelled  a  good  deal." 

"Well,  then,"  resumed  Dumoulin,  whom  surprise  had 
partly  sobered,  "you  may  belong  to  the  family  of  the  Counts 
of  Rennepont,  after  all." 

"In  which  case,"  said  Rose-Pompon,  laughing,  "your 
father  was  not  a  gutter-snipe  by  trade,  but  only  for  the 
honor  of  the  thing." 

"No,  no — worse  luck !  it  was  to  earn  his  living,"  replied 
Jacques ;  "but,  in  his  youth,  he  had  been  well  off.  By  what 
appeared,  or  rather  by  what  did  not  appear,  he  had  applied 
to  some  rich  relation,  and  the  rich  relation  had  said  to  him: 
'Much  obliged !  try  the  work'us.'  Then  he  wished  to  make 
use  of  his  Greek,  and  Latin,  and  mathematics.  Impossible 
to  do  anything — Paris,  it  seems,  being  choke-full  of  learned 
men — so  my  father  had  to  look  for  his  bread  at  the  end  of  a 
hooked  stick,  and  there,  too,  he  must  have  found  it,  for  I  ate 
of  it  during  two  years,  when  I  came  to  live  with  him  after 
the  death  of  an  aunt,  with  whom  I  had  been  staying  in  the 
country." 

"Your  respectable  father  must  have  been  a  sort  of  philoso- 
pher," said  Dumoulin ;  "but,  unless  he  found  an  inheritance 
in  a  dustbin,  I  don't  see  how  you  came  into  your  property." 

"Wait  for  the  end  of  the  song.  At  twelve  years  of  age  I 
was  an  apprentice  at  the  factory  of  M.  Tripeaud ;  two  years 
afterwards,  my  father  died  of  an  accident,  leaving  me  the 
furniture  of  our  garret — a  mattress,  a  chair,  and  a  table — 
and,  moreover,  in  an  old  Eau  de  Cologne  box,  some  papers 
(written,  it  seems,  in  English),  and  a  bronze  medal,  worth 
about  ten  sous,  chain  and  all.  He  had  never  spoken  to  me 
of  these  papers,  so,  not  knowing  if  they  were  good  for  any- 
thing, I  left  them  at  the  bottom  of  an  old  trunk,  instead  of 


THE   WANDERING   JEW  481 

burning  them — which  was  well  for  me,  since  it  is  upon  these 
papers  that  I  have  had  money  advanced." 

"What  a  godsend!"  said  Uumoulin.  "But  somebody  must 
have  known  that  von  had  them?" 

"Yes;  one  of  those  people  that  are  always  looking  out  for 
old  debts  came  to  Cephyse,  who  told  me  all  about  it ;  and, 
after  he  had  read  the  papers,  he  said  that  the  affair  was 
doubtful,  but  that  he  would  lend  me  ten  thousand  francs  on 
it,  if  I  liked.  Ten  thousand  francs  was  a  large  sum,  so  I 
snapped  him  up!" 

"But  you  must  have  supposed  that  these  old  papers  were 
of  great  value." 

"Faith,  no!  since  my  father,  who  ought  to  have  known 
their  value,  had  never  realized  on  them — and  then,  you  see, 
ten  thousand  francs  in  good,  bright  coin,  falling  as  it  were 
from  the  clouds,  are  not  to  be  sneezed  at — so  I  took  them — 
only  the  man  made  me  do  a  bit  of  stiff  as  guarantee,  or  some- 
thing of  that  kind." 

"Did  you  sign  it?" 

"Of  course — what  did  I  care  about  it?  The  man  told  me 
it  was  only  a  matter  of  form.  He  spoke  the  truth,  for  the 
bill  fell  due  a  fortnight  ago,  and  I  have  heard  nothing  of  it. 
I  have  still  about  a  thousand  francs  in  his  hands,  for  I  have 
taken  him  for  my  banker.  And  that's  the  way,  old'pal,  that 
I  'in  able  to  flourish  and  be  jolly  all  day  long,  as  pleased  as 
Punch  to  have  left  my  old  grinder  of  a  master,  M.  Tripeaud." 

As  he  pronounced  this  name,  the  joyous  countenance  of 
Jacques  became  suddenly  overcast.  Cephyse,  no  longer 
under  the  influence  of  the  painful  impression  she  had  felt  for 
a  moment,  looked  uneasily  at  Jacques,  for  she  knew  the 
irritation  which  the  name  of  M.  Tripeaud  produced  within 
him. 

"M.  Tripeaud."  resumed  Sleepinbuff,  "is  one  that  would 
make  the  good  bad,  and  the  bad  worse.  They  say  that  a 
good  rider  makes  a  good  horse ;  they  ought  to  say  that  a  good 
master  makes  a  good  workman.  Zounds!  when  I  think  of 
that  fellow !"  cried  Sleepinbuff,  striking  his  hand  violently 
"ii  the  table. 

"Come,  Jacques — think  of  something  else!"  said  the  Bac- 
chanal Queen.     "Make  him  laugh,  Rose-Pompon." 

"I  am  not  in  a  humor  to  laugh,"  replied  Jacques,  abruptly, 
for  he  was  getting  excited  from  the  effects  of  the  wine;  "it 
is  more  than  I  can  bear  to  think  of  that  man.     It  exasper- 
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ates  me !  it  drives  me  mad !  You  should  have  heard  him 
saying:  'Beggarly  workmen!  rascally  workmen  !  they  grumble 
that  they  have  no  food  in  their  bellies ;  well,  then,  we'll  give 
them  bayonets  to  stop  their  hunger.'*  And  there's  the  chil- 
dren in  his  factory — you  should  see  them,  poor  little  crea- 
tures ! — working  as  long  as  the  men — wasting  away,  and 
dying  by  the  dozen — what  odds?  as  soon  as  they  were  dead 
plenty  of  others  came  to  take  their  places — not  like  horses, 
which  can  only  be  replaced  with  money." 

"Well,  it  is  clear,  that  you  do  not  like  your  old  master," 
said  Dumoulin,  more  and  more  surprised  at  his  Amphitry- 
on's gloomy  and  thoughtful  air,  and,  regretting  that  the 
conversation  had  taken  this  serious  turn,  he  whispered  a 
few  words  in  the  ear  of  the  Bacchanal  Queen,  who  answered 
by  a  sign  of  intelligence. 

"I  don't  like  M.  Tripeaud !"  exclaimed  Jacques.  "I  hate 
him — and  shall  I  tell  you  why?  Because  it  is  as  much  his 
fault  as  mine,  that  I  have  become  a  good-for-nothing  loafer. 
I  don't  say  it  to  screen  myself  ;  but  it  is  the  truth.  When 
I  was  'prenticed  to  him  as  a  lad,  I  was  all  heart  and  ardor, 
and  so  bent  upon  work,  that  I  used  to  take  my  shirt  off  to 
my  task,  which,  by  the  way,  was  the  reason  that  I  was  first 
called  Sleepinbuff.  Well !  I  might  have  toiled  myself  to 
death ;  not  one  word  of  encouragement  did  I  receive.  I 
came  first  to  my  work,  and  was  the  last  to  leave  off ;  what 
matter?  it  was  not  even  noticed.  One  day,  I  was  injured 
by  the  machinery.  I  was  taken  to  the  hospital.  When  I 
came  out,  weak  as  I  was,  I  went  straight  to  my  work ;  I  was 
not  to  be  frightened ;  the  others,  who  knew  their  master 
well,  would  often  say  to  me :  'Wrhat  a  muff  you  must  be, 
little  one !  What  good  will  you  get  by  working  so  hard  ?' 
■ — still  I  went  on.  But,  one  day,  a  worthy  old  man,  called 
Father  Arsene,  who  had  worked  in  the  house  many  years, 
and  was  a  model  of  good  conduct,  was  suddenly  turned 
away,  because  he  was  getting  too  feeble.  It  was  a  death- 
blow to  him;  his  wife  was  infirm,  and,  at  his  age,  he  could 
not  get  another  place.  When  the  foreman  told  him  he  was 
dismissed,  he  could  not  believe  it,  and  he  began  to  cry  for 
grief.  At  that  moment,  M.  Tripeaud  passes;  Father  Arsene 
begs   him   with  clasped   hands   to   keep   him  at   half-wages. 


*  These   atrocious   words   were   actually   spoken  during  the  Lyons 
Riots. 
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What!'  says  M.  Tripeaud,  shrugging  his  shoulders;  'da 
you  think  that  I  will  turn  my  factory  into  a  house  of  inva- 
lids? You  are  no  longer  able  to  work — so  be  off!'  'But  I 
have  worked  forty  years  of  my  life ;  what  is  to  become  of 
me?'  cried  poor  Father  Arsene.  'That  is  not  my  business,' 
answered  M.  Tripeaud ;  and,  addressing  his  clerk,  he  added: 
'Pay  what  is  due  for  the  week,  and  let  him  cut  his  stick.' 
Father  Arsene  did  cut  his  stick ;  that  evening,  he  and  his 
old  wife  suffocated  themselves  with  charcoal.  Now,  you  see, 
I  was  then  a  lad ;  but  that  story  of  Father  Arsene  taught 
me,  that,  however  hard  you  might  work,  it  would  only  profit 
your  master,  who  would  not  even  thank  you  for  it,  and 
leave  you  to  die  on  the  flags  in  your  old  age.  So  all  my 
fire  was  damped,  and  I  said  to  myself :  'What's  the  use  of 
doing  more  than  I  just  need?  If  I  gain  heaps  of  gold  for 
M.  Tripeaud,  shall  I  get  an  atom  of  it?'  Therefore,  finding 
neither  pride  nor  profit  in  my  work,  I  took  a  disgust  for  it — 
just  did  barely  enough  to  earn  my  wages — became  an  idler 
and  a  rake — and  said  to  myself :  'When  I  get  too  tired  of 
labor,  I  can  always  follow  the  example  of  Father  Arsene  and 
his  wife.'  " 

Whilst  Jacques  resigned  himself  to  the  current  of  these 
bitter  thoughts,  the  other  guests,  incited  by  the  expressive 
pantomime  of  Dumoulin  and  the  Bacchanal  Queen,  had 
tacitly  agreed  together ;  and,  on  a  signal  from  the  Queen, 
who  leaped  upon  the  table,  and  threw  down  the  bottles  and 
glasses  with  her  foot,  all  rose  and  shouted,  with  the  ac- 
companiment of  Ninny  Moulin's  rattle  "The  storm  blown 
Tulip!  the  quadrille  of  the  Storm-blown  Tulip!" 

At  these  joyous  cries,  which  burst  suddenly,  like  shell, 
Jacques  started  ;  then  gazing  with  astonishment  at  his  guests, 
he  drew  his  hand  across  his  brow,  as  if  to  chase  away  the 
pain  fa-  ideas  that  oppressed  him,  and  exclaimed :  "You  are 
right.     Forward  the  first  couple !     Let  us  be  merry !" 

In  a  moment,  the  table,  lifted  by  vigorous  arms,  was  re- 
moved to  the  extremity  of  the  banqueting-room  :  the  spec- 
tators, mounted  upon  chairs,  benches,  and  window-ledges, 
began  to  sing  in  chorus  the  well-known  air  of  les  Etudiants, 
so  as  to  serve  instead  of  orchestra,  and  accompany  the 
quadrille  formed  by  Sleepinbuff,  the  Queen,  Ninny  Moulin, 
and  Rose-Pompon. 

Dumoulin,  having  entrusted  his  rattle  to  one  of  the  guests, 
resumed  his  extravagant  Roman  helmet  and  plume:  he  had 
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taken  off  his  great-coat  at  the  commencement  of  the  feast, 
so  that  he  now  appeared  in  all  the  splendor  of  his  costume. 
His  cuirass  of  bright  scales  ended  in  a  tunic  of  feathers,  not 
unlike  those  worn  by  the  savages,  who  form  the  oxen's 
escort  on  Mardi  Gras.  Ninny  Moulin  had  a  huge  paunch 
and  thin  legs,  so  that  the  latter  moved  about  at  pleasure  in 
the  gaping  mouths  of  his  large  top  boots. 

Little  Rose-Pompon,  with  her  pinched-up  cocked-hat  stuck 
on  one  side,  her  hands  in  the  pockets  of  her  trousers,  her 
bust  a  little  inclined  forward,  and  undulating  from  right  to 
left,  advanced  to  meet  Ninny-Moulin ;  the  latter  danced,  or 
rather  leaped  towards  her,  his  left  leg  bent  under  him,  his 
right  leg  stretched  forward,  with  the  toe  raised,  and  the 
heel  gliding  on  the  floor ;  moreover,  he  struck  his  neck  with 
his  left  hand,  and  by  a  simultaneous  movement,  stretched 
forth  his  right,  as  if  he  would  have  thrown  dust  in  the  eyes 
of  his  opposite  partner. 

This  first  figure  met  with  great  success,  and  the  applause 
was  vociferous,  though  it  was  only  the  innocent  prelude 
to  the  step  of  the  Storm-blown  Tulip — when  suddenly  the 
doer  opened,  and  one  of  the  waiters,  after  looking  about 
for  an  instant,  in  search  of  Sleepinbuff,  ran  to  him,  and 
whispered  some  words  in  his  ear. 

"Ale!"  cried  Jacques,  laughing;  "here's  a  go!" 

The  waiter  added  a  few  more  words,  when  Sleepinbuff's 
face  assumed  an  expression  of  uneasiness,  as  he  answered. 
"Very  well !  I  come  directly," — and  he  made  a  step  towards 
the  door. 

"What's  the  matter,  Jacques  ?"  asked  the  Bacchanal  Queen, 
in  some  surprise. 

"I'll  be  back  immediately.  Some  one  take  my  place.  Go 
on  with  the  dance,"  said  Sleepinbuff,  as  he  hastily  left  the 
room. 

"Something,  that  was  not  put  down  in  the  bill,"  said 
Dumoulin ;  "he  will  soon  be  back." 

"That's    it,"    said    Cephyse.     "Now   cavalier   suel!"    she 
"added,  as  she  took  Jacques's  place,  and  the  dance  continued. 
Ninny  Moulin  had  just  taken  hold  of  Rose  Pompon  with 
his  right  hand,  and  of  the  Queen  with  his  left,  in  order  to  ad- 
vance between  the  two,  in  which  figure  he  showed  off  lus 
"Riffoonery  to  the  utmost  extent,  when  the  door  again  opened, 
and  the  same  waiter,  who  had  called  out  Jacques,  approached 
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Cephyse  with  an  air  of  consternation,  and  whispered  in  her 
ear.  as  he  had  before  done  to  SleepinhutT. 

The  Bacchanal  Queen  grew  pale,  uttered  a  piercing  scream, 
and  rushed  out  of  the  room  without  a  word,  leaving  her 
guests  in  stupefaction. 


CHAPTER  IV. 

THE    FAREWELL 


The  Bacchanal  Queen,  following  the  waiter,  arrived  at 
the  bottom  of  the  staircase.  A  coach  was  standing  before 
the  door  of  the  house.  In  it  she  saw  Sleepinbuff,  with  one 
of  the  men  who,  two  hours  before,  had  been  waiting  on  the 
Place  du  Chatelet. 

On  the  arrival  of  Cephyse,  the  man  got  down,  and  said  ti  > 
Jacques,  as  he  drew  out  his  watch :  "I  give  you  a  quarter  of 
an  hour ;  it  is  all  that  I  can  do  for  you,  my  good  fellow ; 
after  that  we  must  start.  Do  not  try  to  escape,  for  we'll  be 
watching  at  the  coach  doors." 

With  one  spring,  Cephyse  was  in  the  coach.  Too  much 
overcome  to  speak  before,  she  now  exclaimed,  as  she  took 
her  seat  by  Jacques,  and  remarked  the  paleness  of  his  coun- 
tenance:   "What  is  it?     What  do  the}'  want  with  you?" 

"I  am  arrested  for  debt,"  said  Jacques,  in  a  mournful 
voice. 

"You!"  exclaimed  Cephyse.  with  a  heart-rending  sob. 

"Yes.    for   that   bill,    or   guarantee,    they   made   me   sign 
And  yet  the  man  said  it  was  only  a  form — the  rascal !" 

"But  you  have  money  in  his  hands;  let  him  take  that  on 
account." 

"I  have  not  a  copper:  he  sends  me  word  by  the  bailiff,  that 
having  paid  the  bill,  I  shall  not  have  the  last  thousand 
francs  " 

"Then  let  us  go  to  him,  and  entreat  him  to  leave  you  at 
liberty.  It  was  he  who  came  to  propose  to  lend  you  this 
money.  I  know  it  well,  as  he  first  addressed  himself  to  me. 
He  will  have  pity  on  you." 

"Pity? — a  money  broker  pity?     No!  no!" 

"Is  there  then  no  hope?  none?"  cried  Cephyse  clasping 
her  hands  in  anguish.  "But  there  must  be  something  done.'' 
she  resumed.     "He  oromi>ed  you " 


486  THE    WANDERING    JEW 

"You  can  see  how  he  keeps  his  promises,"  answered 
Jacques,  with  bitterness.  "I  signed,  without  even  knowing 
what  I  signed.  The  bill  is  over-due ;  everything  is  in  order, 
it  would  be  vain  to  resist.  They  have  just  explained  all 
that  to  me." 

"But  they  cannot  keep  you  long  in  prison.  It  is  impos- 
sible." 

"Five  years,  if  I  do  not  pay.  As  I'll  never  be  able  to  do 
so,  my  fate  is  certain." 

"Oh!  what  a  misfortune!  and  not  to  be  able  to  do  any- 
thing!"  said  Cephyse,  hiding  her  face  in  her  hands. 

"Listen  to  me,  Cephyse,"  resumed  Jacques,  in  a  voice  of 
mournful  emotion ;  "since  I  am  here,  I  have  thought  only 
of  one  thing — what  is  to  become  of  you?" 

"Never  mind  me !" 

"Not  mind  you? — art  mad?  What  will  you  do?  The 
furniture  of  our  two  rooms  is  not  worth  two  hundred  francs. 
We  have  squandered  our  money  so  foolishly,  that  we  have 
not  even  paid  our  rent.  We  owe  three  quarters,  and  we 
must  not  therefore  count  upon  the  furniture.  I  leave  you 
without  a  coin.  At  least  /  shall  be  fed  in  prison —  but  how 
will  you  manage  to  live  ? 

"What  is  the  use  of  grieving  beforehand?" 

"I  ask  you,  how  you  will  live  to-morrow?"  cried  Jacques. 

"I  will  sell  my  costume,  and  some  other  clothes.  I  will 
send  you  half  the  money,  and  keep  the  rest.  That  will  last 
some  days." 

"And  afterwards  ? — afterwards  ?" 

"Afterwards? — why,  then — I  don't  know — how  can  I  tell 
you!     Afterwards — I'll  look  about  me." 

"Hear  me,  Cephyse,"  resumed  Jacques,  with  bitter  agony. 
"It  is  now  that  I  first  know  how  much  I  love  you.  My 
heart  is  pressed  as  in  a  vise  at  the  thought  of  leaving  you — 
and  I  shudder  to  think  what  is  to  become  of  you."  Then — 
drawing  his  hand  across  his  forehead,  Jacques  added :  "You 
see  we  have  been  ruined  by  saying — "To-morrow  will  never 
come!" — for  to-morrow  has  come.  When  I  am  no  longer 
with  you,  and  you  have  spent  the  last  penny  of  the  money 
gained  by  the  sale  of  your  clothes — unfit  for  work  as  you 
have   become — what   will   you   do   next?     Must    I    tell   you 

what  you  will  do ! — you  will  forget  me  and "     Then,  as 

if  he  recoiled   from  his  own  thoughts,  Jacques   exclaimed, 
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with  a  burst  of  rage  and  despair — "Great  Heaven!  if  that 
were  to  happen,  I  should  dash  my  brains  put  against  the 
stones  !" 

Cephyse  guessed  the  half-told  meaning  of  Jacques,  and 
throwing  her  arms  around  his  neck,  she  said  to  him :  "I  take 
another  lover? — never!  I  am  like  you,  for  I  now  first  know 
how  much  I  love  you." 

"But.  my  poor  Cephyse — how  will  you  live?" 

"Well,  I  shall  take  courage.  I  will  go  back  and  dwell 
with  my  sister,  as  in  old  times ;  we  will  work  together,  and 
so  earn  our  bread.  I'll  never  go  out,  except  to  visit  you. 
In  a  few  days  your  creditor  will  reflect,  that,  as  you  can't 
pay  him  ten  thousand  francs,  he  may  as  well  set  you  free. 
By  that  time  I  shall  have  once  more  acquired  the  habit  of 
working.  You  shall  see,  you  shall  see ! — and  you  also  will 
again  acquire  this  habit.  We  shall  live  poor,  but  content. 
After  all,  we  have  had  plenty  of  amusement  for  six  months, 
while  so  many  others  have  never  known  pleasure  all  their 
lives.  And  believe  me,  my  dear  Jacques,  when  I  say  to  you 
— I  shall  profit  by  this  lesson.  If  you  love  me,  do  not  feel 
the  least  uneasiness  ;  I  tell  you,  that  I  would  rather  die  a 
hundred  times,  than  have  another  lover." 

"Kiss  me,"  said  Jacques,  with  eyes  full  of  tears.  "I 
believe  you — yes,  I  believe  you — and  you  give  me  back  my 
courage,  both  for  now  and  hereafter.  You  are  right ;  we 
must  try  and  get  to  work  again,  or  else  nothing  remains  but 
Father  Arsene's  bushel  of  charcoal ;  for,  my  girl,"  added 
Jacques,  in  a  low  and  trembling  voice,  "I  have  been  like  a 
drunken  man  these  six  months,  and  now  I  am  getting  sober, 
and  see  whither  we  are  going.  Our  means  once  exhausted, 
I  might  perhaps  have  become  a  robber,  and  you " 

"Oh.  Jacques!  don't  talk  so — it  is  frightful."  interrupted 
Cephyse:  "I  swear  to  you  that  I  will  return  to  my  sister — 
that  I  will  work — that  I  will  have  courage!" 

Thus  saying,  the  Bacchanal  Queen  was  very  sincere :  she 
fully  intended  to  keep  her  word,  for  her  heart  was  not  yet 
completely  corrupted.  Misery  and  want  had  been  with  her. 
as  with  so  many  others,  the  cause  and  the  excuse  of  her 
worst  errors.  Until  now.  she  had  at  least  followed  the 
instincts  of  her  heart,  without  regard  to  any  base  or  venal 
motive.  The  cruel  position  in  which  she  beheld  Jacques  had 
so  far  exalted  her  love,  that  she  believed  herself  capable  of 
resuming,  along  with  Mother  Bunch,  that  life  of  sterile  and 


488  THE   WANDERING   JEW 

incessant  toil,  full  of  painful  sacrifices  and  privations,  which 
once  had  been  impossible  for  her  to  bear,  and  which  the  habits 
of  a  life  of  leisure  and  dissipation  would  now  render  still 
more  difficult. 

Still,  the  assurances  which  she  had  just  given  Jacques 
calmed  his  grief  and  anxiety  a  little ;  he  had  sense  and  feel- 
ing enough  to  perceive  that  the  fatal  track  which  he  had 
hitherto  so  blindly  followed  was  leading  both  him  and 
Cephyse  directly  to  infamy. 

One  of  the  bailiffs,  having  knocked  at  the  coach-door,  said 
to  Jacques:  "My  lad,  you  have  only  five  minutes  left — so 
make  haste." 

"So,  courage,  my  girl — courage !"  said  Jacques. 
"I  will ;  you  may  rely  upon  me." 
"Are  you  going  upstairs  again?" 

"No — oh  no!"  said  Cephyse.  "I  have  now  a  horror  of 
this  festivity." 

"Everything  is  paid  for,  and  the  waiter  will  tell  them  not 
to  expect  us  back.  They  will  be  much  astonished,"  contin- 
ued Jacques,  "but  it's  all  the  same  now." 

"If  you  could  only  go  with  me  to  our  lodging,"  said 
Cephyse,  "this  man  would  perhaps  permit  it,  so  as  not  to 
■enter  Sainte-Pelagie  in  that  dress." 

"Oh!  he  will  not  forbid  you  to  accompany  me;  but,  as  he 
will  be  with  us  in  the  coach,  we  shall  not  be  able  to  talk 
freely  in  his  presence.  Therefore,  let  me  speak  reason  to 
you  for  the  first  time  in  my  life.  Remember  what  I  say,  my 
dear  Cephyse — and  the  counsel  will  apply  to  me  as  well  as 
to  yourself,"  continued  Jacques,  in  a  grave  and  feeling  tone 
•—"resume  from  to-day  the  habit  of  labor.  It  may  be  pain- 
ful, unprofitable — never  mind — do  not  hesitate,  for  too  soon 
will  the  influence  of  this  lesson  be  forgotten.  By-and-bye  it 
will  be  too  late,  and  then  you  will  end  like  so  many  unfort- 
unate creatures " 

"I  understand,"  said  Cephyse,  blushing;  "but  I  will  rather 
die  than  lead  such  a  life." 

"And  there  you  will  do  well — for  in  that  case,"  added 
Jacques,  in  a  deep  and  hollow  voice,  "I  will  myself  show  you 

how  to  die." 

"I  count  upon  you,  Jacques,"  answered  Cephyse,  embrac- 
ing her  lover  with  excited  feeling;  then  she  added,  sorrow- 
fully: "It  was  a  kind  of  presentiment,  when  just  now  I  felt 
so  sad,  without  knowing  why,  in  the  midst  of  all  our  gayety 
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— and  drank  to  the  Cholera,  so  that  we  might  die  together." 

"Well!  perhaps  the  Cholera  will  come,"  resumed  Jacques, 
with  a  gloomy  air ;  "that  would  save  us  the  charcoal,  which 
we  may  not  even  be  able  to  buy." 

"I  can  only  tell  you  one  thing,  Jacques,  that  to  live  and 
die  together,  you  will  always  find  me  ready." 

"Come,  dry  your  eyes,"  said  he,  with  profound  emotion. 
"Do  not  let  us  play  the  children  before  these  men." 

******* 

Some  minutes  after,  the  coach  took  the  direction  to 
Jacques's  lodging,  where  he  was  to  change  his  clothes,  before 
proceeding  to  the  debtors'  prison. 

******* 

Let  us  repeat,  with  regard  to  the  hunchback's  sister — for 
there  are  things  which  cannot  be  too  often  repeated — that  one 
of  the  most  fatal  consequences  of  the  Inorganization  of 
Labor  is  the  Insufficiency  of  Wages. 

The  insufficiency  of  wages  forces  inevitably  the  greater 
number  of  young  girls,  thus  badly  paid,  to  seek  their  means 
of  subsistence  in  connections  which  deprave  them. 

Sometimes  they  receive  a  small  allowance  from  their 
lovers,  which,  joined  to  the  produce  of  their  labor,  enables 
them  to  live.  Sometimes,  like  the  sempstress's  sister,  they 
throw  aside  their  work  altogether,  and  take  up  their  abode 
with  the  man  of  their  choice,  should  he  be  able  to  support 
the  expense.  It  is  during  this  season  of  pleasure  and  idle- 
ness that  the  incurable  leprosy  of  sloth  takes  lasting  posses- 
sion of  these  unfortunate  creatures. 

This  is  the  first  phase  of  degradation  that  the  guilty  care- 
lessness of  Society  imposes  on  an  immense  number  of  work- 
women, born  with  instincts  of  modesty,  and  honesty,  and 
uprightness. 

After  a  certain  time  they  are  deserted  by  their  seducers — 
perhaps  when  they  are  mothers.  Or,  it  may  be,  that  foolish 
extravagance  consigns  the  imprudent  lover  to  prison,  and 
the  young  girl  finds  herself  alone,  abandoned,  without  the 
means  of  subsistence. 

Those  who  have  still  preserved  courage  and  energy  go 
back  to  their  work — but  the  examples  are  very  rare.  The 
others,  impelled  by  misery,  and  by  habits  of  indolence,  fall 
into  the  lowest  depths. 

And  yet  we  must  pity,  rather  than  blame  them,  for  the 
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first  and  virtual  cause  of  their  fall  has  been  the  insufficient 
remuneration  of  labor  and  sudden  reduction  of  pay. 

Another  deplorable  consequence  of  this  inorganization  is 
the  disgust  which  workmen  feel  for  their  employment,  in 
addition  to  the  insufficiency  of  their  wages.  And  this  is 
quite  conceivable,  for  nothing  is  done  to  render  their  labor 
attractive,  either  by  variety  of  occupations,  or  by  honorary 
rewards,  or  by  proper  care,  or  by  remuneration  proportionate 
to  the  benefits  which  their  toil  provides,  or  by  the  hope  of 
rest  after  long  years  of  industry.  No — the  country  thinks 
not,  cares  not,  either  for  their  wants  or  their  rights. 

And  yet,  to  take  only  one  example,  machinists  and  work- 
ers in  foundries,  exposed  to  boiler  explosions,  and  the  con- 
tact of  formidable  engines,  run  every  day  greater  dangers 
than  soldiers  in  time  of  war,  display  rare  practical  sagacity, 
and  render  to  industry — and,  consequently,  to  their  country 
• — the  most  incontestable  service,  during  a  long  and  honor- 
able career,  if  they  do  not  perish  by  the  bursting  of  a  boiler, 
or  have  not  their  limbs  crushed  by  the  iron  teeth  of  a  machine. 

In  this  last  case,  does  the  workman  receive  a  recompense 
equal  to  that  which  awaits  the  soldier's  praiseworthy,  but 
sterile  courage — a  place  in  an  asylum  for  invalids  ?     No. 

What  does  the  country  care  about  it?  And  if  the  master 
should  happen  to  be  ungrateful,  the  mutilated  workman, 
incapable  of  further  service,  may  die  of  want  in  some  corner. 

Finally,  in  our  pompous  festivals  of  commerce,  do  we  ever 
assemble  any  of  the  skilful  workmen  who  alone  have  woven 
those  admirable  stuffs,  forged  and  damascened  those  shining 
weapons,  chiselled  those  goblets  of  gold  and  silver,  carved 
the  wood  and  ivory  of  that  costly  furniture,  and  set  those 
dazzling  jewels  with  such  exquisite  art?     No. 

In  the  obscurity  of  their  garrets,  in  the  midst  of  a  miser- 
able and  starving  family,  hardly  able  to  subsist  on  their 
scanty  wages,  these  workmen  have  contributed,  at  least,  one 
half  to  bestow  those  wonders  upon  their  country,  which 
make  its  wealth,  its  glory,  and  its  pride. 

A  minister  of  commerce,  who  had  the  least  intelligence  of 
his  high  functions  and  duties,  would  require  of  every  factory 
that  exhibits  on  these  occasions,  the  selection  by  vote  of  a 
certain  number  of  candidates,  amongst  whom  the  manufact- 
urer would  point  out  the  one  that  appeared  most  worthy  to 
represent  the  working  classes  in  these  great  industrial 
solemnities. 
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Would  it  not  be  a  noble  and  encouraging  example  to  see 
Hie  master  propose  for  public  recompense  and  distinction 
the  workman,  deputed  by  his  peers,  as  amongst  the  most 
honest,  laborious,  and  intelligent  of  his  profession?  Then 
one  most  grievous  injustice  would  disappear,  and  the  virtues 
of  the  workman  would  be  stimulated  by  a  generous  and 
noble  ambition — he  would  have  an  interest  in  doing  well. 

Doubtless,  the  manufacturer  himself,  because  of  the  intelli- 
gence he  displays,  the  capital  he  risks,  the  establishment  he 
founds,  and  the  good  he  sometimes  does,  has  a  legitimate 
right  to  the  prizes  bestowed  upon  him.  But  why  is  the 
workman  to  be  rigorously  excluded  from  these  rewards, 
which  have  so  powerful  an  influence  upon  the  people?  Are 
generals  and  officers  the  only  ones  that  receive  rewards  in 
the  army?  And  when  we  have  remunerated  the  captains  of 
this  great  and  powerful  army  of  industry,  why  should  we 
neglect  the  privates? 

Why  for  them  is  there  no  sign  of  public  gratitude?  no 
kind  or  consoling  word  from  august  lips?  Why  do  we  not 
see  in  France,  a  single  workman  wearing  a  medal  as  a  re- 
ward for  his  courageous  industry,  his  long  and  laborious 
career?  The  token  and  the  little  pension  attached  to  it, 
would  be  to  him  a  double  recompense,  justly  deserved.  But, 
no !  for  humble  labor  that  sustains  the  State,  there  is  only 
forgetfulness,  injustice,  indifference,  and  disdain! 

By  this  neglect  of  the  public,  often  aggravated  by  indi- 
vidual selfishness  and  ingratitude,  our  workmen  are  placed 
in  a  deplorable  situation. 

Some  of  them,  notwithstanding  their  incessant  toil,  lead 
a  life  of  privations,  and  die  before  their  time  cursing  the 
social  system  that  rides  over  them.  Others  find  a  tempo- 
rary oblivion  of  their  ills  in  destructive  intoxication.  Others 
again — in  great  number — having  no  interest,  no  advantage, 
no  moral  or  physical  inducement  to  do  more  or  better,  con- 
fine themselves  strictly  to  just  that  amount  of  labor  which 
will  suffice  to  earn  their  wages.  Nothing  attaches  them  to 
their  work,  because  nothing  elevates,  honors,  glorifies  it  in 
their  eyes.  They  have  no  defence  against  the  reductions  of 
indolence;  and  if,  by  some  chance,  they  find  means  of  living 
awhile  in  repose,  they  give  way  by  degrees  to  habits  of  lazi- 
ness and  debauchery,  and  sometimes  the  worst  passions  soil 
forever  natures  originally  willing,  healthy  and  honest — and 
all  for  want  of  that  protecting  and  equitable  superintendence 
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which  should  have  sustained,  encouraged,  and  recompensed 
their  first  worthy  and  laborious  tendencies. 


We  now  follow  Mother  Bunch,  who  after  seeking  for 
work  from  the  person  that  usually  employed  her,  went  to 
the  Rue  de  Babylone,  to  the  lodge  lately  occupied  by  Adri- 
enne  de  Cardoville 


CHAPTER  V. 

FLORINE. 


While  the  Bacchanal  Queen  and  Sleepinbuff  terminated 
so  sadly  the  most  joyous  portion  of  their  existence,  the 
sempstress  arrived  at  the  door  of  the  summer-house  in  the 
Rue  de  Babylone. 

Before  ringing  she  dried  her  tears ;  a  new  grief  weighed 
upon  her  spirits.  On  quitting  the  tavern,  she  had  gone  to 
the  house  of  the  person  who  usually  found  her  in  work; 
but  she  was  told  that  she  could  not  have  any  because  it 
could  be  done  a  third  more  cheaply  by  women  in  prison. 
Mother  Bunch,  rather  than  lose  her  last  resource,  offered  to 
take  it  at  the  third  less ;  but  the  linen  had  been  already  sent 
out ;  and  the  girl  could  not  hope  for  employment  for  a  fort- 
night to  come,  even  if  submitting  to  this  reduction  of  wages. 
One  may  conceive  the  anguish  of  the  poor  creature;  the 
prospect  before  her  was  to  die  of  hunger,  if  she  would  not 
beg  or  steal.  As  for  her  visit  to  the  lodge  in  the  Rue  de 
Babylone,  it  will  be  explained  presently. 

She  rang  the  bell  timidly ;  a  few  minutes  after,  Florine 
opened  the  door  to  her.  The  waiting-maid  was  no  longer 
adorned  after  the  charming  taste  of  Adrienne;  on  the  con- 
trary, she  was  dressed  with  an  affectation  of  austere  sim- 
plicity. She  wore  a  high-necked  dress  of  a  dark  color,  made 
full  enough  to  conceal  the  light  elegance  of  her  figure.  Ker 
bands  of  jet-black  hair  were  hardly  visible  beneath  the  flat 
border  of  a  starched  white  cap,  very  much  resembling  the 
head-dress  of  a  nun.  Yet,  in  spite  of  this  unornamental 
costume,  Florine's  pale  countenance  was  still  admirably  beau- 
tiful. 
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We  have  said  that,  placed  by  former  misconduct  at  the 
mercy  of  Rodin  and  M.  d'Aigrigny,  Florine  had  served  them 
as  a  spy  upon  her  mistress,  notwithstanding  the  marks  of 
kindness  and  confidence  she  had  received  from  her.  Yet 
Florine  was  not  entirely  corrupted  ;  and  she  often  suffered 
painful,  but  vain,  remorse  at  the  thought  of  the  infamous 
part  she  was  thus  obliged  to  perform. 

At  the  sight  of  Mother  Bunch,  whom  she  recognized — for 
she  had  told  her,  the  day  before,  of  Agricola's  arrest  and 
Mdlle.  de  Cardoville's  madness — Florine  recoiled  a  step,  so 
much  was  she  moved  with  pity  at  the  appearance  of  the 
young  sempstress.  In  fact,  the  idea  of  being  thrown  out  of 
work,  in  the  midst  of  so  many  other  painful  circumstance.-, 
had  made  a  terrible  impression  upon  the  young  workwoman, 
the  traces  of  recent  tears  furrowed  her  cheeks — without  her 
knowing  it,  her  features  expressed  the  deepest  despair — and 
she  appeared  so  exhausted,  so  weak,  so  overcome,  that  Florine 
offered  her  arm  to  support  her,  and  said  to  her  kindly : 
"Pray  walk  in  and  rest  yourself ;  you  are  very  pale,  and  seem 
to  l>e  ill  and  fatigued." 

So  saying,  Florine  led  her  into  a  small  room,  with  fireplace 
and  carpet,  and  made  her  sit  down  in  a  tapestried  armchair 
by  the  side  of  a  good  fire.  Georgette  and  Hebe  had  been 
dismissed,  and  Florine  was  left  alone  in  care  of  the  house. 

When  her  guest  was  seated,  Florine  said  to  her  with  an 
air  of  interest :  "Will  you  not  take  anything?  A  little  orange 
Hower-water  and  sugar,  warm," 

"I  thank  you,  mademoiselle,"  said  Mother  Bunch,  with 
emotion,  so  easily  was  her  gratitude  excited  by  the  least  mark 
of  kindness ;  she  felt,  too,  a  pleasing  surprise,  that  her  poor 
garments  had  not  l>een  the  cause  of  repugnance  or  disdain  on 
the  part  of  Florine. 

"I  thank  you,  mademoiselle,"  said  she,  "but  I  only  require 
a  little  rest,  for  I  come  from  a  great  distance.  If  you  will 
permit  me " 

'Tray  rest  yourself  as  long  as  you  like,  mademoiselle;  I 
am  aione  in  this  pavilion  since  the  departure  of  my  poor 
mistress," — here  Florine  blushed  and  sighed  ; — "so,  pray 
make  yourself  quite  at  home.  Draw  near  the  fire — you  will 
be  more  comfortable — and,  gracious!  how  wet  your  feet  are! 
• — place  them  upon  this  stool." 

The  cordial  reception  given  by  Florine,  her  handsome 
face  and  agreeable  manners,  which  were  not  those  of  an  or- 
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dinary  waiting-maid,  forcibly  struck  Mother  Bunch,  who, 
notwithstanding  her  humble  condition,  was  peculiarly  sus- 
ceptible to  the  influence  of  everything  graceful  and  deli- 
cate. Yielding,  therefore,  to  these  attractions,  the  young 
sempstress,  generally  so  timid  and  sensitive,  felt  herself 
almost  at  her  ease  with  Florine. 

"How  obliging  you  are,  mademoiselle !"  said  she,  in  a 
grateful  tone.     "I  am  quite  confused  with  your  kindness." 

"I  wish  I  could  do  you  some  greater  service  than  offer 
you  a  place  at  the  fire,  mademoiselle.  Your  appearance  is 
so  good  and  interesting." 

"Oh,  mademoiselle !"  said  the  other,  with  simplicity,  al- 
most in  spite  of  herself ;  "it  does  one  so  much  good  to  sit 
by  a  warm  fire!"  Then,  fearing,  in  her  extreme  delicacy, 
that  she  might  be  thought  capable  of  abusing  the  hospitality 
of  her  entertainer,  by  unreasonably  prolonging  her  visit,  she 
added :  "the  motive  that  has  brought  me  here  is  this.  Yes- 
terday, you  informed  me  that  a  young  workman,  named 
Agricola  Baudoin,  had  been  arrested  in  this  house." 

"Alas !  yes,  mademoiselle.  At  the  moment,  too,  when  my 
poor  mistress  was  about  to  render  him  assistance." 

"I  am  Agricola's  adopted  sister,"  resumed  Mother  Bunch, 
with  a  slight  blush ;  "  he  wrote  to  me  yesterday  evening  from 
prison.  He  begged  me  to  tell  his  father  to  come  here  as 
soon  as  possible,  in  order  to  inform  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville  that 
he,  Agricola,  had  important  matters  to  communicate  to  her, 
or  to  any  person  that  she  might  send ;  but  that  he  could  not 
venture  to  mention  them  in  a  letter,  as  he  did  not  know  if  the 
correspondence  of  prisoners  might  not  be  read  by  the  gov- 
ernor of  the  prison." 

"What !"  said  Florine,  with  surprise ;  "to  my  mistress, 
M.  Agricola  has  something  of  importance  to  communicate?" 

"Yes,  mademoiselle;  for,  up  to  this  time.  Agricola  is 
ignorant  of  the  great  calamity  that  has  befallen  Mdlle.  de 
Cardoville." 

"True ;  the  attack  was  indeed  so  sudden,"  said  Florine, 
casting  down  her  eyes,  "that  no  one  could  have  foreseen  it." 

"It  must  have  been  so,"  answered  Mother  Bunch ;  "for, 
when  Agricola  saw  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville  for  the  first  time, 
he  returned  home,  struck  with  her  grace,  and  delicacy,  and 
goodness." 

"As  were  all  who  approached  my  mistress,"  said  Florine, 
sorrowfully. 
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'This  morning,"  resumed  the  sewing-girl,  "when,  ac- 
cording to  Agricola's  instructions,  I  wished  to  speak  to  his 
father  on  the  subject,  I  found  him  already  gone  out,  for  he 
also  fs  a  prey  to  great  anxieties ;  but  my  adopted  brother's 
letter  appeared  to  me  so  pressing,  and  to  involve  something 
of  such  consequence  to  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville,  who  had  shown 
herself  so  generous  towards  him,  that  I  came  here  im- 
mediately." 

"Unfortunately,  as  you  already  know,  my  mistress  is  no 
longer  here." 

"But  is  there  no  member  of  her  family  to  whom,  if  I  could 
not  speak  myself,  I  might  at  least  send  word  by  you,  that 
Agricola  has  something  to  communicate  of  importance  to  this 
young  lady?" 

"It  is  strange!"  said  Florine,  reflecting,  and  without  reply- 
ing. Then,  turning  towards  the  sempstress,  she  added : 
"You  are  quite  ignorant  of  the  nature  of  these  revelations?" 

"Completely  so,  mademoiselle ;  but  I  know  Agricola.  He 
is  all  honor  and  truth,  and  you  may  believe  whatever  he 
affirms.     Besides,  he  would  have  no  interest " 

"Good  gracious!"  interrupted  Florine,  suddenly,  as  if 
struck  with  a  sudden  light ;  "I  have  just  remembered 
something.  When  he  was  arrested  in  a  hiding-place  where 
my  mistress  had  concealed  him,  I  happened  to  be  close  at 
hand,  and  M.  Agricola  said  to  me,  in  a  quick  whisper :  'Tell 
your  generous  mistress  that  her  goodness  to  me  will  not  go 
unrewarded,  and  that  my  stay  in  that  hiding-place  may  not 
be  useless  to  her/  That  was  all  he  could  say  to  me,  for 
they  hurried  him  off  instantly.  I  confess  that  I  saw  in  those 
words  only  the  expression  of  his  gratitude,  and  his  hope  of 
proving  it  one  day  to  my  mistress ;  but  now  that  I  connect 

them  with  the  letter  he  has  written  you "  said  Florine, 

reflecting. 

"Indeed!"  remarked  Mother  Bunch,  "there  is  certainly 
some  connection  between  his  hiding-place  here  and  the  im- 
portant secrets  which  he  wishes  to  communicate  to  your 
mistress,  or  one  of  her  family." 

"The  hiding-place  had  neither  been  inhabited  nor  visited 
for  some  time."  said  Florine.  with  a  thoughtful  air;  "M. 
Agricola  may  have  found  therein  something  of  interest  to 
my  mistress." 

"If  his  letter  had  not  appeared  to  me  so  pressing,"  re- 
sumed the  other,  "I  should  not  have  come  hither ;  but  have 
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left  him  to  do  so  himself,  on  his  release  from  prison,  which 
now,  thanks  to  the  generosity  of  one  of  his  old  fellow-work- 
men, cannot  be  very  distant.  But,  not  knowing  if  bail  would 
be  accepted  to-day,  I  have  wished  faithfully  to  perform  his 
instructions.  The  generous  kindness  of  your  mistress  made 
it  my  first  duty." 

Like  all  persons  whose  better  instincts  are  still  roused 
from  time  to  time,  Florine  felt  a  sort  of  consolation  in  doing 
good  whenever  she  could  with  impunity — that  is  to  say, 
without  exposing  herself  to  the  inexorable  resentments  of 
those  on  whom  she  depended.  Thanks  to  Mother  Bunch, 
she  might  now  have  an  opportunity  of  rendering  a  great 
service  to  her  mistress.  She  knew  enough  of  the  Princess 
de  Saint-Dizier's  hatred  of  her  niece,  to  feel  certain  that 
Agricola's  communication  could  not,  from  its  very  impor- 
tance, be  made  with  safety  to  any  but  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville 
herself.  She  therefore  said  very  gravely:  "Listen  to  me, 
mademoiselle!  I  will  give  you  a  piece  of  advice  which  will, 
I  think,  be  useful  to  my  poor  mistress —  but  which  would  be 
very  fatal  to  me  if  you  did  not  attend  to  my  recommenda- 
tions." 

"How  so,  mademoiselle?"  said  the  hunchback,  looking  at 
Florine  with  extreme  surprise. 

"For  the  sake  of  my  mistress,  M.  Agricola  must  confide 
to  no  one,  except  herself,  the  important  things  he  has  to 
communcate." 

"But,  if  he  cannot  see  Mdlle.  Adrienne,  may  he  not  ad- 
dress himself  to  some  of  her  family?" 

"It  is  from  her  family,  above  all,  that  he  must  conceal 
whatever  he  knows.  Mdlle.  Adrienne  may  recover,  and  then 
M.  Agricola  can  speak  to  her.  But  should  she  never  get  well 
again,  tell  your  adopted  brother  that  it  is  better  for  him  to 
keep  his  secret  than  to  place  it  (which  would  infallibly 
happen)  at  the  disposal  of  the  enemies  of  my  mistress." 

"I  understand  you,  mademoiselle,"  said  Mother  Bunch, 
sadly.  "The  family  of  your  generous  mistress  do  not  love 
her,  and  perhaps  persecute  her  ?" 

"I  cannot  tell  you  more  on  this  subject  now ;  and,  as  re- 
gards myself,  let  me  conjure  you  to  obtain  M.  Agricola's 
promise  that  he  will  not  mention  to  any  one  in  the  world 
the  step  you  have  taken,  or  the  advice  I  have  given  you. 
The  happiness — no,   not  the  happiness,"   resumed   Florine, 
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bitterly,  as  if  that  were  a  lost  hope,  "not  the  happiness — but 
the  peace  of  my  life  depends  upon  your  discretion.*' 

"Oh !  be  satisfied !"  said  the  sewing-girl,  both  affected 
and  amazed  by  the  sorrowful  expression  of  Florine's  coun- 
tenance;  "I  will  not  be  ungrateful.  No  one  in  the  world 
but  Agricola  shall  know  that  I  have  seen  you." 

"Thank  you — thank  you,  mademoiselle,"  cried  Florine, 
with  emotion. 

"Do  you  thank  me?"  said  the  other,  astonished  to  see 
the  large  tears  roll  down  her  cheeks. 

"Yes !  I  am  indebted  to  you  for  a  moment  of  pure,  un- 
mixed happiness ;  for  I  have  perhaps  rendered  a  service  to 
my  dear  mistress,  without  risking  the  increase  of  the  troubles 
that  already  overwhelm  me." 

"You  are  not  happy,  then?" 

"That  astonishes  you;  but,  believe  me,  whatever  may  be 
your  fate,  I  would  gladly  change  with  you." 

"Alas,  mademoiselle!"  said  the  sempstress:  "y°u  appear 
to  have  too  good  a  heart,  for  me  to  let  you  entertain  such  a 
wish — particularly  now." 

"What  do  you  mean?" 

"I  hope  sincerely,  mademoiselle,"  proceeded  Mother 
Bunch,  with  deep  sadness,  "that  you  may  never  know  what 
it  is  to  want  work,  when  labor  is  your  only  resource." 

"Are  you  reduced  to  that  extremity?"  cried  Florine,  look- 
ing anxiously  at  the  young  sempstress,  who  hung  her  head, 
and  made  no  answer.  She  reproached  herself,  in  her  exces- 
sive delicacy,  with  having  made  a  communication  which  re- 
sembled a  complaint,  though  it  had  only  been  wrung  from 
her  by  the  thought  of  her  dreadful  situation. 

"If  it  is  so,"  went  on  Florine,  "I  pity  you  with  all  my 
heart;  and  yet  I  know  not,  if  my  misfortunes  are  not  still 
greater  than  yours." 

Then,  after  a  moment's  reflection,  Florine  exclaimed,  sud- 
denly:  "But  let  me  see!  If  you  are  really  in  that  position, 
I  think  I  can  procure  you  some  work." 

"Is  it  possible,  mademoiselle?"  cried  Mother  Bunch.  "I 
should  never  have  dared  to  ask  you  such  a  service ;  but 
your  generous  offer  commands  my  confidence,  and  may  save 
me  from  destruction.  I  will  confess  to  you,  that,  only  this 
morning,  I  was  thrown  out  of  an  employment  which  enabled 
me  to  earn  four  francs  a  week  " 
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"Four  francs  a  week!"  exclaimed  Florine,  hardly  able  to 
believe  what  she  heard. 

"It  was  little,  doubtless,"  replied  the  other ;  "but  enough 
for  me.  Unfortunately,  the  person  who  employed  me,  has 
found  out  where  it  can  be  done  still  cheaper." 

"Four  francs  a  week !"  repeated  Florine,  deeply  touched 
by  so  much  misery  and  resignation.  "Well !  I  think  I  can 
introduce  you  to  persons,  who  will  secure  you  wages  of  at 
least  two  francs  a  day." 

"I  could  earn  two  francs  a  day?    Is  it  possible?" 

"Yes,  there  is  no  doubt  of  it ;  only,  you  will  have  to  go 
out  by  the  day,  unless  you  chose  to  take  a  place  as  servant." 

"In  my  position,"  said  Mother  Bunch,  with  a  mixture  of 
timidity  and  pride,  "one  has  no  right,  I  know,  to  be  over- 
nice  ;  yet  I  should  prefer  to  go  out  by  the  day,  and  still 
more  to  remain  at  home,  if  possible,  even  though  I  were  to 
gain  less." 

"To  go  out  is  unfortunately  an  indispensable  condition," 
said  Florine. 

"Then  I  must  renounce  this  hope,"  answered  Mother 
Bunch,  timidly ;  "not  that  I  refuse  to  go  out  to  work — but 
those  who  do  so,  are  expected  to  be  decently  clad — and  I 
confess  without  shame,  because  there  is  no  disgrace  in  honest 
poverty,  that  I  have  no  better  clothes  than  these." 

"If  that  be  all,"  said  Florine,  hastily,  "they  will  find  you 
the  means  of  dressing  yourself  properly." 

Mother  Bunch  looked  at  Florine  with  increasing  surprise. 
These  offers  were  so  much  above  what  she  could  have 
hoped,  and  what  indeed  was  generally  earned  by  needle- 
women, that  she  could  hardly  credit  them. 

"But,"  resumed  she,  with  hesitation,  "why  should  any 
one  be  so  generous  to  me,  mademoiselle?  How  should  I 
deserve  such  high  wages?" 

Florine  started.  A  natural  impulse  of  the  heart,  a  desire  to 
be  useful  to  the  sempstress,  whose  mildness  and  resignation 
greatly  interested  her,  had  led  her  to  make  a  hasty  proposi- 
tion ;  she  knew  at  what  price  would  have  to  be  purchased 
the  advantages  she  proposed,  and  she  now  asked  herself,  if 
the  hunchback  would  ever  accept  them  on  such  terms.  But 
Florine  had  gone  too  far  to  recede,  and  she  durst  not  tell 
all.  She  resolved,  therefore,  to  leave  the  future  to  chance; 
and  as  those,  who  have  themselves  fallen,  are  little  disposed 
to  believe  in  the  infallibility  of  others,  Florine  said  to  her- 
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self,  that  perhaps  in  the  desperate  position  in  which  she 
was,  Mother  Bunch  would  not  be  so  scrupulous  after  all. 
Therefore  she  said :  "I  see,  mademoiselle,  that  you  are 
astonished  at  offers  so  much  above  what  you  usually  gain ; 
but  1  must  tell  you,  that  I  am  now  speaking  of  a  pious  insti- 
tution, founded  to  procure  work  for  deserving  young  women. 
This  establishment,  which  is  called  St.  Mary's  Society, 
undertakes  to  place  them  out  as  servants,  or  by  the  day  as 
needlewomen.  Now  this  institution  is  managed  by  such 
charitable  persons,  that  they  themselves  undertake  to  supply 
an  outfit,  when  the  young  women  received  under  their  pro- 
tection are  not  sufficiently  well  clothed  to  accept  the  places 
destined  for  them." 

This  plausible  explanation  of  Florine's  magnificent  offers 
appeared  to  satisfy  the  hearer.  "I  can  now  understand  the 
high  wages  of  which  you  speak,  mademoiselle,"  resumed 
she ;  "only  I  have  no  claim  to  be  patronized  by  the  chari- 
table persons  who  direct  this  establishment." 

"You  suffer — you  are  laborious  and  honest — those  are 
sufficient  claims ;  only,  I  must  tell  you,  they  will  ask  if  you 
perform  regularly  your  religious  duties." 

"No  one  loves  and  blesses  God  more  fervently  than  I  do, 
mademoiselle,"  said  the  hunchback,  with  mild  firmness ;  "but 
certain  duties  are  an  affair  of  conscience,  and  I  would 
rather  renounce  this  patronage,  than  be  compelled " 

"Not  the  least  in  the  world.  Only,  as  I  told  you,  there 
are  very  pious  persons  at  the  head  of  this  institution,  and 
you  must  not  be  astonished  at  their  questions  on  such  a 
subject.  Make  the  trial,  at  all  events ;  what  do  you  risk  ? 
If  the  propositions  are  suitable — accept  them;  if,  on  the 
contrary,  they  should  appear  to  touch  your  liberty  of  con- 
science, you  can  always  refuse — your  position  will  not  be 
the  worse  for  it." 

Mother  Bunch  had  nothing  to  object  to  this  reasoning, 
which  left  her  at  perfect  freedom,  and  disarmed  her  of  all 
suspicion.  "On  these  terms,  mademoiselle,"  said  she,  "I 
accept  your  offer,  and  thank  you  with  all  my  heart.  But  who 
will  introduce  me ':" 

"I  will — to-morrow,  if  you  please." 

"But  they  will  perhaps  desire  to  make  some  inquiries 
about  me." 

"The  venerable  Mother  Sainte-Perpetue,  Superior  of  St, 
Mary's  Convent,  where  the  institution  is  established,  will,  I 
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am  sure,  appreciate  your  good  qualities  without  inquiry; 
but  if  otherwise,  she  will  tell  you,  and  you  can  easily  satisfy 
her.     It  is  then  agreed — to-morrow." 

"Shall  I  call  upon  you  here,  mademoiselle?" 

"No;  as  I  told  you  before,  they  must  not  know  that  you 
came  here  on  the  part  of  M.  Agricola,  and  a  second  visit 
might  be  discovered,  and  excite  suspicion.  I  will  come  and 
fetch  you  in  a  coach;  where  do  you  live?" 

"At  No.  3,  Rue  Brise-Miche ;  as  you  are  pleased  to  give 
yourself  so  much  trouble,  mademoiselle,  you  have  only  to 
ask  the  dyer,  who  acts  as  porter,  to  call  down  Mother 
Bunch." 

"Mother  Bunch?"  said  Florine,  with  surprise. 

"Yes,  mademoiselle,"  answered  the  sempstress,  with  a  sad 
smile;  "it  is  the  name  every  one  gives  me.  And  you  see," 
added  the  hunchback,  unable  to  restrain  a  tear,  "it  is  because 
of  my  ridiculous  infirmity,  to  which  this  name  alludes,  that 
I  dread  going  out  to  work  among  strangers,  because  there 
are  so  many  people  who  laugh  at  one,  without  knowing  the 
pain  they  occasion.  But,"  continued  she,  drying  her  eyes,  "I 
have  no  choice,  and  must  make  up  my  mind  to  it." 

Florine,  deeply  affected,  took  the  speaker's  hand,  and  said 
to  her :  "Do  not  fear.  Misfortunes  like  yours  must  inspire 
compassion,  not  ridicule.    May  I  not  inquire  for  you  by  your 

real  name?" 

"It  is  Magdalen  Soliveau ;  but  I  repeat,  mademoiselle, 
that  you  had  better  ask  for  Mother  Bunch,  as  I  am  hardly 
known  by  any  other  name." 

"I  will,  then,  be  in  the  Rue  Brise-Miche  to-morrow,  at 
twelve  o'clock." 

"Oh,  mademoiselle!  how  can  I  ever  requite  your  good- 
ness?" 

"Don't  speak  of  it:  I  only  hope  my  interference  may  be 
of  use  to  you.  But  of  this  you  must  judge  for  yourself.  As 
for  M.  Agricola,  do  not  answer  his  letter;  wait  till  he  is  out 
of  prison,  and  then  tell  him  to  keep  his  secret  till  he  can  see 
my  poor  mistress." 

"And  where  is  the  dear  young  lady  now?" 

"I  cannot  tell  you.  I  do  not  know  where  they  took  her, 
when  she  was  attacked  with  this  frenzy.  You  will  expect 
me  to-morrow?" 

"Yes — to-morrow,"  said  Mother  Bunch. 

******* 
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The  convent  whither  Florine  was  to  conduct  the  hunch- 
back contained  the  daughters  of  Marshal  Simon,  ami  was 
next  door  to  the  lunatic  asylum  of  Dr.  Baleinier,  in  which 
Adrienne  de  Cardoville  was  confined. 


CHAPTER  VI. 

MOTHER   SAINTE-PERPETUE. 

St.  Mary's  Convent,  whither  the  daughters  of  Marshal 
Simon  had  been  conveyed,  was  a  large  old  building,  the  vast 
garden  of  which  was  on  the  Boulevard  de  l'Ffopital,  one  of 
the  most  retired  places  in  Paris,  particularly  at  this  period. 
The  following  scenes  took  place  on  the  12th  February,  the 
eve  of  the  fatal  day,  on  which  the  members  of  the  family  of 
Rennepont.  the  last  descendants  of  the  sister  of  the  Wander- 
Jew,  were  to  meet  together  in  the  Rue  St.  Franqois. 
St.  Mary's  Convent  was  a  model  of  perfect  regularity.  A 
superior  council,  composed  of  influential  ecclesiastics,  with 
Father  d'Aigrigny  for  president,  and  of  women  of  great 
reputed  piety,  at  the  head  of  whom  was  the  Princess  de 
Saint-Dizier,  frequently  assembled  in  deliberation,  to  consult 
on  the  means  of  extending  and  strengthening  the  secret  and 
powerful  influence  of  this  establishment,  which  had  already 
made  remarkable  progress. 

Skilful  combinations  and  deep  foresight  had  presided  at 
the  foundation  of  St.  Mary's  Convent,  which,  in  consequence 
numerous  donations,  possessed  already  real  estate  to  a 
great  extent,  and  was  daily  augmenting  its  acquisiti 
The  religious  community  was  only  a  pretext ;  but,  thanks 
to  an  extensive  connection,  kept  up  by  means  of  the  most 
decided  members  of  the  ultramontane  ( i.  e.  high-church ) 
party,  a  great  number  of  rich  orphans  were  placed  in  the 
convent,  there  to  receive  a  solid,  austere,  religious  education, 
very  preferable,  it  was  said,  to  the  frivolous  instruction 
which  might  be  had  in  the  'fashionable  boarding-scho 
infected  by  the  corruption  of  the  age.  To  widows  also,  and 
l^ne  women  v  pnened  moreover  to  be  rich,  the  convent 
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offered  a  sure  asylum  from  the  dangers  and  temptations 
of  the  world;  in  this  peaceful  retreat,  they  enjoyed  a  delight- 
ful calm,  and  secured  their  salvation,  whilst  surrounded  by 
the  most  tender  and  affectionate  attentions.  Nor  was  this 
all.  Mother  Sainte-Perpetue,  the  superior  of  the  convent, 
undertook  in  the  name  of  the  institution  to  procure  for  the 
faithful,  who  wished  to  preserve  the  interior  of  their  houses 
from  the  depravity  of  the  age,  companions  for  aged  ladies, 
domestic  servants,  or  needlewomen  working  by  the  day,  all 
selected  persons  whose  morality  could  be  warranted.  Noth- 
ing would  seem  more  worthy  of  sympathy  and  encourage- 
ment than  such  an  institution ;  but  we  shall  presently  unveil 
the  vast  and  dangerous  network  of  intrigue  concealed  under 
these  charitable  and  holy  appearances.  The  lady  superior, 
Mother  Sainte-Perpetue,  was  a  tall  woman  of  about  forty 
years  of  age,  clad  in  a  stuff  dress  of  the  Carmelite  tan  color, 
and  wearing  a  long  rosary  at  her  waist ;  a  white  cap  tied  under 
the  chin,  and  a  long  black  veil,  closely  encircled  her  thin, 
sallow  face.  A  number  of  deep  wrinkles  had  impressed  their 
transverse  furrows  in  her  forehead  of  yellow  ivory;  her 
marked  and  prominent  nose  was  bent  like  the  beak  of  a  bird 
of  prey ;  her  black  eye  was  knowing  and  piercing ;  the 
expression  of  her  countenance  was  at  once  intelligent,  cold 
and  firm. 

In  the  general  management  of  the  pecuniary  affairs  of  the 
community,  Mother  Sainte-Perpetue  would  have  been  a 
match  for  the  most  cunning  attorney.  When  women  are 
possessed  of  what  is  called  a  talent  for  business,  and  apply 
to  it  their  keen  penetration,  their  indefatigable  perseverance, 
their  prudent  dissimulation,  and,  above  all,  that  quick  and 
exact  insight,  which  is  natural  to  them,  the  results  are  often 
prodigious.  To  Mother  Sainte-Perpetue,  a  woman  of  the 
coolest  and  strongest  intellect,  the  management  of  the  vast 
transactions  of  the  community  was  mere  child's  play.  No 
one  knew  better  how  to  purchase  a  depreciated  property,  to 
restore  it  to  its  former  value,  and  then  sell  it  with  advan- 
tage ;  the  price  ot  stocks,  the  rate  of  exchange,  the  current 
value  of  the  shares  in  the  different  companies,  were  all 
familiar  to  her ;  she  had  yet  never  been  known  to  make 
a  bad  speculation,  when  the  question  was  to  invest  any 
of  the  funds  which  were  given  by  pious  souls  for  the  pur- 
poses of  the  convent.  She  had  established  in  the  house  the 
atmosf    order   and    discipline,    and.    above    all,    an    extreme 
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economy.  The  constant  aim  of  all  her  efforts  was  to  enrich, 
not  herself,  hut  the  community  she  directed;  for  the  spirit 
of  association,  when  hecome  a  collective  egotism,  gives  to 
corporations  the  faults  and  vices  of  an  individual.  Thus 
a  congregation  may  dote  upon  power  and  money,  just  as 
a  miser  loves  them  for  their  own  sake.  But  it  is  chiefly 
with  regard  to  estates  that  congregations  act  like  a  single 
man.  They  dream  of  landed  property;  it  is  their  fixed  idea, 
their  fruitful  monomania.  They  pursue  it  with  their  most 
sincere,  and  warm,  and  tender  wishes. 

The  first  estate  is  to  a  rising  little  community  what  the 
wedding-trousseau  is  to  a  young  hride,  his  first  horse  to 
a  youth,  his  first  success  to  a  poet,  to  a  gay  girl  her  first 
fifty-guinea  shawl;  hecause,  after  all,  in  this  material  age, 
an  estate  gives  a  certain  rank  to  a  society  on  the  Religious 
Exchange,  and  has  so  much  the  more  effect  upon  the  simple- 
minded,  that  all  these  partnerships  in  the  work  of  salvation, 
which  end  by  becoming  immensely  rich,  begin  with  modest 
poverty  as  social  stock-in-trade,  and  charity  towards  their 
neighbors  as  security  reserve  fund.  We  may  therefore 
imagine  what  bitter  and  ardent  rivalry  must  exist  between 
the  different  congregations  with  regard  to  the  various  estates 
that  each  can  lay  claim  to ;  with  what  ineffable  satisfaction 
the  richer  society  crushes  the  poorer  beneath  its  inventory 
of  houses,  and  farms,  and  paper  securities !  Envy  and  hate- 
ful jealousy,  rendered  still  more  irritable  by  the  leisure  of  a 
cloistered  life,  are  the  necessary  consequences  of  such  a 
comparison  ;  and  yet  nothing  is  less  Christian — in  the  adorable 
acceptation  of  that  divine  word — nothing  has  less  in  com- 
mon with  the  true,  essential,  and  religiously  social  spirit  of 
the  gospel,  than  this  insatiable  ardor  to  acquire  wealth  by 
every  possible  means — this  dangerous  avidity,  which  is  far 
from  being  atoned  for,  in  the  eyes  of  public  opinion,  by  a  few 
paltry  alms,  bestowed  in  the  narrow  spirit  of  exclusion  and 
intolerance. 

Mother  Sainte-Perpetue  was  seated  before  a  large  cylin- 
drical-fronted desk,  in  the  centre  of  an  apartment  simply  but 
comfortably  furnished.  An  excellent  fire  burned  within  the 
marble  chimney,  and  a  soft  carpet  covered  the  floor.  The 
superior,  to  whom  all  letters  addressed  to  the  sisters  or  the 
boarders  were  every  day  delivered,  had  just  been  opening 
the  first,  according  to  her  acknowledged  right,  and  carefullv 
unsealing  the  second,  without  their  knowing  it,  according  to 
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a  right  that  she  ascribed  to  herself,  of  course,  with  a  view  to 
*he  salvation  of  those  clear  creatures ;  and  partly,  perhaps, 
\  little  to  make  herself  acquainted  with  their  correspondence, 
for  she  also  had  imposed  on  herself  the  duty  of  reading  all 
letters  that  were  sent  from  the  convent,  before  they  were  put 
into  the  post.  The  traces  of  this  pious  and  innocent  inquisi- 
tion were  easily  effaced,  for  the  good  mother  possessed  a 
whole  arsenal  of  steel  tools,  some  very  sharp,  to  cut  the  paper 
imperceptibly  round  the  seal — others,  pretty  little  rods,  to 
be  slightly  heated  and  rolled  round  the  edge  of  the  seal, 
when  the  letter  had  been  read  and  replaced  in  its  envelope, 
so  that  the  wax,  spreading  as  it  melted,  might  cover  the  first 
incision.  Moreover,  from  a  praiseworthy  feeling  of  justice 
and  equality,  there  was  in  the  arsenal  of  the  good  mother 
a  little  fumigator  of  the  most  ingenious  construction,  the 
damp  and  dissolving  vapor  of  which  was  reserved  for  the 
letters  humbly  and  modestly  secured  with  wafers,  thus 
softened,  they  yielded  to  the  least  efforts,  without  any  tear- 
ing of  the  paper.  According  to  the  importance  of  the  revela- 
tions, which  she  thus  gleaned  from  the  writers  of  the  letters, 
the  superior  took  notes  more  or  less  extensive.  She  was 
interrupted  in  this  investigation  by  two  gentle  taps  at  the 
bolted  door.  Mother  Sainte-Perpetue  immediately  let  down 
the  sliding  cylinder  of  her  cabinet,  so  as  to  cover  the  secret 
arsenal,  and  went  to  open  the  door  with  a  grave  and 
solemn  air.  A  lay  sister  came  to  announce  to  her  that  the 
Princess  de  Saint-Dizier  was  waiting  for  her  in  the  parlor, 
and  that  Mdlle.  Florine,  accompanied  by  a  young  girl, 
deformed  and  badly  dressed,  was  waiting  at  the  door  of  the 
little  corridor. 

"Introduce  the  princess  first,"  said  Mother  Sainte- 
Perpetue.  And,  with  charming  forethought,  she  drew  an 
armchair  to  the  fire.     Mme.  de  Saint-Dizier  entered. 

Without  pretensions  to  juvenile  coquetry,  still  the  princess 
was  tastefully  and  elegantly  dressed.  She  wore  a  black- 
velvet  bonnet  of  the  most  fashionable  make,  a  large  blue 
cashmere  shawl,  and  a  black  satin  dress,  trimmed  with  sable, 
to  match  the  fur  of  her  muff. 

"To  what  good  fortune  am  I  again  to-day  indebted  for 
the  honor  of  your  visit,  my  dear  daughter  ?"  said  the  superior, 
graciously. 

"A  very  important  recommendation,  my  dear  mother, 
though  I  am  in  a  great  hurry.    I  am  expected  at  the  house 
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of  his  Eminence,  and  have,  unfortunately,  only  a  few  minutes 
to  spare.  I  have  again  to  speak  of  the  two  orphans  who 
occupied  our  attention  so  long  yesterday." 

"They  continue  to  he  kept  separate,  according  to  your 
wish;  and  this  separation  has  had  such  an  effect  upon  them 
that  I  have  been  obliged  to  send  this  morning  for  Dr.  Ba- 
leinier,  from  his  asylum.  He  found  much  fever  joined  to 
great  depression,  and,  singular  enough,  ahsolutely  the  same 
svmptoms  in  both  cases.  I  have  again  questioned  these 
Unfortunate  creatures,  and  have  been  quite  confounded  and 
terrified  to  find  them  perfect  heathens." 

"It  was,  you  see,  very  urgent  to  place  them  in  your  care. 
But  to  the  subject  of  my  visit,  my  dear  mother :  we  have 
just  learned  the  unexpected  return  of  the  soldier  who  brought 
these  girls  to  France,  and  was  thought  to  be  absent  for  some 
days  ;  but  he  is  in  Paris,  and,  notwithstanding  his  age,  a  man 
of  extraordinary  boldness,  enterprise  and  energy.  Should 
he  discover  that  the  girls  are  here  (which,  however,  is 
fortunately  almost  impossible),  in  his  rage  at.  seeing  them 
removed  from  his  impious  influence,  he  would  be  capable  of 
anything.  Therefore  let  me  entreat  you,  my  dear  mother, 
to  redouble  your  precautions,  that  no  one  may  effect  an 
entrance  by  night.    This  quarter  of  the  town  is  so  deserted !" 

"Be  satisfied,  my  dear  daughter;  we  are  sufficiently 
guarded.  Our  porter  and  gardeners,  all  well  armed,  make  a 
round  every  night  on  the  side  of  the  Boulevard  de  1'Hopital. 
The  walls  are  high,  and  furnished  with  spikes  at  the  more 
accessible  places.  But  I  thank  you,  my  dear  daughter,  for 
having  warned  me.     We  will  redouble  our  precautions." 

"Particularly  this  night,  my  dear  mother." 

"Why  so?" 

"Because  if  this  infernal  soldier  has  the  audacity  to  attempt 
such  a  thing,  it  will  be  this  very  night." 

"How  do  you  know,  my  dear  daughter?" 

"We  have  information  which  makes  us  certain  of  it," 
replied  the  princess,  with  a  slight  embarrassment,  which  did 
not  escape  the  notice  of  the  superior,  though  she  was  too 
crafty  and  reserved  to  appear  to  see  it ;  only  she  suspected 
that  many  things  were  concealed  from  her. 

"This  night,  then,"  resumed  Mother  Sainte-Perpetue,  "we 
will  be  more  than  ever  on  our  guard.  But  as  I  have  the 
pleasure  of  seeing  you,  my  dear  daughter,  I   will  take  the 
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opportunity  to  say  a  word  or  two  on  the  subject  of  that 
marriage  we  mentioned." 

"Yes,  my  dear  mother,"  said  the  princess,  hastily,  "for 
it  is  very  important.  The  young  Baron  de  Brisville  is  a  man 
full  of  ardent  devotion  in  these  times  of  revolutionary  im- 
piety; he  practises  openly,  and  is  able  to  render  us  great 
services.  He  is  listened  to  in  the  Chamber,  and  does  not 
want  for  a  sort  of  aggressive  and  provoking  eloquence;  I 
know  not  any  one  whose  tone  is  more  insolent  with  regard 
to  his  faith,  and  the  plan  is  a  good  one,  for  this  cavalier  and 
open  manner  of  speaking  of  sacred  things  raises  and  excites 
the  curiosity  of  the  indifferent.  Circumstances  are  happily 
such  that  he  may  show  the  most  audacious  violence  towards 
our  enemies,  without  the  least  danger  to  himself,  which,  of 
course,  redoubles  his  ardor  as  a  would-be  martyr.  In  a 
word,  he  is  altogether  ours,  and  we,  in  return,  must  bring 
about  this  marriage.  You  know,  besides,  my  dear  mother, 
that  he  proposes  to  offer  a  donation  of  a  hundred  thousand 
francs  to  St.  Mary's  the  day  he  gains  possession  of  the 
fortune  of  Mdlle.  Baudricourt." 

"I  have  never  doubted  the  excellent  intentions  of  M.  de 
Brisville  with  regard  to  an  institution  which  merits  the  sym- 
pathy of  all  pious  persons,"  answered  the  superior,  dis- 
creetly ;  "but  I  did  not  expect  to  meet  with  so  many  obstacles 
on  the  part  of  the  young  lady." 

"How  is  that  ?" 

"This  girl,  whom  I  always  believed  a  most  simple,  sub- 
missive, timid,  almost  idiotic  person — instead  of  being  de- 
lighted with  this  proposal  of  marriage,  asks  time  to  consider !" 

"It  is  really  pitiable !" 

"She  opposes  to  me  an  inert  resistance.  It  is  in  vain  for 
me  to  speak  severely,  and  tell  her  that,  having  no  parents  or 
friends,  and  being  absolutely  confided  to  my  care,  she  ought 
to  see  with  my  eyes,  hear  with  my  ears,  and  when  I  affirm 
that  this  union  is  suitable  in  all  respects,  give  her  adhesion 
to  it  without  delay  or  reflection." 

"No  doubt.  It  would  be  impossible  to  speak  more 
sensibly." 

"She  answers  that  she  wishes  to  see  M.  de  Brisville,  and 
know  his  character  before  being  engaged." 

"It  is  absurd — since  you  undertake  to  answer  for  his 
morality,  and  esteem  this  a  proper  marriage." 

"Therefore,  I  remarked  to  Mdlle.  Baudricourt,  this  morn- 
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ing,  that  till  now  I  had  only  employed  gentle  persuation,  but 
that,  if  she  forced  me  to  it,  I  should  be  obliged,  in  her  own 
interest,  to  act  with  rigor,  to  conquer  so  much  obstinacy — 
that  I  should  have  to  separate  her  from  her  companions,  and 
to  confine  her  closely  in  a  cell,  until  she  made  up  her  mind, 
after  all,  to  consult  her  own  happiness,  and — marry  an  hon- 
orable man." 

"And  these  menaces,  my  dear  mother?" 

"Will,  I  hope,  have  a  good  effect.  She  kept  up  a  corre- 
spondence with  an  old  school-friend  in  the  country.  I  have 
put  a  stop  to  this,  for  it  appeared  to  me  dangerous.  She  is 
now  under  my  sole  influence,  and  I  hope  we  shall  attain  our 
ends ;  but  you  see,  my  dear  daughter,  it  is  never  without 
crosses  and  difficulties  that  we  succeed  in  doing  good !" 

"And  I  feel  certain  that  M.  de  Brisville  will  even  go 
beyond  his  first  promise,  and  I  will  pledge  myself  for  him, 
that,  should  he  marry  Mdlle.  Baudricourt " 

"You  know,  my  dear  daughter,"  said  the  superior,  inter- 
rupting the  princesss,  "that  if  I  were  myself  concerned,  I 
would  refuse  everything;  but  to  give  to  this  institution  is  to 
give  to  Heaven,  and  I  cannot  prevent  M.  de  Brisville  from 
augmenting  the  amount  of  his  good  works.  Then,  you  see, 
we  are  exposed  to  a  sad  disappointment." 

"What  is  that,  my  dear  mother?" 

"The  Sacred  Heart  Convent  disputes  an  estate  with  us 
that  would  have  suited  us  exactly.  Really,  some  people  are 
quite  insatiable !  I  gave  the  lady  superior  my  opinion  upon 
it  pretty  freely." 

"She  told  me  as  much,"  answered  Madame  de  Saint- 
Dizier,  "and  laid  the  blame  on  the  steward." 

"Oh!  so  you  see  her,  my  dear  daughter?"  exclaimed  the 
superior,  with  an  air  of  great  surprise. 

"I  met  her  at  the  bishop's,"  answered  Madame  de  Saint- 
Dizier,  with  a  slight  degree  of  hesitation,  that  Mother  Sainte- 
Perpetue  did  not  appear  to  notice. 

"I  really  do  not  know,"  resumed  the  latter,  "why  our 
establishment  should  excite  so  violently  the  jealousy  of  the 
Sacred  Heart.  There  is  not  an  evil  report  that  they  have 
n«-t  spread  with  regard  to  St.  Mary's  Convent.  Certain 
persons  are  always  offended  by  the  success  of  their 
neighbors !" 

"Come,  my  dear  mother,"  said  the  princess,  in  a  concili- 
ating tone,  "we  must  hope  that  the  donation  of  M.  de  Bris^ 
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ville  will  enable  you  to  outbid  the  Sacred  Heart.  This  mar- 
riage will  have  a  double  advantage,  you  see,  my  dear  mother ; 
it  will  place  a  large  fortune  at  the  disposal  of  a  man  who 
is  devoted  to  us,  and  who  will  employ  it  as  we  wish;  and 
it  will  also  greatly  increase  the  importance  of  his  position 
as  our  defender,  by  the  addition  to  his  income  of  100,000 
francs  a  year.  We  shall  have  at  length  an  organ  worthy 
of  our  cause,  and  shall  no  longer  be  obliged  to  look  for 
defenders  amongst  such  people  as  that  Dumoulin." 

"There  is  great  power  and  much  learning  in  the  writings 
of  the  man  you  name.  It  is  the  style  of  a  Saint  Bernard, 
in  wrath  at  the  impiety  of  the  age." 

"Alas,  my  dear  mother !  if  you  only  knew  what  a  strange 
Saint  Bernard  this  Dumoulin  is!  But  I  will  not  offend 
your  ears;  all  I  can  tell  you  is,  that  such  defenders  would 
compromise  the  most  sacred  cause.  Adieu,  my  dear  mother  t 
pray  redouble  your  precautions  to-night — the  return  of  this 
soldier  is  alarming." 

"Be  quite  satisfied,  my  dear  daughter !  Oh !  I  forgot. 
Mdlle.  Florine  begged  me  to  ask  you  a  favor.  It  is  to  let 
her  enter  your  service.  You  know  the  fidelity  she  displayed 
in  watching  your  unfortunate  niece ;  I  think  that,  by  reward- 
ing her  in  this  way,  you  will  attach  her  to  you  completely, 
and  I  shall  feel  grateful  on  her  account." 

"If  you  interest  yourself  the  least  in  the  world  in  Florine, 
my  dear  mother,  the  thing  is  done.  I  will  take  her  into 
my  service.  And  now  it  strikes  me,  she  may  be  more 
useful  to  me  than  I  thought." 

"  A  thousand  thanks,  my  dear  daughter,  for  such  obliging 
attention  to  my  request.  I  hope  we  shall  soon  meet  again. 
The  day  after  to-morrow,  at  two  o'clock,  we  have  a  long 
conference    with    his    Eminence   and    the    Bishop;    do    not 

forget!" 

"No,  my  dear  mother;  I  shall  take  care  to  be  exact. 
Only,  pray,  redouble  your  precautions  to-night  for  fear  of 
a  great  scandal !"  . 

After  respectfully  kissing  the  hand  of  the  superior,  the 
princess  went  out  by  the  great  door,  which  led  to  an  apart- 
ment opening  on  the  principal  staircase.  Some  minutes 
after,  Florine  entered  the  room  by  another  way._  The  superior 
was  seated  and  Florine  approached  her  with  timid  humility. 

"Did  you  meet  the  Princess  de  Saint-Dizier  ?"  asked 
Mother  Sainte  Perpetue. 
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"No,  mother:  I  was  waiting  in  the  passage,  where  the 
windows  look  out  on  the  garden." 

"  The  princess  takes  von  into  her  service  from  to-dav  " 
said  the  superior. 

Florine  made  a  movement  of  sorrowful  surprise  and 
exclaimed:     "Me,  mother!  but " 

"I  asked  her  in  your  name,  and  you  have  only  to  accept  " 
answered  the  other  imperiously. 

"But,  mother,  I  had  entreated  you " 

"I  tell  yen.  that  you  accept  the  offer,"  said  the  superior 
in  so  firm  and  positive  a  tone  that  Florine  cast  down  her 
eyes,  and  replied  in  a  low  voice:    "I  accept." 

'It  is  in  M.  Rodin's  name  that  I  give  you  this  order  " 

"I  thought  so,  mother,"  replied  Florine,  sadly;  "on  what 
conditions  am  I  to  serve  the  princess?" 

"On  the  same  conditions  as  those  on  which  you  served 
her  niece." 

Florine  shuddered  and  said :  "I  am,  then,  to  make  fre- 
quent secret  reports  with  regard  to  the  princess?" 

'You  will  observe,  you  will  remember,  and  vou  will  <rive 
an  account."  b 

"Yes,  my  mother." 

"iou  will  above  all  direct  vour  attention  to  the  visits  that 
the  princess  may  receive  from  the  lady  superior  of  the 
Sacred  Heart.  You  must  try  and  listen— for  we  have  to 
preserve  the  princess  from  evil  influences." 

"I  will  obey,  my  mother." 

'You  will  also  try  and  discover  why  two  young  orphans 
have  been  brought  hither,  and  recommended  to  be  severely 
treated,  by  Madame  Grivois,  the  confidential  waiting-woman 
of  the  princess." 

"Yes,  mother." 

"Which  must  not  prevent  you  from  remembering  any, 
thing  else  that  may  be  worthy  of  remark.  To-morrow  I  will 
give  you  particular  instructions  upon  another  subject  " 

"It  is  well,  mother." 

"If  you  conduct  yourself  in  a  satisfactory  manner  ami 
execute  faithfully  the  instructions  of  which'  I  speak'  vou 
will  soon  leave  the  princess  to  enter  the  service  of  a  young 
bride;  it  will  be  an  excellent  and  lasting  situation— always  on 
the  same  conditions.  It  is,  therefore,  perfectly  understood 
that  you  have  asked  me  to  recommend  vou  to"  Madame  dp 
Saint-Dizier."  " 
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"Yes,  mother ;  I  shall  remember." 

"Who  is  this  deformed  young  girl  that  accompanies  you?" 

"A  poor  creature  without  any  resources,  very  intelligent, 
and  with  an  education  above  her  class ;  she  works  at  her 
needle,  but  is  at  present  without  employment,  and  reduced  to 
the  last  extremity.  I  have  made  inquiries  about  her  this 
morning;  she  has  an  excellent  character." 

"She  is  ugly  and  deformed,  you  say?" 

"She  has  an  interesting  countenance,  but  she  is  deformed." 

The  superior  appeared  pleased  at  this  information,  and 
added,  after  a  moment's  reflection:  "She  appears  intelli- 
gent?" 

"Very  intelligent." 

"And  is  absolutely  without  resources?" 

"Yes,  without  any." 

"Is  she  pious?" 

"She  does  not  practice." 

"No  matter,"  said  the  superior  to  herself ;  "if  she  be 
intelligent,  that  will  suffice."  Then  she  resumed  aloud.  "Do 
you  know  if  she  is  a  good  workwoman?" 

"I  believe  so,  mother." 

The  superior  rose,  took  a  register  from  a  shelf,  appeared 
to  be  looking  into  it  attentively  for  some  time,  and  then  said, 
as  she  replaced  it :  "Fetch  in  this  young  girl,  and  go  and 
wait  for  me  in  the  press-room." 

"Deformed — intelligent — clever  at  her  needle,"  said  the 
superior,  reflecting ;  "she  will  excite  no  suspicion.  We  must 
see. 

In  about  a  minute,  Florine  returned  with  Mother  Bunch, 
whom  she  introduced  to  the  superior,  and  then  discreetly 
withdrew.  The  young  sempstress  was  agitated,  trembling, 
and  much  troubled,  for  she  could,  as  it  were,  hardly  believe 
a  discovery  which  she  had  chanced  to  make  during  Florine's 
absence.  It  was  not  without  a  vague  sense  of  terror  that 
the  hunchback  remained  alone  with  the  lady  superior. 


CHAPTER  VII. 

THE      TEMPTATION. 


This  was  the  cause  of  Mother  Bunch's  emotion.    Florine, 
when  she  went  to  see  the  superior,  had  left  the  young  semp- 
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stress  in  a  passage  supplied  with  benches,  and  forming  a 
sort  of  ante-chamber  on  the  first  story.  Being  alone,  the 
girl  had  mechanically  approached  a  window  which  looked 
upon  the  convent  garden,  shut  in  by  a  half-demolished  wall, 
and  terminating  at  one  end  in  an  open  paling.  This  wall 
was  connected  with  a  chapel  that  was  still  building,  and 
bordered  on  the  garden  of  a  neighboring  house.  The  sewing- 
girl,  at  one  of  the  windows  on  the  ground  floor  of  this 
house — a  grated  window,  still  more  remarkable  by  the  sort 
of  tent-like  awning  above  it — beheld  a  young  female,  with 
her  eyes  fixed  upon  the  convent,  making  signs  with  her 
hand,  at  once  encouraging  and  affectionate.  From  the 
window  where  she  stood,  M other  Bunch  could  not  see  to 
whom  these  signs  were  addressed;  but  she  admired  the  rare 
beauty  of  the  telegrapher,  the  brilliancy  of  her  complexion, 
the  shining  blackness  of  her  large  eyes,  the  sweet  and 
benevolent  smile  which  lingered  on  her  lips.  There  was,  no 
doubt,  some  answer  to  her  graceful  and  expressive  panto- 
mime, for,  by  a  movement  full  of  elegance,  the  girl  laid  her 
left  hand  on  her  bosom,  and  waved  her  right,  which  seemed 
to  indicate  that  her  heart  flew  towards  the  place  on  which 
she  kept  her  eyes.  One  faint  sunbeam,  piercing  the  clouds, 
came  at  this  moment  to  play  with  the  tresses  of  the  pale 
countenance,  which,  now  held  close  to  the  bars  of  the 
window,  was  suddenly,  as  it  were,  illuminated  by  the  dazzling 
reflection  of  her  splendid  golden  hair.  At  sight  of  that 
charming  face,  set  in  its  admirable  frame  of  red  curls, 
Mother  Bunch  started  involuntarily;  the  thought  of  Mdlle. 
de  Cardoville  crossed  her  mind,  and  she  felt  persuaded  (nor 
was  she,  indeed,  mistaken),  that  the  protectress  of  Agricola 
was  before  her.  On  thus  beholding,  in  that  gloomy  asylum, 
this  young  lady,  so  marvellously  beautiful,  and  remember- 
ing the  delicate  kindness  with  which  a  few  days  before  she 
had  received  Agricola  in  her  luxurious  little  palace  of  dazzling 
splendor,  the  work-girl  felt  her  heart  sink  within  her.  She 
believed  Adrienne  insane;  and  yet,  as  she  looked  attentively 
at  her,  it  seemed  as  if  intelligence  and  grace  animated  that 
adorable  countenance.  Suddenly,  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville  laid 
her  fingers  upon  her  lips,  blew  a  couple  of  kisses  in  the 
direction  towards  which  she  had  been  looking,  and  all  at 
once  disappeared.  Reflecting  upon  the  important  revelations 
which  Agricola  had  to  make  to  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville,  Mother 
Bunch  regretted  bitterly  that  she  had  no  means  of  approach- 
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ing  her;  for  she  felt  sure  that,  if  the  young  lady  were 
mad,  the  present  was  a  lucid  interval.  She  was  yet  absorbed 
in  these  uneasy  reflections,  when  she  saw  Florine  return, 
accompanied  by  one  of  the  nuns.  Mother  Bunch  was  obliged, 
therefore,  to  keep  silence  with  regard  to  the  discovery  she 
had  made,  and  soon  after  she  found  herself  in  the  superior's 
presence.  This  latter,  after  a  rapid  and  searching  examina- 
tion of  the  countenance  of  the  young  workwoman,  judged 
her  appearance  so  timid,  gentle  and  honest,  that  she  thought 
she  might  repose  full  confidence  in  the  information  given 
by  Florine. 

"My  dear  daughter,"  said  Mother  Sainte-Perpetue,  in  an 
affectionate  voice,  "Florine  has  told  me  in  what  a  cruel 
situation  you  are  placed.  Is  it  true  that  you  are  entirely 
without  work?" 

"Alas !  yes,  madame." 

"Call  me  mother,  my  dear  daughter ;  that  name  is  dearer 
to  me,  and  it  is  the  rule  of  our  house.  I  need  not  ask  you 
what  are  your  principles?" 

"I  have  always  lived  honestly  by  my  labor,  mother," 
answered  the  girl,  with  a  simplicity  at  once  dignified  and 
modest. 

"I  believe  you,  my  dear  daughter,  and  I  have  good  reasons 
for  so  doing.  We  must  thank  the  Lord,  who  has  delivered 
you  from  temptation ;  but  tell  me — are  you  clever  at  your 
trade?" 

"I  do  my  best,  mother,  and  have  always  satisfied  my  em- 
ployers.   If  you  please  to  try  me,  you  will  be  able  to  judge." 

"Your  affirmation  is  sufficient,  my  dear  daughter.  You 
prefer,  I  think,  to  go  out  by  the  day?" 

"Mdlle.  Florine  told  me,  mother,  that  I  could  not  have 
work  at  home." 

"Why,  no — not  for  the  present,  my  child.  If  hereafter 
an  opportunity  should  offer,  I  will  think  of  it.  Just  now  I 
have  this  to  propose  to  you.  A  very  respectable  old  lady 
has  asked  me  to  recommend  to  her  a  needle-woman  by  the 
day;  introduced  by  me,  you  will  certainly  suit  her.  The 
institution  will  undertake  to  clothe  you  becomingly,  and 
this  advance  we  shall  retain  by  degrees  out  of  your  wages, 
for  you  will  look  to  us  for  payment.  We  propose  to  give 
you  two  francs  a  day;  does  that  appear  to  you  sufficient?" 

"Oh,  mother !  it  is  much  more  than  I  could  have  expected." 

"You  will,  moreover,  only  be  occupied  from  nine  o'clock 
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in  the  morning  till  six  in  the  evening;  you  will  thus  have 
still  some  off  hours,  of  which  you  might  make  use.  You 
see,  the  situation  is  not  a  hard  one." 

"Oh !  quite  the  contrary,  mother." 

"I  must  tell  you,  first  of  all,  with  whom  the  institution 
intends  to  place  you.  It  is  a  widow  lady,  named  Mme.  de 
Bremont,  a  person  of  the  most  steadfast  piety.  In  her  house, 
I  hope,  you  will  meet  with  none  but  excellent  examples. 
If  it  should  be  otherwise,  you  can  come  and  inform  me." 

"How  so,  mother?"  said  the  sewing-girl,  with  surprise. 

"Listen  to  me,  my  dear  daughter,"  said  Mother  Sainte- 
Perpetue,  in  a  tone  ever  more  and  more  affectionate ;  "the 
institution  of  St.  Mary  has  a  double  end  in  view.  You  will 
perfectly  understand  that,  if  it  is  our  duty  to  give  to 
masters  and  mistresses  every  possible  security  as  to  the 
morality  of  the  persons  that  we  place  in  their  families,  we 
are  likewise  bound  to  give  to  the  persons  that  we  so  place 
out  every  possible  security  as  to  the  morality  of  their 
employers." 

"Nothing  can  be  more  just  and  of  a  wiser  foresight, 
mother." 

"Naturally,  my  dear  daughter;  for  even  as  a  servant  of 
bad  morals  may  cause  the  utmost  trouble  in  a  respectable 
family,  so  the  bad  conduct  of  a  master  or  mistress  may 
have  the  most  baneful  influence  on  the  persons  who  serve 
them,  or  who  come  to  work  in  their  houses.  Now,  it  is  to 
offer  a  mutual  guarantee  to  good  masters  and  honest  servants, 
that  we  have  founded  this  institution." 

"Oh,  madame!"  cried  Mother  Bunch,  with  simplicity; 
"such  designs  merit  the  thanks  and  blessings  of  every  one." 

"And  blessings  do  not  fail  us,  my  dear  daughter,  because 
v/e  perform  our  promises.  Thus,  an  interesting  workwoman 
— such  as  you,  for  example — is  placed  with  persons  that  we 
suppose  irreproachable.  Should  she,  however,  perceive,  on 
the  part  of  her  employers,  or  on  that  of  the  persons  who 
frequent  the  house,  any  irregularity  of  morals,  any  tendency 
to  what  would  offend  her  modesty,  or  shock  her  religious 
principles,  she  should  immediately  give  us  a  detailed  account 
of  the  circumstances  that  have  caused  her  alarm.  Nothing 
can  be  more  proper — don't  you  think  so?" 

"Yes,  mother,"  answered  Mother  Bunch,  timidly,  for  she 
began  to  find  this  provision  somewhat  singular. 

"Then,"    resumed   the   superior,    "if    the   case  appears   a 
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serious  one,  we  exhort  our  befriended  one  to  observe  what 
passes  more  attentively,  so  as  to  convince  herself  whether 
she  had  really  reason  to  be  alarmed.  She  makes  a  new 
report  to  us,  and  should  it  confirm  our  first  fears,  faithful 
to  our  pious  guardianship,  we  withdraw  her  instantly  from 
the  house.  Moreover,  as  the  majority  of  our  young  people, 
notwithstanding  their  innocence  and  virtue,  have  not  always 
sufficient  experience  to  distinguish  what  may  be  injurious  to 
their  soul's  health,  we  think  it  greatly  to  their  interest  that 
they  should  confide  to  us  once  a  week,  as  a  child  would  to 
her  mother,  either  in  person  or  by  letter,  whatever  has 
chanced  to  occur  in  the  house  in  which  we  have  placed  them. 
Then  we  can  judge  for  them,  whether  to  withdraw  them  or 
lot.  We  have  already  about  a  hundred  persons,  companions 
to  ladies,  young  women  in  shops,  servants,  and  needlewomen 
by  the  day,  whom  we  have  placed  in  a  great  number  of 
families,  and,  for  the  interest  of  all,  we  have  every  reason  to 
congratulate  ourselves  on  this  mode  of  proceeding.  You 
understand  me,  do  you  not,  my  dear  daughter?" 

"Yes — yes,  mother,"  said  the  sempstress,  more  and  more 
embarrassed.  She  had  too  much  uprightness  and  sagacity 
not  to  perceive  that  this  plan  of  mutually  insuring  the 
morality  of  masters  and  servants  resembled  a  vast  spy- 
system,  brought  home  to  the  domestic  hearth,  and  carried 
on  by  the  members  of  the  institution  almost  without  their 
knowledge,  for  it  would  have  been  difficult  to  disguise  more 
skilfully  the  employment  for  which  they  were  trained. 

"If  I  have  entered  into  these  long  details,  my  dear  daugh- 
ter," resumed  Mother  Sainte-Perpetue,  taking  the  hearer's 
silence  for  consent,  "it  is  that  you  may  not  suppose  yourself 
obliged  to  remain  in  the  house  in  question,  if,  against  our 
expectation,  you  should  not  find  there  holy  and  pious 
examples.  I  believe  Mme.  de  Bremont's  house  to  be  a  pure 
and  godly  place ;  only  I  have  heard  (though  I  will  not  believe 
it)  that  Mme.  de  Bremont's  daughter,  Mme.  de  Noisy,  who 
has  lately  come  to  reside  with  her,  is  not  so  exemplary  in 
her  conduct  as  could  be  desired,  that  she  does  not  fulfil 
regularly  her  religious  duties,  and  that,  during  the  absence 
of  her  husband,  who  is  now  in  America,  she  receives  visits, 
unfortunately  too  frequent,  from  one  M.  Hardy,  a  rich  man- 
ufacturer." 

At  the  name  of  Agricola's  master,  Mother  Bunch  could  not 
suppress  a  movement  of  surprise,  and  also  blushed  slightly. 
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The  snperior  naturally  mistook  this  surprise  and  confusion 
for  a  proof  of  the  modest  susceptibility  of  the  young  semp- 
stress, and  added:  "I  have  told  you  all  this,  my  dear 
daughter,  that  you  might  be  on  your  guard.  I  have  even 
mentioned  reports  that  1  believe  to  be  completely  erroneous, 
for  the  daughter  of  Mme.  de  Bremont  has  always  had  such 
good  examples  before  her  that  she  cannot  have  so  forgotten 
them.  But,  being  in  the  house  from  morning  to  night,  you 
will  be  able,  better  than  any  one,  to  discover  if  these  reports 
have  any  foundation  in  truth.  Should  it  unfortunately  so 
turn  out,  my  dear  daughter,  you  would  come  and  confide  to 
me  all  the  circumstances  that  have  led  you  to  such  a  conclu- 
sion ;  and,  should  I  then  agree  in  your  opinion,  I  would  with- 
draw you  instantly  from  the  house — for  the  piety  of  the 
mother  would  not  compensate  sufficiently  for  the  deplorable 
example  of  the  daughter's  conduct.  For,  as  soon  as  you  form 
part  of  the  institution,  I  am  responsible  for  your  salvation, 
and,  in  case  your  delicacy  should  oblige  you  to  leave  Mme. 
de  Bremont's,  as  you  might  be  some  time  without  employ- 
ment, the  institution  will  allow  you,  if  satisfied  with  your  zeal 
and  conduct,  one  franc  a  day  till  we  could  find  you  another 
place.  You  see,-  my  dear  daughter,  that  you  have  everything 
to  gain  with  us.  It  is  therefore  agreed  that  the  day  after 
to-morrow  you  go  to  Mme.  de  Bremont's."  Mother  Bunch 
found  herself  in  a  very  hard  position.  Sometimes  she 
thought  that  her  first  suspicions  were  confirmed,  and,  not- 
withstanding her  timidity,  her  pride  felt  hurt  at  the  supposi- 
tion, that,  because  they  knew  her  poor,  they  should  believe 
her  capable  of  selling  herself  as  a  spy  for  the  sake  of  high 
wages.  Sometimes,  on  the  contrary,  her  natural  delicacy 
revolted  at  the  idea  that  a  woman  of  the  age  and  condition  of 
the  superior  could  descend  to  make  a  proposition  so  disgrace- 
ful both  to  the  accepter  and  the  proposer,  and  she  reproached 
herself  with  her  first  doubts  and  asked  herself  if  the  superior 
had  not  wished  to  try  her,  before  employing  her,  to  see  if 
her  probity  would  enable  her  to  resist  a  comparatively  bril- 
liant offer.  Mother  Bunch  was  naturally  so  inclined  to 
think  well  of  every  one,  that  she  made  up  her  mind  to  this 
last  conclusion,  saying  to  herself,  that  if,  after  all,  she  were 
deceived,  it  would  be  the  least  offensive  mode  of  refusing 
these  unworthy  offers.  With  a  movement,  exempt  from  all 
haughtiness,  but  expressive  of  natural  dignity,  the  young 
Workman  raised  her  head,  which  she  had  hitherto  held  humbly 
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cast  down,  looked  the  superior  full  in  the  face,  'hat  the  latter 
might  read  in  her  countenance  the  sincerity  of  her  words, 
and  said  to  her  in  a  slightly  agitated  voice,  forgetting  this 
time  to  call  her  "mother"*:  "Ah,  madame !  I  cannot  blame 
you  for  exposing  me  to  such  a  trial.  You  see  that  I  am 
very  poor,  and  I  have  yet  done  nothing  to  command  your 
confidence.  But,  believe  me,  poor  as  I  am,  I  would  never 
stoop  to  so  despicable  an  action  as  that  which  you  have 
thought  fit  to  propose  to  me,  no  doubt  to  assure  yourself, 
by  my  refusal,  that  I  am  worthy  of  your  kindness.  No,  no, 
madame — I  could  never  bring  myself  to  be  a  spy  at  any 
price." 

She  pronounced  these  last  words  with  so  much  animation 
that  her  cheeks  became  slightly  flushed.  The  superior  had 
too  much  tact  and  experience  not  to  perceive  the  sincerity  of 
the  words.  Thinking  herself  lucky  that  the  young  girl 
should  put  this  construction  upon  the  affair,  she  smiled  upon 
her  affectionately,  and  stretched  out  her  arms  to  her,  saying: 
"It  is  well,  my  dear  daughter.     Come  and  embrace  me  !" 

"Mother — I  am  really  confused — with  so  much  kind- 
ness  " 

"No — you  deserve  it — your  words  are  so  full  of  truth  and 
honesty.  Only  be  persuaded  that  I  have  not  put  you  to  any 
trial,  because  there  is  no  resemblance  between  the  act  of  a 
spy  and  the  marks  of  filial  confidence  that  we  require  of  our 
members  for  the  sake  of  watching  over  their  morals.  But 
certain  persons — I  see  you  are  of  the'  number,  my  dear 
daughter — have  such  fixed  principles,  and  so  mature  a  judg- 
ment, that  they  can  do  without  our  advice  and  guardianship, 
and  can  appreciate  themselves  whatever  might  be  dangerous 
to  their  salvation.  I  will  therefore  leave  the  entire  responsi- 
bility to  yourself,  and  only  ask  you  for  such  communications 
as  you  may  think  proper  to  make." 

"Oh,  madame !  how  good  you  are !"  said  poor  Mother 
Bunch,  for  she  was  not  aware  of  the  thousand  devices  of  the 
monastic  spirit,  and  thought  herself  already  sure  of  gaining 
just  wages  honorably. 

"It  is  not  goodness — but  justice !"  answered  Mother  Sainte- 
Perpetue,  whose  tone  was  becoming  more  and  more  affec- 
tionate. "Too  much  tenderness  cannot  be  shown  to  pious 
young  women  like  you,  whom  poverty  has  only  purified 
because  they  have  always  faithfully  observed  the  divine  laws." 

"Mother " 
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"One  last  question,  my  child!  how  many  times  a  month 
do  you  approach  the  Lord's  table?" 

"Madame,"  replied  the  hunchback,  "I  have  not  taken  the 
sacrament  since  my  first  communion,  eight  years  ago.  I  am 
hardly  able,  by  working  every  day,  and  all  day  long,  to  earn 
my  bread.     I  have  no  time " 

"Gracious  heaven!"  cried  the  superior,  interrupting,  and 
clasping  her  hands  with  all  the  signs  of  painful  astonish, 
ment.    "Is  it  possible?  you  do  not  practise?" 

"Alas,  madame !  I  tell  you  that  I  have  no  time,"  answered 
Mother  Bunch,  looking  disconcertedly  at  Mother  Saint-Per, 
petue. 

"I  am  grieved,  my  dear  daughter,"  said  the  latter  sor. 
rowfully,  after  a  moment's  silence,  "but  I  told  you  that,  as 
we  place  our  friends  in  none  but  pious  houses,  so  we  are 
asked  to  recommend  none  but  pious  persons,  who  practise 
their  religious  duties.  It  is  one  of  the  indispensable  condi, 
tions  of  our  institution.  It  will,  therefore,  to  my  great 
regret,  be  impossible  for  me  to  employ  you  as  I  had  hoped. 
If,  hereafter,  you  should  renounce  your  present  indifference 
to  those  duties,  we  will  then  see." 

"Madame,"  said  Mother  Bunch,  her  heart  swollen  with 
tears,  for  she  was  thus  forced  to  abandon  a  cheering  hope, 
"I ^beg  pardon  for  having  detained  you  so  long — for  nothing."' 

"It  is  I,  my  dear  daughter,  who  regret  not  to  be  able  to 
attach  you  to  the  institution;  but  I  am  not  altogether  hope, 
less,  that  a  person,  already  so  worthy  of  interest,  will  one 
day  deserve  by  her  piety  the  lasting  support  of  religious 
people.  Adieu,  my  dear  daughter!  go  in  peace,  and  may 
God  be  merciful  to  you,  until  the  day  that  you  return  with 
your  whole  heart  to  Him !" 

So  saying,  the  superior  rose,  and  conducted  her  visitor  to 
the  door,  with  all  the  forms  of  the  most  maternal  kindness 
At  the  moment  she  crossed  the  threshold,  she  said  to  her' 
Follow  the  passage,  go  down  a  few  steps,  and  knock  at  the 
second  door  on  the  right  hand.  It  is  the  press-room,  and 
there  you  will  find  Florine.  She  will  show  you  the  way  out 
Adieu,  my  dear  daughter !" 

As _  soon  as  Mother  Bunch  had  left  the  presence  of  tht 
superior,  her  tears,  until  now  restrained,  gushed  forth  abun. 
dantly.  Not  wishing  to  appear  before  Florine  and  the  nuns 
m  this  state,  she  stopped  a  moment  at  one  of  the  windows 
to  dry  her  eyes.     As  she  looked  mechanically  towards  the 
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windows  of  the  next  house,  where  she  fancied  she  had  seen 
Adrienne  de  Cardoville,  she  beheld  the  latter  come  from  a 
door  in  the  building,  and  advance  rapidly  towards  the  open 
paling  that  separated  the  two  gardens.  At  the  same  instant, 
and  to  her  great  astonishment,  Mother  Bunch  saw  one  of  the 
two  sisters  whose  disappearance  had  caused  the  despair  of 
Dagobert,  with  pale  and  dejected  countenance,  approach  the 
fence  that  separated  her  from  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville,  trembling 
with  fear  and  anxiety,  as  though  she  dreaded  to  be  dis- 
covered. 

CHAPTER  VIII. 

MOTHER  BUNCH  AND  MDLLE.  DE  CARDOVILLE. 

Agitated,    attentive,    uneasy,    leaning    from    one   of    the 
convent-windows,  the  work-girl  followed  with  her  eyes  the 
movements  of  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville  and  Rose  Simon,  whom 
she  so  little  expected  to  find  together  in  such  a  place,      the 
orphan,  approaching  close  to  the  fence,  which  separated  the 
nunnerv-garden  from  that  of  Dr.  Baleinier  s  asylum,  spoke 
a  few  words  to  Adrienne,  whose  features  at  once  expressed 
astonishment,  indignation,  and  pity.     At  this  juncture,  a  nun 
came  running,  and  looking  right  and  left,  as  though  anxious  y 
seeking  for  some  one;  then,  perceiving  Rose,  who  timidly 
pressed  close  to  the  paling,  she  seized  her  by  the  arm,  and 
seemed    to    scold    her    severely,    and    notwithstanding    some 
ener-etic  words  addressed  to  her  by  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville, 
she  hastilv  carried  off  the  orphan,  who,  with  weeping  eyes, 
turned  several  times  to  look  back  at  Adrienne ;  whilst  the 
latter   after  showing  the  interest  she  took  in  her  by  expres- 
sive gestures,  turned  away  suddenly,  as  if  to  conceal  her 


tears. 


The  passage  in  which  the  witness  stood,  during  this  touch- 
ing scene,  was  situated  on  the  first  story.  The  thought 
immediately  occurred  to  the  sempstress,  to  go  down  to  he 
ground-floor,  and  try  to  get  into  the  garden  so  that  she 
might  have  an  opportunity  of,  speaking  to  the  air  girl  ^ vvith 
the  golden  hair,  and  ascertaining  if  it  were  really  Mdlle  de 
Cardoville,  to  whom  if  she  found  her  m  a  lucid  interval,  she 
mi-ht  say  that  Agricola  had  things  of  the  greatest  impor- 
Snle  to  communicate,  but  that  he  did  not  know  how  to 
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inform  her  of  them.     The  day  was  advancing,  the  sun  was 
on  its  decline,  and   fearing  that  Florine  would  be  tired  of 
waiting  for  her.  Mother  Bunch  made  haste  to  act ;  with  a 
light  step,  listening  anxiously  as  she  went,  she  reached  the 
end  of  the  passage,  where  three  or  four  stairs  led  down  to 
the  landing-place  of  the  press-room,  and  then  formed  a  spiral 
descent  to  the  ground-floor.     Hearing  voices  in  the  press- 
room, the  sempstress  hastened  down  the  stairs,  and  found 
herself  in  a  long  passage,  in  the  centre  of  which  was  a  glass- 
door,  opening  on  that  part  of  the  garden  reserved  for  the 
superior.     A  path,  bordered  by  a  high  box-hedge,  sheltered 
her  from  the  gaze  of  curious  eyes,  and  she  crept  along  it,  till 
she  reached  the  open  paling,  which,  at  this  spot,  separated 
the  convent-garden  from  that  of  Dr.  Baleinier's  asylum.    She 
saw  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville  a  few  steps  from  her,  seated,  and 
with  her  arm  resting  upon  a  rustic  bench.     The  firmness  of 
Adrienne's   character   had    for   a   moment   been    shaken    by 
fatigue,  astonishment,   fright,  despair,  on  the  terrible  night 
when  she  had  been  taken  to  the  asylum  by  Dr.   Baleinier; 
and  the  latter,  taking  a  diabolical  advantage  of  her  weakness 
and  despondency,  had  succeeded   for  a  moment  in  making 
her  doubt  of  her  own  sanity.     But  the  calm,  which  neces- 
sarily follows  the  most  painful  and  violent  emotions,  com- 
bined with  the  reflection  and  reasoning  of  a  clear  and  subtle 
intellect,  soon  convinced  Adrienne  of  the  groundlessness  of 
the  fears  inspired  by  the  crafty  doctor.   She  no  longer  believed 
that  it  could  even  be  a  mistake  on  the  part  of  the  man  of 
science.     She   saw  clearly   in   the  conduct   of   this   man,   in 
which  detestable  hypocrisy   was   united  with  rare  audacitv, 
and   both    served   by   a   skill    no   less    remarkable,    that    M. 
Baleinier  was,  in  fact,  the  blind  instrument  of  the  Princess 
de   Saint-Dizier.     From   that   moment,   she   remained   silent 
and  calm,  but  full^of  dignity  ;  not  a  complaint,  not  a  reproach 
was   allowed   to   pass   her   lips.     She   waited.     Yet,   though 
they  left  her  at  liberty  to  walk  about   (carefully  depriving 
her  of  all  means  of  communicating  with  ony  one  beyond  the 
walls),  Adrienne's  situation  was  harsh  and'painful,"  particu- 
larly for  her,  who  so  loved  to  be  surrounded  by  pleasant  and 
harmonious  objects.     She  felt,  however,  that' this  situation 
could  not  last  long.     She  did  not  thoroughly  understand  the 
penetration  and  action  of  the  laws ;  but  her  good  sense  taught 
her,  that  a  confinement  of  a  few  days  under  the  plea  of  some 
appearances  of  Insanity,  more  or  less  plausible  in  themselves, 
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misht  be  attempted,  and  even  executed  with  impunity ;  but 
that  it  could  not  be  prolonged  beyond  certain  limits,  because 
after  all,   a  young  lady   of   her   rank  in   society  could   not 
disappear  suddenly  from  the  world,  without  inquiries  being 
/nade  on  the  subject-and  the  pretence  of  a  sudden  attack 
of  madness  would  lead  to  a  serious  investigation.     Whether 
true  or  false,  this  conviction  had  restored  Adrienne  to  her 
accustomed  elasticity  and  energy  of  character.     And  yet  she 
sometimes  in  vain  asked  herself  the  cause  of  this  attempt 
on  her  liberty.     She  knew  too  well  the  Princess  de  Samt- 
Dizier   to  believe  her  capable  of  acting  in  this  way,  without 
a  certain  end  in  view,  and  merely  for  the  purpose  of  inflicting 
a  momentary  pang.     In  this,  Mdlle    de  Cardoville  was  not 
deceived :   Father   d' Aigrigny   and   the   princess   were  both 
persuaded,  that  Adrienne,  better  informed  than  she  wished 
to  acknowledge,  knew  how  important  it  was  for  her  to  find 
herself  in  the  house  in  the  Rue  Saint-Francois  on  the  13th  ot 
February,  and  was  determined  to  maintain  ner  rights      In 
shutting  up  Adrienne  as  mad,  it  was  intended  to  strike  a 
fatal  blow  at  her  future  prospects;  but  this  last  precaution 
was  useless,  for  Adrienne,  though  upon  the  true  scent  ot 
the  family-secret  they  had  wished  to  conceal  from  her,  had 
not  yet  entirely  penetrated  its  meaning,  for  want  of  certain 
documents,  which  had  been  lost  or  hidden. 

Whatever  had  been  the  motives  for  the  odious  conduct  ot 
Mdlle  de  Cardoville's  enemies,  she  was  not  the  less  disgusted 
at  it      No  one  could  be  more  free  from  hatred  or  revenge 
than  was  this  generous  young  girl,  but  when  she  thought  ot 
all  the  sufferings  which  the  Princess  de  Saint-Dizier,  Abbe 
d'Ai^rigny   and  Dr.  Baleinier  had  occasioned  her,  she  prom- 
ised nerself,  not  reprisals,  but  a  striking  reparation.     It  it 
were  refused  her,  she  was  resolved  to  combat— without  truce 
Dr  rest— this  combination  of  craft,  hypocrisy,  and  cruelty, 
•iiot  from  resentment  for  what  she  had  endured,  but  to  pre- 
serve from  the  same  torments  other  innocent  victims,  who 
might  not,  like  her,  be  able  to  struggle  and  defend  them- 
selves     Adrienne,  still  under  the  painful  impression  which 
had  been  caused  by  her  interview  with  Rose   Simon,  was 
leaning  against  one  of  the  sides  of  the  rustic  bench  on  which 
she  was  seated,  and  held  her  left  hand  over  her  eyes      She 
had  laid  down  her  bonnet  beside  her    and  the  inclined  por- 
tion of  her  head  brought  the  long  golden  curls  over  her  fair, 
shining  cheeks.     In  this  recumbent  attitude,  so  full  ot  car< 
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less  grace,  the  charming  proportions  of  her  figure  were  seen 
to  advantage  beneath  a  watered  green  dress,"  while  a  broad 
collar,  fastened  with  a  rose-colored  satin  bow,  and  tine  lace 
cuffs,  prevented  too  strong  a  contrast  between  the  hue  of  her 
dress  and  the  dazzling  whiteness  of  the  swan-like  neck  and 
Raphaelesque  hands,    imperceptibly   veined   with   tiny   azure 
lines.     Over  the  high  and  well-formed  instep,  were  crossed 
the   delicate   strings   of   a   little,   black    satin    shoe— for   Dr. 
Baleinier  had  allowed  her  to  dress  herself   with   her  usual 
taste,   and   elegance  of   costume   was   not   with   Adrienne  a 
mark  of  coquetry,  but  of  duty  towards  herself,  because  she 
had  been  made  so  beautiful.     At  sight  of  this  young  lady, 
whose  dress  and  appearance  she  admired  in  all  simplicity^ 
without  any  envious  or  bitter  comparison  with  her  own  poor 
clothes  and  deformity  of  person,  Mother  Bunch  said  imme- 
diately to  herself,  with  the  good  sense  and  sagacity  peculiar 
to  her,  that  it  was  strange  a  mad  woman  should  dress  so 
sanely  and  gracefully.     It  was  therefore  with  a  mixture  of 
surprise  and  emotion  that  she  approached  the  fence  which 
separated  her  from  Adrienne— reflecting,  however,  that  the 
unfortunate  girl  might  still  be  insane,  and  that  this  might 
turn  out  to  be  merely  a  lucid  interval.     And  now,  with  a 
timid  voice,  but  loud  enough  to  be  heard,  Mother  Bunch,  in 
order  to  assure  herself  of  Adrienne's  identity,  said    whilst 
her  heart  beat  fast:  "Mdlle.  de  Cardoville!" 

"Who  calls  me?"  said  Adrienne.  On  hastilv  raising  her 
head,  and  perceiving  the  hunchback,  she  could 'not  suppress 
a  slight  cry  of  surprise,  almost  fright.  For  indeed  this  poor 
creature,  pale,  deformed,  miserably  clad,  thus  appearing  sud- 
denly before  her,  must  have  inspired  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville 
so  passionately  fond  of  grace  and  beauty,  with  a  feeling  of 
repugnance,  if  not  of  terror— and  these  two  sentiments  were 
both  visible  in  her  expressive  countenance. 

The  other  did  not  perceive  the  impression  she  had  made 
xMotionless,  with  her  eyes  fixed,  and  her  hands  clasped  in  a 
sort  of  adoring  admiration,  she  gazed  on  the  dazzlin-  beauty 
<-i  Adrienne,  whom  she  had  onlv  half  seen  through  the  grater) 
window.  All  that  Agricola  had  told  her  of  the  charms  of 
nis  protectress,  appeared  to  her  a  thousand  times  below  the 
reality ;  and  never,  even  in  her  secret  poetic  visions,  had  she 
dreamed  ot  such  rare  perfection.  Thus,  by  a  singular  con- 
trast, a  feeling  of  mutual  surprise  came  over  these  two  girls 
—extreme    types    of    deformity    and    beaut  v,    wealth    and 
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wretchedness.  After  rendering,  as  it  were,  this  involuntary 
homage  to  Adrienne,  Mother  Bunch  advanced  another  step 
towards  the  fence. 

"What  do  you  want?"  cried  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville,  rising 
with  a  sentiment  of  repugnance,  which  could  not  escape  the 
work-girl's  notice;  accordingly,  she  held  down  her  head 
timidly,  and  said  in  a  soft  voice:  "I  beg  your  pardon,  ma- 
dame,  to  appear  so  suddenly  before  you.  But  moments  are 
precious,  I  come  from  Agricola." 

As  she  pronounced  these  words,  the  sempstress  raised  her 
eyes  anxiously,  fearing  that  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville  might  have 
forgotten  the  name  of  the  workman.  But,  to  her  great  sur- 
prise and  joy,  the  fears  of  Adrienne  seemed  to  diminish 
at  the  name  of  Agricola,  and  approaching  the  fence,  she 
looked  at  the  speaker  with  benevolent  curiosity. 

"You  come  from  M.  Agricola  Baudoin?"  said  she.  "Who 
are  you?" 

"His  adopted  sister,  madame — a  poor  needlewoman,  who 
lives  in  the  same  house." 

Adrienne  appeared  to  collect  her  thoughts,  and  said,  smil- 
ing kindly,  after  a  moment's  silence :  "It  was  you  then,  who 
persuaded  M.  Agricola  to  apply  to  me  to  procure  him  bail?" 

"Oh,  madame,  do  you  remember " 

"I  never  forget  anything  that  is  generous  and  noble.  M. 
Agricola  was  much  affected  when  he  spoke  of  your  devotion. 
I  remember  it  well ;  it  would  be  strange  if  I  did  not.  But 
how  came  you  here,  in  this  convent  ?" 

"They  told  me  that  I  should  perhaps  be  able  to  get  some 
occupation  here,  as  I   am  out  of   work.     Unfortunately,   I 
have  been  refused  by  the  lady  superior." 
"And  how  did  you  recognize  me?" 
"By  your  great  beauty,  madame,  of  which  Agricola  had 

told  me." 

"Or  rather  by  this,"  said  Adrienne,  smiling,  as  she  lifted, 
with  the  tips  of  her  rosy  fingers,  one  end  of  a  long,  silky 
ringlet  of  golden  hair. 

"You  must  pardon  Agricola,  madame,"  said  the  sewing 
girl,  with  one  of  those  half  smiles,  which  rarely  settled  on 
her 'lips:  "he  is  a  poet,  and  omitted  no  single  perfection  in 
the  respectful  and  admiring  description  which  he  gave  of 
his  protectress." 

"And  what  induced  you  to  come  and  speak  to  me  i 

"The  hope  of  being  useful  to  you,  madame.     You  received 
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&££  ^g^»800dness' that '  ■—  — d  to  g0 

"\ou  may  well  venture  to  do  so,  my  dear  girl  "  said  Adri 
enne,    with   ineffable    graee;    "until    now,    un  ortunatelv     j 

temion""  "  ab,C  t0  SCrVC  'V°Ur  ad°Pted  Mother   U'in- 

As  they  exchanged   these  words,   Adrienne   and    Mother 

Bnch  looked  at  each  other  with  increasing  surprise      The 

latter  was    first  of  all,  astonished  that  a  person  who  nassed 

wawn^afrT13"55  ^f!  M  ^^  ^'     -" 
llf   n  1    ihe  ease.and   fre«'om  with  which  she  her- 

self answered   the  questions  of   Mdlle.   de   Cardoville— not 
knowing   that    the    latter    was    endowed    with*Tp«S£ 
privilege :  of  lofty  and  benevolent  natures,  to  draw  ou    f  om 
hose  who  approached  her  whatever  sympathized  w   h  hlT- 

and'as?oni  h^Sf  •,Md,,e,de  Card°viHe  ™»  ^^  ™^<1 
7  S0,ihe  to  hear  this  young,  low-born  girl/dressed 
almost  like  a  beggar,  express  herself  in  terms  Elected  with 
so  much  propriety.  The  more  she  looked  at  her.  the  no  e 
the  feeling  of  repugnance  she  at  first  experienced  wore  off 

ment^Y-  h  W  "T'l  ^°  qUke  tHe  °PP°site  ^ 
mcnt.     With  that  rapid  and  minute  power  of   observation 

natural  to  women,  she  remarked  beneath  the  black  crap    of 

Mother  Bunch's  cap    the  smoothness  and  brilliancy Tthe 

fair  chestnut  hair      She  remarked,  too.  the  whiteness  of    he 
long,  thin  hand,  though  it  displayed  itself  at  the  end  of  a 
patched   and  tattered   sleeve-an  'infallible  proof   that  care 
and   cleanliness,    and    self-respect    were   at    least    stru^lm- 

o f  thi  1  P  aml  meIanchol>-  features,  in  the  expression 
of  the  blue  eyes,  at  once  intelligent,  mild  and  timid  a  soft 
^  modest  dignity,  which  made  one  forget  tnTdeformVd 
figure  Adrienne  loved  physical  beauty,  and  admired  it  pas- 
ately,  but  she  had  too  superior  a  mind,  too  noble  a  I  ,1 
too  sensitive  a  heart,  not  to  know  how  to  appreciate  moral 
beauty,  even  when  it  beamed  from  a  humble  and  suffering 
ZTTr     ?U]U'  tH,S  ^nd  °f  aPPr^ation   was   new  to 

^  hn  ■,  r  r;Ile:  u,nti1  now' her  iar^  *»™™  ™*  ** 

Ran     habits   had   kept   her   at   a   distance    from    persons   of 
Mother  Bunch's  class.     After  a  short  silence,  during  which 

n,H        fatruCian  ?"d  the  P°or  work"girl  ^  closed  exam 
med  each  other,  Adrienne  said  to  the  other :  "It  is'  easy    I 
tnink,  to  explain  the  cause  of  our  mutual  astonishment      You 
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have,  no  doubt,  discovered  that  I  speak  pretty  reasonably 
for  a  mad  woman — if  they  have  told  you  I  am  one.  And  I," 
added  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville,  in  a  tone  of  respectful  commis- 
eration, "find  that  the  delicacy  of  your  language  and  man- 
ners so  singularly  contrast  with  the  position  in  which  you  ap- 
pear to  be,  that  my  surprise  must  be  even  greater  than  yours." 
"Ah,  madame !  cried  Mother  Bunch,  with  a  welling  forth 
of  such  deep  and  sincere  joy  that  the  tears  started  to  her 
eyes;  "is  it  true? — they  have  deceived  me — you  are  not  mad ! 
Just  'now,  when  I  beheld  you  so  kind  and  beautiful,  when  I 
heard  the  sweet  tone  of  your  voice,  I  could  not  believe  that 
such  a  misfortune  had  happened  to  you.  But,  alas!  how  is 
it  then,  madame,  that  you  are  in  this  place?" 

"Poor  child!"  said  Adrienne,  touched  by  the  affectionate 
interest  of  this  excellent  creature;  "and  how  is  it  that  you, 
with  such  a  heart  and  head,  should  be  in  such  distress? 
But  be  satisfied!  I  shall  not  always  be  here — and  that  will 
suffice  to  tell  you,  that  we  shall  both  resume  the  place  which 
becomes  us.  Believe  me,  I  shall  never  forget  how,  in  spite 
of  the  painful  ideas  which  must  needs  occupy  your  mind,  on 
seeing  yourself  deprived  of  work— your  only  resource— you 
have  still  thought  of  coming  to  me,  and  of  trying  to  serve 
me.  You  may,  indeed,  be  eminently  useful  to  me,  and  I  am 
delighted  at  it,  for  then  I  shall  owe  you  much — and  you 
shall  see  how  I  will  take  advantage  of  my  gratitude!"  said 
Adrienne,  with  a  sweet  smile.  "But,"  resumed  she,  "before 
talking  of  myself,  let  us  think  of  others.  Is  your  adopted 
brother  still  in  prison  ?" 

"By  this  time,  madame,  I  hope  he  has  obtained  his  free- 
dom ;  thanks  to  the  generosity  of  one  of  his  comrades.  His 
father  went  yesterday  to  offer  bail  for  him,  and  they  prom- 
ised that  he  should  be  released  to-day.  But,  from  his  prison, 
he  wrote  to  me,  that  he  had  something  of  importance  to  re- 
veal to  you." 

"Tome?" 

"Yes,  madame.  Should  Agricola  be  released  immediately 
by  what  means  can  he  communicate  with  you  ?" 

"He  has  secrets  to  tell  me!"  resumed  Mdlle.  de  Cardo- 
ville with  an  air  of  thoughtful  surprise.  "I  seek  in  vain  to 
imagine  what  they  can  be ;  but  so  long  as  I  am  confined  in 
this  house,  and  secluded  from  every  one,  M.  Agricola  must 
not  think  of  addressing  himself  directly  or  indirectly  to  me. 
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He  must  wait  till  I  am  at  liberty;  but  that  is  not  all.  he 
must  deliver  from  that  convent  two  poor  children,  who  are 
much  more  to  be  pitied  than  I  am.  The  daughters  of  Mar- 
shal Simon  are  detained  there  against  their  will." 

"You  know  their  name,  madame?" 

"When  M.  Agricola  informed  me  of  their  arrival  in  Paris, 
he  told  me  they  were  fifteen  years  old,  and  that  they  re- 
sembled each  other  exactly — so  that,  the  day  before  yester- 
day, when  I  took  my  accustomed  walk,  and  observed  two 
poor  little  weeping  faces  come  close  to  the  windows  of  their 
separate  cells,  one  on  the  ground  floor,  the  other  on  the  first 
story,  a  secret  presentiment  told  me  that  I  saw  in  them  the 
orphans  of  whom  M.  Agricola  had  spoken,  and  in  whom  I 
already  took  a  lively  interest,  as  being  my  relations." 

"They  are  your  relations,  madame,  then?" 

"Yes,  certainly.  So,  not  being  able  to  do  more,  I  tried  to 
express  by  signs  how  much  I  felt  for  them.  Their  tears, 
and  the  sadness  of  their  charming  faces,  sufficiently  told  me 
that  they  were  prisoners  in  the  convent,  as  I  am  myself  in 
this  house." 

"Oh !  I  understand,  madame — the  victim  of  the  animosity 
of  your  family?" 

"Whatever  may  be  my  fate,  I  am  much  less  to  be  pitied 
than  these  two  children,  whose  despair  is  really  alarming. 
Their  separation  is  what  chiefly  oppresses  them.  By  some 
words  that  one  of  them  just  now  said  to  me,  I  see  that  they 
are,  like  me,  the  victims  of  an  odious  machination.  But 
thanks  to  you.  it  will  be  possible  to  save  them.  Since  I 
have  been  in  this  house  I  have  had  no  communication  with 
any  one;  they  have  not  allowed  me  pen  or  paper,  so  it  is  im- 
possible to  write.  Now  listen  to  me  attentively,  and  we 
>hall  be  able  to  defeat  an  odious  persecution." 

"Oh,  speak!  speak,  madame!" 

"The  soldier,  who  brought  these  orphans  to  France,  the 
father  of  M.  Agricola,  is  still  in  town?" 

"Yes.  madame.  Oh!  if  you  only  knew  his  furv.  his 
despair,  when,  on  his  return  home,  he  no  longer  found  the 
children  that  a  dying  mother  had  confided  to  him  !" 

"He  must  take  care  not  to  act  with  the  least  violence  It 
would  ruin  all.  Take  this  ring."  said  Adrienne,  drawing  it 
from  her  finger,  "and  give  it  to  him.  He  must  go  instantly 
—are  you  sure  that  you  can  remember  a  name  and  address?" 

Oh !  yes,  madame.     Be  satisfied  on  that  point.     Agricola 
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only  mentioned  your  name  once,  and  I  have  not  forgotten  it. 
There  is  a  memory  of  the  heart." 

"I  perceive  it,  my  dear  girl.     Remember,  then,  the  name 
of  the  Count  de  Montbron." 

"The  Count  de  Montbron — I  shall  not  forget. 

"He  is  one  of  my  good  old  friends,  and  lives  on  the  Place 
Vendome,  No.  7,"  u 

"Place  Vendome,  No.  7—1  shall  remember. 

"M.  Agricola's  father  must  go  to  him  this  evening,  and, 
if  he  is  not  at  home,  wait  for  his  coming  in.  He  must  ask 
to  speak  to  him,  as  if  from  me,  and  send  him  this  ring  as  a 
proof  of  what  he  says.  Once  with  him,  he  must  tell  him  all 
—the  abduction  of  the  girls,  the  name  of  the  convent  where 
they  are  confined,  and  my  own  detention  as  a  lunatic  in  the 
asylum  of  Dr.  Baleinier.  Truth  has  an  accent  of  its  own 
which  M.  de  Montbron  will  recognize.  He  is  a  man  of  much 
experience  and  judgment,  and  possessed  of  great  influence. 
He  will  immediately  take  the  necessary  steps,  and  to-morrow, 
or  the  day  after,  these  poor  orphans  and  myself  will  be  re- 
stored to  liberty— all  thanks  to  you!  But  moments  are 
precious ;  we  might  be  discovered ;  make  haste,  dear  child ! 

At  the  moment  of  drawing  back,  Adrienne  said  to  Mother 
Bunch  with  so  sweet  a  smile  and  affectionate  a  tone,  that  it 
was  impossible  not  to  believe  her  sincere:  "M.  Agncola  told 
me  that  I  had  a  heart  like  yours.  I  now  understand  how 
honorable,  how  flattering  those  words  were  for  me.  Pray, 
give  me  your  hand!"  added  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville,  whose 
eyes  were  rilling  with  tears ;  and,  passing  her  beautiful  hand 
through  an  opening  in  the  fence,  she  offered  it  to  the  other. 
The  words  and  the  gesture  of  the  fair  patrician  were  full  of 
so  much  real  cordiality,  that  the  sempstress,  with  no  false 
shame,  placed  tremblingly  her  own  poor  thin  hand  in  Adri- 
enne's  while  the  latter,  with  a  feeling  of  pious  respect,  lifted 
it  spontaneously  to  her  lips,  and  said:  "Since  I  cannot  em- 
brace you  as  my  sister,  let  me  at  least  kiss  this  hand,  ennobled 

by  labor !"  ^ 

Suddenly,  footsteps  were  heard  in  the  garden  of  Ur  ba- 
leinier •  Adrienne  withdrew  abruptly,  and  disappeared  be- 
hind some  trees,  saying:  "Courage,  memory,  and  hope! 

\\\  this  had  passed  so  rapidly  that  the  young  workwoman 
had  no  time  to  speak  or  move;  tears,  sweet  tears,  flowed 
abundantly  down  her  pale  cheeks.  For  a  young  lady,  like 
Adrienne  d^  Ordaville,  to  treat  her  as  a  sister,  to  kiss  her 
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hand,  to  tell  her  that  she  was  proud  to  resemble  her  in  heart— 
her,  a  poor  creature,  vegetating  in  the  lowest  abyss  of  misery 
—was  to  show  a  spirit  of  fraternal  equality,  divine,  as  the 
gospel  words. 

There  are  words  and  impressions  which  make  a  noble 
soul  forget  years  of  suffering,  and  which,  as  by  a  sudden 
flash,  reyeal  to  it  something  of  its  own  worth  and  grandeur. 
Thus  it  was  with  the  hunchback.  Thanks  to  this  generous 
speech,  she  was  for  a  moment  conscious  of  her  own  value. 
And  though  this  feeling  was  rapid  as  it  was  ineffable,  she 
clasped  her  hands  and  raised  her  eyes  to  heaven  with  an 
expression  of  fervent  gratitude;  for,  if  the  poor  sempstress 
did  not  practise,  to  use  the  jargon  of  ultramontane  cant,  no 
one  was  more  richly  endowed  with  that  deep  religious  senti- 
ment, which  is  to  mere  dogmas  what  the  immensity  of  the 
starry  heaven  is  to  the  vaulted  roof  of  a  church. 

******* 

Five  minutes  after  quitting  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville.  Mother 
Bunch,  having  left  the  garden  without  being  perceived,  re- 
ascended  to  the  first  story,  and  knocked  gently  at  the  door 
of  the  press-room.     A  sister  came  to  open  the  door  to  her. 

"Is  not  Mdlle.  Florine.  with  whom  I  came,  still  here, 
sister:"  asked  the  needlewoman. 

"She  could  not  wait  for  you  any  longer.  No  doubt,  you 
have  come  from  our  mother  the  superior?*' 

"Yes,  yes,  sister,"  answered  the  sempstress,  casting  down 
her  eyes;  "would  you  have  the  goodness  to  show  me  the  wav 
out?"  J 

"Come  with  me." 

The  sewing-girl  followed  the  nun,  trembling  at  every 
step  lest  she  should  meet  the  superior,  who  would  naturally 
have  inquired  the  cause  of  her  long  stay  in  the  convent. 

At  length  the  inner  gate  closed  upon  Mother  Bunch. 
Passing  rapidly  across  the  vast  court-yard  and  approaching 
the  porter's  lodge,  to  ask  him  to  let  her  out.  she  heard  these 
words  pronounced  in  a  gruff  voice;  "It  seems,  old  Jerome, 
that  we  are  to  be  doubly  on  our  guard  to-night.  Well,  I 
shall  put  two  extra  balls  in  my  gun.  The  superior  says  we 
are  to  make  two  rounds  instead  of  one." 

"I  want  no  gun,  Nicholas."  said  the  other  voice ;  "I  have 
aay  sharp  scythe,  a  true  gardener's  weapon — and  none  the 
worse  for  that." 
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Feeling  an  involuntary  uneasiness  at  these  words,  which 
she  had  heard  by  mere  chance,  Mother  Bunch  approached 
the  porter's  lodge,  and  asked  him  to  open  the  outer  gate. 

"Where  do  you  come  from?"  challenged  the  porter,  lean- 
ing half  way  out  of  his  lodge,  with  a  double  barrelled  gun, 
which  he  was  occupied  in  loading,  in  his  hand,  and  at  the 
same  time  examining  the  sempstress  with  a  suspicious  air. 

"I  come  from  speaking  to  the  superior,"  answered  Mother 
Bunch  timidly. 

"Is  that  true?"  said  Nicholas  roughly.  'You  look  like 
a  sanctified  scarecrow.     Never  mind.     Make  haste  and  cut !" 

The  gate  opened,  and  Mother  Bunch  went  out.  Hardly 
had  she  gone  a  few  steps  in  the  street,  when,  to  her  great 
surprise,  she  saw  the  dog  Spoil-sport  run  up  to  her,  and  his 
master,  Dagobert,  a  little  way  behind  him,  arriving  also  with 
precipitation.  She  was  hastening  to  meet  the  soldier,  when 
a  full  sonorous  voice  exclaimed  from  a  little  distance :  "Oh 
my  good  sister!"  which  caused  the  girl  to  turn  round. 
From  the  opposite  side  to  that  whence  Dagobert  was  com- 
ing, she  saw  Agricola  hurrying  towards  the  spot. 


CHAPTER  IX. 

THE      ENCOUNTERS. 

At  the  sight  of  Dagobert  and  Agricola,  Mother  Bunch  re- 
mained motionless  with  surprise,  a  few  steps  from  the  con- 
vent-gate. The  soldier  had  not  yet  perceived  the  sempstress. 
He  advanced  rapidly,  following  the  dog,  who  though  lean, 
half-starved,  rough-coated,  and  dirty,  seemed  to  frisk  with 
pleasure,  as  he  turned  his  intelligent  face  towards  his  mas- 
ter,  to   whom   he   had   gone   back,   after   caressing    Mother 

Bunch. 

"Yes,  yes ;  I  understand  you,  old  fellow !"  said  the  soidier, 
with  emotion.  "You  are  more  faithful  than  I  was;  you 
did  not  leave  the  dear  children  for  a  minute.  Yes,  you  fol- 
lowed them,  and  watched  day  and  night,  without  food,  at 
the  door  of  the  house  to  which  they  were  taken — and,  at 
length,  weary  of  waiting  to  see  them  come  forth,  ran  home 
to  fetch  me.  Yes ;  whilst  I  was  giving  way  to  despair,  like 
a  furious  madman,  you  were  doing  what  I  ought  to  have 
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done— discovering-  their  retreat.  What  does  it  all  prove  ? 
Why.  that  beasts  arc  Letter  than  men— which  is  well  known 
v\  ell.  at  length  I  shall  see  them  again.  When  I  think  that  to- 
morrow is  the  13th,  and  that  without  you,  my  old  Spoil-sport 
all  would  he  lost— it  makes  me  shudder.  'But  I  sav  shall 
ue  soon  be  there?  What  a  deserted  quarter!  and  night 
ming  on  !'*  b 

Dagobert  had  held  this  discourse  to  Spoil-sport,  as  he 
walked  along  following  the  good  dog,  who  kept  on  at  a 
rapid  pace.  Suddenly,  seeing  the  faithful  animal  start  aside 
with  a  bound,  he  raised  his  eyes,  and  perceived  the  do? 
frisking  about  the  hunchback  and  Agricola,  who  had  just 
met  at  a  little  distance  from  the  convent-gate 

"Mother  Bunch?"  exclaimed  both  father  and  son  as 
they  approached  the  young  workwoman,  and  looked  at'  her 
with  extreme  surprise. 

PvZherH  iS-g°°d -fi0pe'   M*   Dagobert,"   said   she   with   in- 
expressible  joy.     -Rose   and    Blanche   are    found'"     Then 
turning  towards  the  smith,  she  added,  'There  is  good  hope' 
Agricola:    Mdlle.   de   Cardoville  is  not   mad.     I   have  just 
seen  her.  ■> 

;;She  is  not  mad?  what  happiness !"  exclaimed  the  smith. 
The  children !     cried  Dagobert,  trembling  with  emotion 
as  he  took  the  work-girl's  hands  in  his  own.     "You  ha£ 
seen  them : 

ab^pS  to°E: V  Sad~VCry  "^PPy-but  I  -as  not 
"Oh!"  said  Dagobert,  stopping  as  if  suffocated  by  the 
news,  and  pressing  his  hands  on  his  bosom;  "I  never  thought 
that  my  old  heart  could  beat  so  .'—And  yet,  thanks  to  my  doe 
I  almost  expected  what  has  taken  place.  Anyhow,  I  am 
quite  dizzy  with  joy." 

aJIZfu    f!thur'   il'iS  a  g00d   day'"  said  Ag"cola,   looking' 
grate tully  at  the  girl.  h 

-Kiss  me.  my  dear  child  !"  added  the  soldier,  as  he  pressed 
Mother  Bunch  affectionately  in  his  arms;  then,  full  of  im- 
patience, he  added:  "Come,  let  us  go  and  fetch  the  children." 
Hi,  my  good  sister i"  said  Agricola,  deeply  moved;  "you 
wiil  restore  peace,  perhaps  life,  to  my  father— and  Mdlle.  de 
Lardoville— but  how  do  vou  know?" 

"A  mere  chance.     And  how  did  vou  come  here?" 

air.,  i      ~SP.,0rt  St°P?  and  barks/'  cried  Dagobert,  who  had 
already  made  several  steps  in  advance 
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Indeed  the  dog,  who  was  as  impatient  as  his  master  to 
see  the  orphans,  and  far  better  informed  as  to  the  p  ace  of 
heir  reu-eat,  had  posted  himself  at  the  convent  gate,  and 
was  beSnning  to  bark,  to  attract  the  attention  of  Dagobert. 
Undemanding  Ins  dog,  the  latter  said  to  the  hunchback .as 
he  pointed  in  that  direction  with  his  finger :  The  children 
are  there?" 

%%£££**  Good  dog!-Oh  yes!  beasts  are  better 
than  men-except  yon,  my  dear  girl  who  are  better  than 
either  man  or  beast.  But  my  poor  children !  I  shall  see  them, 
I  shall  have  them  once  more !" 

So  saying,  Dagobert,  in  spite  of  his  age,  began  to  run  very 
fast  toward  Spoil-sport.  "Agricola,"  cried  Mother  Bunch 
"prevent  thy  father  from  knocking  at  that  door.     He  would 

rUInatwo  strides,  the  smith  had  reached  his  father,  just  as 
the   latter    was    raising   his    hand    to    the    knocker.       Stot . 
father!"  cried  the  smith,  as  he  seized  Dagobert  by  the  arm. 
"What  the  devil  is  it  now?"  .  „ 

"Mother  Bunch  says  that  to  knock  would  rum  all. 

"SheWwSl?  explain  it  to  you."     Although  not  so  nimble  as 
A-ricola,    Mother   Bunch   soon  came   up,   and   said   to   the 
fddier:   "M.   Dagobert,   do  not  let  us   remain .bete     thi 
gat-      Thev  might  open  it,  and  see  us ;  and  that  would  ex 

cite  suspicion.     Let  us  rather  go  away- . 

"Suspicion!"  cried  the  veteran,  much  surprised,  but  with 
out  moving  from  the  gate;  "what  suspicion? 

"I  conjure  you,  do  not  remain  there!"  said  Mother  Bund 
with  so  much  earnestness,  that  Agricola  joined  her  and 
snid  to  his  father:  "Since  sister  wishes  it,  father,  she  lias 
some  reason  for  it.  The  Boulevard  de  l'Hopital  is  a  lew 
steps  from  here;  nobody  passes  that  way;  we  can  talk  there 
without  being  interrupted."  .  d 

"Devil  take  me  if  I  understand  a  word  of  all  this  cnea 
Dagobert,  without  moving  from  his  post  The  children 
are  here,  and  I  will  fetch  them  away  with  me.     It  is  an 

^T^TS*,  M.  Dagobert/'  said  Mother  Bunch, 

"It  is  much  more  difficult  than  you  imagine    ?  But  come. 
come !__ I  can  hear  them  talk  in  the  court-yard 
Tn  fact,  the  sound  of  voices  was  now  distinctly  audible. 
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"Come  father!"  said  Agricola,  forcing  away  the  soldier, 
almost  in  spite  of  himself.  Spoil-sport,  who  appeared  much 
astonished  at  these  hesitations,  harked  two  or  three  times 
without  quitting  his  post,  as  if  to  protest  against  this 
humiliating  retreat;  but,  being  called  by  Dagobert,  he 
hastened  to  rejoin  the  main  body. 

It  was  now  about  five  o'clock  in  the  evening.  A  high 
wind  swept  thick  masses  of  grayish,  rainy  cloud  rapidly 
across  the  sky.  The  Boulevard  de  l'Hopital,  which  bordered 
on  this  portion  of  the  convent-garden,  was,  as  we  before 
said,  almost  deserted.  Dagobert,  Agricola,  and  the  sewing- 
girl  could  hold  a  private  conference  in  this  solitary  place. 

The  soldier  did  not  disguise  the  extreme  impatience  thai 
these  delays  occasioned  in  him.  Hardly  had  they  turned  the 
corner  of  the  street,  when  he  said  to  Mother  Bunch :  "Come, 
my  child,  explain  yourself.     I  am  upon  hot  coals." 

"The  house  in  which  the  daughters  of  Marshal  Simon  are 
confined  is  a  convent,  M.  Dagobert." 

"A  convent!"  cried  the  soldier:  "I  might  have  suspected 
it.'  Then  he  added:  "Well,  what  then?  I  will  fetch  them 
from  a  convent  as  soon  as  from  any  other  place.  Once  is 
not  always." 

"But,  M.  Dagobert,  they  are  confined  against  their  will 
and  against  yours.     They  will  not  give  them  up." 

"They  will  not  give  them  up?  Zounds!  we  will  see  about 
that."     And  he  made  a  step  towards  the  street. 

"Father,"  said  Agricola,  holding  him  back,  "one  moment's 
patience  ;  let  us  hear  all." 

"I  will  hear  nothing.  What!  the  children  are  there- 
two  steps  from  me— I  know  it— and  I  shall  not  have  them, 
either  by  fair  means  or  foul?  Oh!  that  would  indeed  be 
curious.     Let  me  go." 

"Listen  to  me,  I  beseech  you,  M.  Dagobert,"  said  Mother 
Bunch,   taking  his  hand:   "there  is  another   way  to  deliver 
these     poor     children.     And     that     without     violence — for 
violence,  as  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville  told  me,  would  ruin  all." 
If  there  is  any  other  way — quick — let  me  know  it!" 

"Here  is  a  ring  of  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville's." 

"And  who  is  this  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville?" 

"Father,"  said  Agricola,  "it  is  the  generous  young  lady, 
who  offered  to  he  my  hail,  and  to  whom  I  have  very  im- 
portant matters  to  communicate." 
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"Good,  good,"  replied  Dagobert;  "we  will  talk  of  that 
presently.     Well,  my  dear  girl — this  ring." 

"You  must  take  it  directly,  M.  Dagobert,  to  the  Count  de 
Montbron,  No.  7,  Place  Vendome.  He  appears  to  be  a 
person  of  influence,  and  is  a  friend  of  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville's. 
This  ring  will  prove  that  you  come  on  her  behalf,  and  you 
will  tell  him,  that  she  is  confined  as  a  lunatic  in  the  asylum 
next  door  to  this  convent,  in  which  the  daughters  of  Marshal 
Simon  are  detained  against  their  will." 

"Well,  well— what  next  ?" 

"Then  the  Count  de  Montbron  will  take  the  proper  steps 
with  persons  in  authority,  to  restore  both  Mdlle.  de  Cardo- 
ville  and  the  daughters  of  Marshal  Simon  to  liberty — and 
perhaps,  to-morrow,  or  the  day  after " 

"To-morrow  or  the  day  after!"  cried  Dagobert;  "per- 
haps?— It  is  to-day,  on  the  instant,  that  I  must  have  them. 
The  day  after  to-morrow  would  be  of  much  use !  Thanks, 
my  good  girl,  but  keep  your  ring:  I  will  manage  my  own 
business.     Wait  for  me  here,  my  boy." 

"What  are  you  going  to  do,  father?"  cried  Agricola,  still 
holding  back  the  soldier.     "It  is  a  convent,  remember." 

"You  are  only  a  raw  recruit ;  I  have  my  theory  of  con- 
vents at  my  fingers'  end.  In  Spain,  I  have  put  it  in  practice 
a  hundred  times.  Here  is  what  will  happen.  I  knock ;  a 
portress  opens  the  door  to  me ;  she  asks  me  what  I  want,  but 
I  make  no  answer ;  she  tries  to  stop  me,  but  I  pass  on ;  once 
in  the  convent,  I  walk  over  it  from  top  to  bottom,  calling  my 
children  with  all  my  might." 

"But,  M.  Dagobert,  the  nuns?"  said  Mother  Bunch,  still 
trying  to  detain  the  soldier. 

"The  nuns  run  after  me,  screaming  like  so  many  magpies. 
1  know  them.  At  Seville  I  fetched  out  an  Andalusian  girl, 
whom  they  were  trying  to  keep  by  force.  Well,  I  walk 
about  the  convent  calling  for  Rose  and  Blanche.  They  hear 
me,  and  answer.  If  they  are  shut  in,  I  take  the  first  piece 
of  furniture  that  comes  to  hand,  and  break  open  the  door." 

"But,  M.  Dagobert — the  nuns — the  nuns?" 

"The  nuns,  with  all  their  squalling,  will  not  prevent  my 
breaking  open  the  door,  seizing  my  children  in  my  arms,  and 
carrying  them  off.  Should  the  outer  door  be  shut,  there 
will  be  a  second  smash — that's  all.  So,"  added  Dagobert, 
disengaging  himself  from  the  grasp,  "wait  for  me  here.     In 
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ten  minutes  I  shall  be  back  again.     Go  and  get  a  hackney- 
coach  ready,  my  boy." 

More  calm  than  Dagobert.  and,  above  all,  better  informed 
as  to  the  provisions  of  the  Penal  Code,  Agricola  was  alarmed 
at  the  consequences  that  might  attend  the  veteran's  strange 
mode  of  proceeding.  So.  throwing  himself  before  him,  he 
exclaimed:  "One  word  more,  I  entreat  you." 

"Zounds  .'  make  haste  I" 

"If  you  attempt  to  enter  the  convent  by  force,  you  will 
ruin  all." 

"How  so?" 

"First  of  all.  M.  Dagobert,"  said  Mother  Bunch,  "there 
are  men  in  the  convent.  As  I  came  out  just  now,  I  saw  the 
porter  loading  His  gun.  and  heard  the  gardener  talking  of 
his  sharp  scythe,  and  the  rounds  he  was  to  make  at  night." 

"Much  I  care  for  a  porter's  gun  and  a  gardener's  scythe !" 

"Well,  father;  but  listen  to  me  a  moment,  I  conjure  you. 
Suppose  you  knock,  and  the  door  is  opened — the  porter  will 
ask  you  what  you  want." 

"I  tell  him  that  I  wish  to  speak  to  the  superior,  and  so 
walk  into  the  convent." 

"But,  M.  Dagobert,"  said  Mother  Bunch,  "when  once  you 
have  crossed  the  court-yard,  you  reach  a  second  door,  with 
a  wicket.  A  nun  comes  to  it,  to  see  who  rings,  and  does 
not  open  the  door  till  she  knows  the  object  of  the  visit." 

"I  will  tell  her  that  I  wish  to  see  the  lady  superior." 

"Then,  father,  as  you  are  not  known  in  the  convent,  they 
will  go  and  inform  the  superior." 

"Well,  what  then?" 

"She  will  come  down." 

"What  next?" 

"She  will  ask  you  what  you  want,  M.  Dagobert." 

"What  I  want  ? — the  devil !  my  children  !" 

"One  minute's  patience,  father.  You  cannot  doubt,  from 
the  precautions  they  have  taken,  that  they  wish  to  detain 
these  young  ladies  against  their  will,  and  against  yours." 

"Doubt !  I  am  sure  of  it.  To  come  to  that  point,  they 
began  by  turning  the  head  of  my  poor  wife." 

"Then,  father,  the  superior  will  reply  to  you  that  she 
does  not  know  what  you  mean,  and  that  the  young  ladies 
are  not  in  the  convent." 

"And  I  will  reply  to  her,  that  thev  are  in  the  convent — 
witness  Mother  Bunch  and  Spoil-sport." 


534  THE    WANDERING    JEW 

"The  superior  will  answer,  that  she  does  not  know  you; 
that  she  has  no  explanations  to  give  you ;  and  will  close  the 
wicket." 

"Then  I  break  it  open — since  one  must  come  to  that  in 
the  end — so  leave  me  alone,  I  tell  you !  'sblood !  leave  me 
alone !" 

"And,  on  this  noise  and  violence,  the  porter  will  run  and 
fetch  the  guard,  and  they  will  begin  by  arresting  you." 

"And  what  will  become  of  your  poor  children,  then,  M. 
Dagobert?"  said  Mother  Bunch. 

Agricola's  father  had  too  much  good  sense  not  to  feel  the 
truth  of  these  observations  of  the  girl  and  his  son;  but  he 
knew  also,  that,  cost  what  it  might,  the  orphans  must  be 
delivered  before  the  morrow.  The  alternative  was  terrible 
— so  terrible,  that,  pressing  his  two  hands  to  his  burning 
forehead,  Dagobert  sunk  back  upon  a  stone  bench,  as  if 
struck  down  by  the  inexorable  fatality  of  the  dilemma. 

Agricola  and  the  workwoman,  deeply  moved  by  this  mute 
despair,  exchanged  a  sad  look.  The  smith,  seating  himself 
beside  the  soldier,  said  to  him :  "Do  not  be  down-hearted, 
father.  Remember  what's  been  told  you.  By  going  with 
this  ring  of  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville's  to  the  influential  gentle- 
man she  named,  the  young  ladies  may  be  free  by  to-morrow, 
or,  at  worst,  by  the  day  after." 

"Blood  and  thunder !  you  want  to  drive  me  mad !"  ex- 
claimed Dagobert,  starting  up  from  the  bench,  and  looking 
at  Mother  Bunch  and  his  son  with  so  savage  an  expression 
that  Agricola  and  the  sempstress  drew  back,  with  an  air 
of  surprise  and  uneasiness. 

"Pardon  me,  my  children !"  said  Dagobert,  recovering 
himself  after  a  long  silence.  "I  am  wrong  to  get  in  a 
passion,  for  we  do  not  understand  one  another.  What  you 
say  is  true ;  and  yet  I  am  right  to  speak  as  I  do.  Listen  to 
me.  You  are  an  honest  man,  Agricola ;  you  an  honest  girl ; 
what  I  tell  you  is  meant  for  you  alone.  I  have  brought 
these  children  from  the  depths  of  Siberia — do  you  know 
why?  That  they  may  be  to-morrow  morning  in  the  Rue 
Saint-Francois.  If  they  are  not  there,  I  have  failed  to 
execute  the  last  wish  of  their  dying  mother." 

"No.  3,  Rue  Saint  Francois?"  cried  Agricola,  interrupting 
his  father. 

"Yes ;  how  do  you  know  the  number?"  said  Dagobert. 

"Is  not  the  date  inscribed  on  a  bronze  medal  ?" 
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"Yes,"  replied  Dagobert,  more  and  more  surprised;  "who 
told  you  ?" 

"One  instant,  father!"  exclaimed  Agricola;  "let  me  re- 
flect. I  think  I  guess  it.  Did  you  not  tell  me,  my  good 
r,  that  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville  was  not  mad?" 

"Not  mad.  They  detain  her  in  this  asylum  to  prevent 
her  communicating  with  ony  one.  She  believes  herself,  like 
the  daughters  of  Marshal  Simon,  the  victim  of  an  odious 
machination." 

"No  doubt  of  it,"  cried  the  smith.  "I  understand  all  now. 
Mdlle.  de  Cardoville  has  the  same  interest  as  the  orphans 
to  appear  to-morrow  at  the  Rue  Saint-Frangois.  But  she 
does  not  perhaps  know  it." 

"How  so?" 

"One  word  more,  my  good  girl.  Did  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville 
tell  you  that  she  had  a  powerful  motive  to  obtain  her  free- 
dom by  to-morrow?" 

"Xo ;  for  when  she  gave  me  this  ring  for  the  Count  de 
Montbron,  she  said  to  me :  'By  this  means  both  I  and  Mar- 
shal Simor's  daughters  will  be  at  liberty  either  to-morrow 
or  the  day  after 

J 

"But  explain  yourself,  then,"  said  Dagobert  to  his  son, 
with  impatience. 

"Just  now."  replied  the  smith,  "when  you  came  to  seek 
me  in  prison,  I  told  you,  father,  that  I  had  a  sacred  duty  to 
perform,  and  that  I  would  rejoin  you  at  home." 

"Yes ;  and  I  went,  on  my  side,  to  take  some  measures,  of 
which  I  will  speak  to  you  presently." 

"I  ran  instantly  to  the  house  in  the  Rue  de  Babylone, 
not  knowing  that  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville  was  mad,  or  passed 
for  mad.  A  servant,  who  opened  the  door  to  me,  informed 
me  that  the  young  lady  had  been  seized  with  a  sudden  at- 
tack of  madness.  You  may  conceive,  father,  what  a  blow 
that  was  to  me!  I  asked  where  she  was:  they  answered,  that 
they  did  not  know.  I  asked  if  I  could  speak  to  any  of  the 
family ;  as  my  jacket  did  not  inspire  any  great  confidence, 
they  replied  that  none  of  her  family  were  at  present  there. 
I  was  in  despair,  but  an  idea  occurred  to  me.  I  said  to  my- 
self: 'If  she  is  mad.  her  family  physician  must  know  where 
they  have  taken  her:  if  she  is  in  a  state  to  hear  me,  he  will 
take  me  to  her;  if  not,  I  will  speak  to  her  doctor,  as  I  would 
:o  her  relations.     A  doctor  is  often  a  friend.'     I  asked  the 
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servant,  therefore,  to  give  me  the  doctor's  address.  I 
obtained  it  without  difficulty — Dr.  Baleinier,  No.  12,  Rue 
Taranne.  I  ran  thither,  but  he  had  gone  out ;  they  told  me 
that  I  should  find  him  about  five  o'clock  at  his  asylum, 
which  is  next  door  to  the  convent.  That  is  how  we  have 
met." 

"But  the  medal — the  medal?"  said  Dagobert,  impatiently; 
"where  did  you  see  it?" 

"It  is  with  regard  to  this  and  other  things  that  I  wished 
to  make  important  communications  to  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville." 

"And  what  are  these  communications?" 

"The  fact  is,  father,  I  had  gone  to  her  the  day  of  your 
departure,  to  beg  her  to  get  me  bail.     I  was  followed;  and 
when  she  learned  this   from  her  waiting-woman,   she  con- 
cealed me  in  a  hiding-place.     It  was  a  sort  of  little  vaulted 
room,   in   which   no   light   was   admitted,   except   through   a 
tunnel,  made  like  a  chimney ;  yet  in  a  few  minutes,  I  could 
see  pretty  clearly.     Having  nothing  better  to  do,   I   looked 
all  about  me  and  saw  that  the  walls  were  covered  with  wain- 
scoting.    The  entrance  to  this  room  was  composed  of  a  slid- 
ing panel,  moving  by  means  of  weights  and  wheels  admirably 
contrived.     As  these  concern  my  trade,  I  was  interested  in 
them,  so  I  examined  the  springs,  spite  of  my  emotion,  with 
curiosity,  and  understood  the  nature  of  their  play ;  but  there 
was  one  brass  knob,  of  which  I  could  not  discover  the  use. 
It  was  in  vain  to  pull  and  move  it  from  right  to  left,  none  of 
the  springs  were  touched.     I  said  to  myself :  'This  knob,  no 
doubt,  belongs  to  another  piece  of  mechanism' — and  the  idea 
occurred  to  me,  instead  of  drawing  it  towards  me,  to  push  it 
with   force.     Directly  after,   I   heard  a  grating   sound,   and 
perceived,  just  above  the  entrance  to  the  hiding-place,  one 
of  the  panels,  about  two  feet  square,  fly  open  like  the  door 
of  a  secretary.     As  I  had,  no  doubt,  pushed  the  spring  rather 
too  hard,  a  bronze  medal  and  chain  fell  out  with  a  shock." 

"And  you  saw  the  address — Rue  Saint-Francois?"  cried 
Dagobert. 

"Yes,  father;  and  with  this  medal,  a  sealed  letter  fell  to 
the  ground.  On  picking  it  up,  I  saw  that  it  was  addressed, 
in  large  letters:  'For  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville.  To  be  opened 
6y  her  the  moment  it  is  delivered.'  Under  these  words,  I 
saw  the  initials  'R.'  and  'C.,'  accompanied  by  a  flourish,  and 
this  date:  'Paris,  November  the  13th,  1830.'     On  the  other 


THE    WANDERING    JEW  537 

side  of  the  envelope  I  perceived  two  seals,  with  the  letters 
K.  and   U,   surmounted  by  a  coronet." 
•And  the  seals  were  unbroken?"  asked  Mother  Bunch 
:  erfectly  whole." 

*No  doubt  then,  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville  was  ignorant  of  the 
existence  of  these  papers,"  said  the  sempstress 

That  was  my  first  idea,  since  she  was  recommended  to 
open  the  letter  immediately,  and,  notwithstanding  this  rec~ 
ommendation,  which  bore  date  two  years  back,  the  seals 
remained  untouched." 

"It  is  evident,"  said  Dagobert.  "What  did  you  do?" 
1  replaced  the  whole  where  it  was  before,  promising  mv 
self  to  intorm  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville  of  it.  But.  a  few  min- 
utes after,  they  entered  my  hiding-place,  which  had  been 
discovered,  and  I  did  not  see  her  again.  I  was  onlv  able 
to  whisper  a  few  words  of  doubtful  meaning  to  one  of  her 
waiting-women,  on  the  subject  of  what  I  had  found,  hoping 
thereby  to  arouse  the  attention  of  her  mistress ;  and.  as  sooS 
as  1  was  able  to  write  to  you.  my  good  sister,  I  begged  you 
to  go  and  call  upon  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville." 

"But   this   medal."   said    Dagobert,   "is   exactly   like   that 
possessed   by  the  daughter  of   Marshal   Simon.'  How  can 

u  account  for  that?" 

"Nothing  so  plain,  father.     Mdlle.  de  Cardoville  is  their 
relation      1  remember  now,  that  she  told  me  so." 
A  relation  of  Rose  and  Blanche?" 

•A  es,"  added  Mother  Bunch;  "she  told  that  also  to  me 
just  now. 

"Well,    then,"   resumed    Dagobert,    looking   anxiously   al 

tos   son.      do  you   now   understand   why   I   must   have   mv 

ch.ldren  this  very  day?     Do  you  now  understand,  as  their 

poor  mother  told  me  on  her  death-bed.  that  one  day's  delay 

nught  ruin  all?     Do  you  now  see  that  I  cannot  be  satisfied 

nth  a  perhaps  to-morrow,  when  I  have  come  all  the  way 

rom  Siberia,  only,  that  those  children  might  be  to-morrow 

m  the  Rue  Saint-Francois  ?     Do  you  at  last  perceive  that  I 

wst  have  them  this  night,  even  if  I  have  to  set  fire  to  the 

onvent  r 

t  But,  father,  if  you  emplov  violence " 

"Zounds!   do  you   know   what  the  commissary  of   police 
answered  me  this  morning,  when  I  went  to  renew  my  charge 
nst  your  mother's  confessor?     He  said  to  me  that  then* 
-  no  proof,  and  that  thev  could  do  nothing  " 


538  THE    WANDERING    JEW 

"But  now  there  is  proof,  father,  for  at  least  we  know 
where  the  young  girls  are.  With  that  certainty  we  shall 
be  strong.  The  law  is  more  powerful  than  all  the  superiors 
of  convents  in  the  world." 

"And  the  Count  de  Montbron,  to  whom  Mdlle.  de  Cardo- 
ville  begs  you  to  apply,"  said  Mother  Bunch,  "is  a  man  of 
mfluence.  Tell  him  the  reasons  that  make  it  so  important 
for  these  young  ladies,  as  well  as  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville,  to  be 
at  liberty  this  evening,  and  he  will  certainly  hasten  the  course 
of  justice,  and  to-night  your  children  will  be  restored  to  you. 

"Sister  is  in  the  right,  father.  Go  to  the  Count.  Mean- 
while, T  will  run  to  the  commissary,  and  tell  him  that  we 
now  know  where  the  young  girls  are  confined  Do  you  go 
home,  and  wait  for  us,  my  good  girl.  We  will  meet  at  our 
own  house !"  nit, 

Dagobert  had  remained  plunged  in  thought;  suddenly,  he 
said  to  Agricola:  "Be  it  so.  I  will  follow  your  counsel 
But  suppose  the  commissary  says  to  you :  'Wt ^cannot  act 
before  to-morrow'— suppose  the  Count  de  Montbron  says  to 
me  the  same  thing-do  not  think  I  shall  stand  with  my  arms 
folded  until  the  morning." 

"But,  father " 

"It  is  enough,"  resumed  the  soldier  in  an  abrupt  voice: 
"I  have  made  up  my  mind.  Run  to  the  commissary,  my 
boy;  wait  for  us  at  home,  my  good  girl;  I  will  go  to  the 
Count.    Give  me  the  ring.     Now  for  the  address !        ^ 

"The  Count  de  Montbron,  No.  7,  Place  Vendome,  said 
she ;  "you  come  on  behalf  of  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville. 

"I  have  a  good  memory,"  answered  the  soldier.  ^  "We 
will  meet  as  soon  as  possible  in  the  Rue  Bnse-Miche. 

"Yes,  father;  have  good  courage.  You  will  see  that  the 
law  protects  and  defends  honest  people." 

"So  much  the  better,"  said  the  soldier ;  "because,  other- 
wise, honest  people  would  be  obliged  to  protect  and  defend 
themselves.  Farewell,  my  children !  we  will  meet  soon  in 
the  Rue  Brise-Miche." 


* 


When  Dagobert,  Agricola,  and  Mother  Bunch  separated, 
it  wa=  already  dark  night. 
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CHAPTER  X. 

THE   MEETING. 

It  is  eight  o'clock  in  the  evening,  the  rain  dashes  aeainst 

BriselSkhT  °!-,FranC,eS   BaUd°in^  ^P-tn"ent  inth?Tu 
£  '  ?C  V1°lent  SqUalls  of  ™d  s^ke  the  badly 

Jo^ed  door,  and  casements.  The  disorder  and  confusion  of 
this  humble  abode,  usually  kept  with  so  much  care  and 
neatness,   bore  testimony  to  the  serious   nature  of   the  sad 

^z^ssr disturbed  existences  ^to" 

dZhLPaV€1  H°0Tf  WaS  S°IIed  with  mud-  and  a  thick  laver  of 

Frances  wS  t.t   *',  °n^  S°  br*ht  a»d  clea»-     Since 
prances  was  taken  away  by  the  commissary,  the  bed  had 

not  been  made;  at  night  Dagobert  had  thrown'  himselt  upon 

it   for  a    lew   hours   in   his   clothes,    when     worn   out   with 

fatigue,  and  crushed  by  despair,  he  had  reluS  f  1       w 

house™  UoonT5  }°  *««  »«  a*d   Blanche's  prison! 
nouse.     Lpon  the  drawers  stood  a  bottle,  a  glass   and  some 
fragments  of  dry  bread,  proving  the  frugality  olhesoldTr 
hose  means  of  subsistence  were  reduced  to' the  money  lent 

been  exhausted,  one  might  have  seen  the  hunchback  sS 

After  that  long  day  of  fatigue  and  diverse  emotions    the 

rsLCruldehhad  Katen  ^     Had  She  eveTCSt" 
it  she  would  have  been  at  a  loss  for  bread.     Waiting  for  the 
return  of  Dagobert  and  Agricola,  she  had  sunk    nto  an  ag  - 

sSe  VrV6ry,  ,ffe:ent>  alas!  from  ca,m  and  refresm?g 
eariTv    ,'    i  i  T  Vme  t0  lime'  She  half  °Pened  ^r  eyes  un- 

iVre  s'tih?.  J°°ked  ar°"nduher-  Then'  *****  ^ercome  by 
irresistible  heaviness,  her  head  fell  upon  her  bosom  Y 

■oiW  frC  -mJnUte1  °f  Silence'  onlv  interrupted  by  the 
land  n"  p  acVV1TtV,mV  Md  5"^  step  was  heard  on  the 
>- ed" byPSpoil-sport     "  ^^  Md  Dagobert  Cntered'  fo1' 
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Waking  with  a  start,  Mother  Bunch  raised  her  head 
hastily  sprang  from  her  chair,  and,  advancing  rapidly  to 
meet  Agrkola's  father,  said  to  him^'Well,  M.  Dagobert! 
have  you  good  news  ?     Have  you 

She  could  not  continue,  she  was  so  struck  with  the  gloomy 
expression  of  the  soldier's  features.  Absorbed  in  his  reflec- 
tions, he  did  not  at  first  appear  to  perceive  the  speaker  but 
threw  himself  despondingly  on  a  chair,  rested  his  db jows 
upon  the  table,  and  hid  his  ace  m  his  hands.  After  a  long 
meditation,  he  rose,  and  said  in  a  low  voice.  It  must— yes, 
it  must  be  done  !"  ■ 

Taking  a   few  steps  up  and   down  the  room    Dagobert 
looked  around  him,  as  if  in  search  of  something.     At  length 
after  about  a  minute's  examination,  he  perceived  near    he 
stove,  a  bar  of  iron,  perhaps  two  feet  long  serving :  tc .lift  the 
covers,  when  too  hot  for  the  fingers.     Taking  this  in  his 
hand,  he  looked  at  it  closely,  poised  it  to  judge  of  its  weight, 
and  then  laid  it  down  upon  the  drawers  with  an  air  o .satis- 
faction.    Surprised   at   the   long    silence   of    Dagobert,   the 
needlewoman  followed  his  movements  with  timid  and  uneasy 
curiosity.     But  soon  her  surprise  gave  way  to  fright,  when 
she  saw  the  soldier  take  down  his  knapsack,  place  it  upon  a 
thair   open  it,  and  draw  from  it  a  pair  of  pocket-pistols,  the 
locks  of  which  he  tried  with  the  utmost  caution. 

Seized  with  terror,  the  sempstress  ccfuld  not  forbear  ex- 
claiming: "Good  gracious,  M.  Dagobert!  what  are  you  going 

°The  soldier  looked  at  her  as  if  he  only  now  perceived  her 
for  the  first  time,  and  said  to  her  ,d  a  cordial    but  abrupt 
voice :  "Good-evening,  my  good  girl !     What  is  the  time  t 
"Eight  o'clock  has  just  struck  at  Saint-Mery's,  M.  Dago- 

>e"Eight   o'clock,"   said   the   soldier,   speaking   to   himself; 

"^LTng  'the  pistols  by  the  side  of  the  iron  bar,  he  appeared 
again  to  reflect,  while  he  cast  his  eyes  around  him. 

"M.  Dagobert,"  ventured  the  girl,  "you  have  not,  then, 

good  news?" 

That  single  word  was  uttered  by  the  soldier  in  so  sharp  a 
.one,  that,  Sot  daring  to  question  him  further,  Mother  Bunch 
Hat  down  in  silence.     Spoil-sport  came  to  lean  his  head  on 
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the  knees  of  the  girl,  and  followed  the  movements  of  P.- 
bert  with  as  much  curiosity  as  herself. 

At'ter  remaining  for  some  moments  pensive  and  silent,  the 
lier  approached  the  bed,  took  a  sheet  from  it,  appeared  to 
measure  its  length,  and  then  said,  turning  towards  .Mother 
Bunch:  "The  scissor- '." 

"But,  M.  Dagobert " 

"Come,  my  good  girl!  the  scissors!"  replied  Dagobert, 
in  a  kind  tone,  but  one  that  commanded  obedience.  The 
-(.-nipstress  took  the  scissors  from  Frances'  work-basket,  and 
presented  them  to  the  soldier. 

"Now,  hold  the  other  end  of  the  sheet,  my  girl,  and  draw 
it  out  tight." 

In  a  few  minutes,  Dagobert  had  cut  the  sheet  into  four 
strips,  which  he  twisted  in  the  fashion  of  cords,  fastening 
them  here  and  there  with  bits  of  tape,  so  as  to  preserve  the 
twist,  and  tying  them  strongly  together,  so  as  to  make  a 
rope  of  about  twenty  feet  long.  This,  however,  did  not 
suthce  him,  for  he  said  to  himself:  "Now  I  must  have  a 
hook. 

Again  he  looked  around  him,  and  Mother  Bunch,  more 
and  more  frightened,  for  she  now  no  longer  doubted' Dago- 
bert s  designs,  said  to  him  timidly :  "M.  Dagobert.  Agricola 
has  not  yet  come  in.  It  may  be  some  good  news  that  makes 
him  so  late. 

"Yes,"  said  the  soldier,  bitterly,  as  he  continued  to  cast 
round  his  eyes  m  search  of  something  he  wanted;  "good 
news  hke  mine!     But  I  must  have  a  strong  iron  hook." 

Still   looking  about,   he   found   one   of   the  coarse,   gray 
sacks    that  Frances  was  accustomed  to  make.     He  took  it 
opened  it,  and  said  to  the  work-girl:  "Put  me  the  iron  bar 
ano  the  cord  into  this  bag,  my  girl.     It  will  be  easier  to 
Ccirr\ . 

"Heavens!"  cried  she,  obeying  his  directions;  "you  will 
not  go  without  seeing  Agricola,  M.  Dagobert  ?  He  may  per- 
naps  have  some  good  news  to  tell  you  " 

beW  Sn5^,01  !t  T  Shar1!,  Wait  -f°r'  my  h°y-     J  need  not  start 
'>etore  ten  o  clock — so  I  have  time." 

"Alas   M.  Dagobert!  have  you  lost  all  hope?" 

On  the  contrary.     I  have  good  hope— but  in  myself  " 

bo  saying,  Dagobert  twisted  the  upper  end  of  the  sack   for 

fc  ra  *i  &  «■ and  p,aced  *  °- the  **«»'.£ 
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"At  all  events,  you  will  wait  for  Agricola,  M.  Dagobert?" 
"Yes,  if  he  arrives  before  ten  o'clock." 
"Alas ;  you  have  then  quite  made  up  your  mind  ?" 
"Quite.     And  yet,  if  I  were  weak  enough  to  believe  in  bad 

omens " 

"Sometimes,  M.  Dagobert,  omens  do  not  deceive  one," 
said  the  girl,  hoping  to  induce  the  soldier  to  abandon  his 
dangerous  resolution. 

"Yes,"    resumed    Dagobert;    "old    women    say    so — and, 
although  I   am  not  an  old  woman,   what   I   saw   just  now 
weighed  heavily  on  my  heart.     After  all,  I  may  have  taken 
a  feeling  of  anger  for  a  presentiment." 
"What  have  you  seen?" 

"I  will  tell  it  you,  my  good  girl ;  it  may  help  to  pass  the 
time,  which  appears  long  enough."  Then,  interrupting  him- 
self, he  exclaimed:  "Was  it  the  half  hour  that  just  struck?" 
"Yes,  M.  Dagobert ;  it  is  half-past  eight." 
"Still  an  hour  and  a  half,"  said  Dagobert,  in  a  hollow 
Voice.  "This,"  he  added,  "is  what  I  saw.  As  I  came  along 
iihe  street,  my  notice  was  attracted  by  a  large  red  placard, 
it  the  head  of  which  was  a^  black  panther  devouring  a  white 
horse.  That  sight  gave  me  a  turn,  for  you  must  know,  my 
good  girl,  that  a  black  panther  destroyed  a  poor  old  white 
horse  that  I  had,  Spoil-sport's  companion,  whose  name  was 
Jovial." 

At  the  sound  of  this  name,  once  so  familiar,  Spoil-sport, 
who  was  crouching  at  the  workwoman's  feet,  raised  his  head 
hastily,  and  looked  at  Dagobert. 

"You  see  that  beasts  have  memory — he  recollects,"  said 
the  soldier,  sighing  himself  at  the  remembrance.  Then,  ad- 
dressing his  dog,  he  added:  "Dost  remember  Jovial?" 

On  hearing  "this  name  a  second  time  pronounced  by  his 
master,  in  a  voice  of  emotion,  Spoil-sport  gave  a  low  whine, 
as  if  to  indicate  that  he  had  not  forgotten  his  old  travelling- 
companion.  M 
"It  was,  indeed,  a  melancholy  incident,  M.  Dagobert, 
said  Mother  Bunch,  "to  find  upon  this  placard  a  panther 
devouring  a  horse." 

"That  is  nothing  to  what's  to  come;  you  shall  hear  the 
rest.  I  drew  near  the  bill,  and  read  in  it,  that  one  Morok, 
just  arrived  from  Germany,  is  about  to  exhibit  in  a  theatre 
different  wild  beasts  that  he  tamed,  among  others  a  splen- 
did lion,  a  tiger,  and  a  black  Java  panther  named  Death." 
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"What  an  awful  name!"  said  the  hearer. 

"You  will  think  it  more  awful,  my  child,  when  I  tell  you, 
that  this  is  the  very  panther  which  strangled  my  horse  at 
Leipsic,  four  months  ago." 

"Good  Heaven!  you  are  right,  M.  Dagobert,"  said  the 
girl,  "it  is  awful." 

"Wait  a  little."  said  Dagobert,  whose  countenance  was 
growing  more  and  more  gloomy,  "that  is  not  all.  It  was 
by  means  of  this  very  Morok,  the  owner  of  the  panther, 
that  I  and  my  poor  children  were  imprisoned  in  Leipsic." 

"And  this  wicked  man  is  in  Paris,  and  wishes  you  evil?" 
said  Mother  Bunch.  "Oh!  you  are  right,  M.  Dagobert; 
you  must  take  care  of  yourself ;  it  is  a  bad  omen." 

"For/?/;;;,  if  I  catch  him,"  said  Dagobert,  in  a  hollow 
tone.     "\\  e  have  old  accounts  to  settle." 

"M.  Dagobert,"  cried  Mother  Bunch,  listening;  "some 
one  is  running  up  the  stairs.  It  is  Agricola's  footsteps.  I 
am  sure  he  has  good  news." 

"That  will  just  do,"  said  the  soldier,  hastilv,  without 
answering.  "Agricola  is  a  smith.  He  will  be  able  to  find 
me  the  iron  hook." 

A  few  moments  after,  Agricola  entered  the  room;  but, 
alas!  the  sempstress  perceived  at  the  first  glance,  in  the' 
dejected  countenance  of  the  workman,  the  ruin' of  her 
cherished  hopes. 

"Well!"  said  Dagobert  to  his  son,  in  a  tone  which  clearly 
announced  the  little  faith  he  attached  to  the  steps  taken  by 
Agricola  ;  "well,  what  news  ?" 

"Father,  it  is  enough  to  drive  one  mad— to  make  one  dash 
one  s  brains  out  against  the  wall !"  cried  the  smith  in  a  rage. 

Dagobert  turned  towards  Mother  Bunch,  and  said:  "You 
see,  my  poor  child — I  was  sure  of  it." 

"Well,  father,"  cried  Agricola;  "have  you  seen  the  Count 
de  Montbron :" 

"The  Count  de  Montbron  set  out  for  Lorraine  three  days 
ago.  That  is  my  good  news,"  continued  the  soldier,  with 
bitter  irony ;  "let  us  have  yours— I  long  to  know  all.  I  need 
to  know,  if,  on  appealing  to  the  laws,  which,  as  you  told  me, 
protect  and  defend  honest  people,  it  ever  happens  that  the 
rogues  get  the  best  of  it.  I  want  to  know  this,  and  then  I 
want  an  iron  hook — so  I  count  upon  you  for  both." 

"What  do  you  mean,  father?" 

"First,  tell  me  what  you  have  done.     We  have  time.     It 
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is  not  much  more  than  half-past  eight.     On  leaving  me, 
where  did  you  go  first  ?"  . 

"To    the   commissary,    who    had    already    received    your 

depositions." 

"What  did  he  say  to  you?"  '  + 

"After  having  very  kindly  listened  to  all  I  had  to  state, 
he  answered,  that  these  young  girls  were  placed  in  a  re- 
spectable house,  a  convent— so  that  there  did  not  appear  any 
urgent  necessity  for  their  immediate  removal— and  besides, 
he  could  not  take  upon  himself  to  violate  the  sanctity  ot  a 
religious  dwelling  upon  your  simple  testimony;  to-morrow, 
he  will  make  his  report  to  the  proper  authorities,  and  steps 
will  be  taken  accordingly." 

«Yes,  yes— plenty  of  put  offs,'  said  the  soldier.  ^  > 
"  'But  sir,'  answered  I  to  him,"  resumed  Agncola  it  is 
now,  this  very  night,  that  you  ought  to  act,  for  if  these 
young  girls  should  not  be  present  to-morrow  morning  in  the 
Rue  Saint  Francois,  their  interests  may  suffer  incalculable 
damage.'— 'I  am  very  sorry  for  it,'  replied  he,  but  I  cannot, 
upon  your  simple  declaration,  or  that  of  your  father,  who 
—like  yourself— is  no  relation  or  connection  of  these  young 
persons,  act  in  direct  opposition  to  forms,  which  could  not 
be  set  aside,  even  on  the  demand  of  a  family.  The  law  has 
its  delays  and  its  formalities,  to  which  we  are  obliged  to 

""Certainly!"  said  Dagobert.     "We  must  submit  to  them, 
at  the  risk  of  becoming  cowardly,  ungrateful  traitors! 

"Didst  speak  also  of  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville  to  him?    asked 

th'Ye^-butLhe  answered  me  on  this  subject  in  much  the 
same  manner:  'It  was  very  serious;  there  was  nc ,  prarfm 
support  of  my  deposition.  A  third  party  nad  to  d  me  that 
Mdle  de  Cardoville  affirms  she  was  not  mad ;  but  all  mad 
People  p?etenddto  be  sane.  He  could  not,  therefore,  upon 
S^lePtestimony,  take  upon  himself  to  enter  the  house  of 
a  respectable  physician.     But  he  would  report  upon  it,  and 

th"meriUwisheVd  ioaT^i^w  for  myself,"  said  Dago- 
bert  <  d?d  I  nofforsee  all  this?    And  yet  I  was  weak  enough 

"^  faS'what  you  wished  to  attempt  was  imp^* 
and  you  agreed  that  it  would  expose  you  to  far  too  oange 
ous  consequences." 
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"So,"    resumed    the    soldier,    without   answering   his   son 
they  told  you  m  plain  terms,  that  we  must   not  think  of 
obtaining  legally  the  release  of  Rose  and  Blanche  this  eve- 
ning or  even  to-morrow  morning  -" 

nrl'J65'  fa^en     Inthe  CyeS  °f  the  law'  there  »  no  special 
urgency.    The  question  may  not  be  decided  for  two  or  three 

"That  is  all  I  wished  to  know,"  said  Dagobert,  rising  and 
walking  up  and  down  the  room.  * 

K^And  ^t'",resumed  his  son,  "I  did  not  consider  myself 
beaten.      In    despair,    but    believing   that    justice    could'  not 

S  hon-  '0rt  fqLUtable  dainiS'  !  ™  t0  the  PaLn; 

revive ' nTrnl ?     f  *?*  *  JUdgC'  a  maSis^  who  would 
receive  my  complaint,  and  act  upon  it." 

"Well.'"  said  the  soldier,  stopping  him 

I  was  told  that  the  courts  shut  every  day  at  five  o'clock 

and  do  not  open  again  til  ten  in  the  morning.     TWnking  of 

our  despair,  and  of  the  position  of  poor  Mdlle.  de  Cafdo- 

Mlle    I  determined  to  make  one  more  attempt.     I  entered  a 

ftold  CaS*  trHPS  °f  ft  1U1re'  C°mma  ndcd V  a  £E»2 
l  told  him  all.     He  saw  that  I  was  so  much  moved    and  I 

nterLt^d      ?ch   ™™lh  "*   COnvicti--   &at   he   be  am 

letTit^rffi^Tl11,   SaM -1  t0  him'  'grant  me  one  fav°r; 
a  lLal   entrT  t  tu'°usoIdlers  go  to  the  convent  to  obtain 

trirS  i    I  Liet   them   ask   to   see  the   daughters   of 

Marshal    Simon,   and   learn   whether   it   is   their   choice  ?o 

Russia'    YouwlS  th    "V   faEhlr'  Wh°  br°U^ht  them  "- 
Sen- will—'"  ^  lf  they  are  not  detained  a£ainst 

"And  what  answer  did  he  give  vou,  Agricola?"  asked 
Mother  Bunch,  while  Dagobert  shrugged  hiSg shoulders  and 
continued  to  walk  up  and  down  ' 

sible  M)I  n?^  {f°y-'  Said  he>-  <what  >'ou  ask  me  is  ™Pos- 
mv^lf  c  Understand  y°ur  motives,  but  I  cannot  take  upon 
myself  so  serious  a  measure.  I  should  be  broke  were  I  ta 
enter  a  convent  by  force.-Then.  sir,  what  am  I  to  do?  It 
«  enough  to  turn  one's  head.'-'Faith,  I  don't  know  '  said 

b^hevmf  ?r  i    *  ^ii^  SafCSt'   J  think>  t0  -it.-T^n 
believing  I  had  done  all  that  was  possible,  father,  I  resolved 

o  come  back,  in  the  hope  that  you  might  have  been  more 
fortunate  than  I-but,  alas!  I  was  deceived'" 

mt  wS,ymg'-the  Sm,il-  Sank  Up°n  a  Chair'  for  he  ^  worn 
>ut  with  anxiety  and  tatigue.     There  was  a  moment  of  pro" 
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found  silence  after  these  words  of  Agricola,  which  destroyed 
the  last  hopes  of  the  three,  mute  and  crushed  beneath  the 
strokes  of  inexorable  fatality.  ."' 

A  new  incident  came  to  deepen  the  sad  and  painful  char- 


acter of  this  scene. 


CHAPTER  XL 

DISCOVERIES. 


Twf  door— which  Agricola  had  not  thought  of  fastening— 
opined,  as  it  were,  timidly,  and  Frances  Baudom,  Dago- 
ben's  wife,  pale,  sinking,  hardly  able  to  support  herself, 
aoneared  on  the  threshold. 

The  soldier,  Agricola,  and  Mother  Bunch,  were  plunged 
inlich  deep  dejection,  that  neither  of  them  at  first  percoved 
the  entrance.     Frances  advanced  two  steps  into  the  room 
feU  upon  her  knees,  clasped  her  hands  together,  and   said 
in  a  weak  and  humble  voice ;    "My  poor  husband-pardon ! 
m  At  these  words,  Agricola  and  the  work-grl-whose  back 
were  towards  the  door— turned  round  suddenly,  and  Dago 
bert  hastily  raised  his  head.  # 

"Mv  mother  !"  cried  Agricola,  running  to  h ranees. 
"My  wife !"  cried  Dagobert,  as  he  also  rose,  and  advanced 
tn  mppt  the  unfortunate  woman. 

™On  your  knees,  dear  mother!"  said  Agricola,  stoopmg 
down Vembrace  her  affectionately.    "Get  up  I  entreat  you ! 
"No    mv  child,"  said  Frances,  in  her  mild,  firm  accents 
"I  will'  not  rise,  till  your  father  has  forgiven  me.     I  have 
wrnno-ed  him  much — now  I  know  it. 

"Foreive you  my  poor  wife?"  said  the  soldier,  as  he 
drew  negar  w ith  emotion.  "Have  I  ever  accused  you,  except 
fn  L  first  transport  of  despair?  No,  no;  it  was .the  bad 
nriests  that  I  accused,  and  there  I  was  right.     Well !  I  have 

you  only.     But  come,  dear  wife:  sit  down! 

y"ui    feebie   You    are,    dear    mother!— how    cold— how 

pale^Taid  AgricoTa  with  'anguish,  his  eyes  filling  with  tear, 
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"Wh)    did  you  not  let  us  know?"  added  he.     "We  would 
have  gone  to    fetch   you.      But   how    you    tremble'      Your 

^,^n^ 

KMfAth°U?ht  °J  ltj  f  SOOn  ;i'  -v"ur  father  cai"e  in,  Agricola 
but  there  is  no  wood  nor  charcoal  left  "  gnwiia, 

"I  hen  pray  borrow  some  of  Father  Loriot  mv  dear  sister 

Hardly  had  he  said  the  words,  than  Mother  Bunch  went 

Z h J  T  r°  n  fr°m  the  ST0Und'  took  the  blanket  from 
the  bed  and  carefully  wrapped  it  about  the  knees  and  feet  of 
his  mother      Then,  again   kneeling  down,   he   said   to  he?- 

h,V;;;:,  iah,  /  dea: mother  !;and-  2**  ^ fee^  ^  n 

his 1  own,  he  tried  to  warm  them  with  his  breath 

Aothing  could   be  more   touching  than   this   picture-   th* 
robust  young  man.  with  his  energetic  and  reso  u  e  counte 
2?2y  W-  looks  the  greatest  tenderness    and 
old  mother  ^  att6ntl0nS  t0  **  P°°r'  Pale'  trembli"S 


Dagobert.  kind-hearted  as  his  son,  went  to  fetch  a  pillow 
and  T?-l?  '  l\t°  hl-^Wh>  Sa-Vin-  "Lean  f°™-ard  a?  lit  ' 
S^lff^  Lehind  -V°U;  '-U  -»  be  -re  com: 

"How  you  both  spoil  me!"  said  Frances,  trying  to  smile 

shento-nU  '?  *  S°  k,,nd'  after  a"  the  iH  l  have  done"  added 
she  to  Dagobert,  as  disengaging  one  of  her  hands  from  those 

SLful  e°veS      «  °°k  thC  S^dier,'S  hand  and  Pressed  *  ^0  h 
tte  to  %pent."In  PnS°n'     ^  she  »  a  loW  ™ce>  "*  had 
Agricola's  heart  was  near  breaking  at  the  thought  that  his 

";  cdimother'fi%v,tl; her  ai^e,ic  t£tf*££& 

ab^r  ,n  weD  C°n,fi,neLd  m  pnson  with  so  ma")'  miser- 

sole  W  ??'  H,e  W°Uld  haVC  made  some  attempt'  to  con- 
sole her  on  the  subject  ot  the  painful  past,  but  he  feared  to 
give -a  new  shock  to  Dagobert,  and  was  silent 

Where  is  Gabriel,  dear  mother?"  inquired  he.     "How 
is  lie      As  you  have  seen  him.  tell  us  all  about  him  " 

I   have   seen   Gabriel,"   said   Frances,   drying   her  tears- 
he  is  confined  at  home.    His  superiors  have  riforousWor- 

**£  ^  gf°o"l  °Ut     ^UCki!'V'  thCy  did  n0t  P-veTnis  re- 
eling me,  for  his  words  and  counsels  have  opened  my  eyes 
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to  many  things.    It  is  from  him  that  I  learned  how  guilty  I 
had  been  to  you,  my  poor  husband." 
"How  so?"  asked  Dagobert. 

"Why,  you  know  that  if  I  caused  you  so  much  grief,  it 
was  not  from  wickedness.    When  I  saw  you  in  such  despair, 
I  suffered  almost  as  much  myself ;  but  I  durst  not  tell  you 
so,  for  fear  of  breaking  my  oath.     I  had  resolved  to  keep  it, 
believing  that   I   did  well,   believing  that   it   was   my   duty. 
And  vet  something  told  me  that  it  could  not  be  my  duty  to 
cause"  you  so  much  pain.     'Alas,  my  God!   enlighten  me!' 
I  exclaimed  in  my  prison,  as  I  knelt  down  and  prayed,  in 
spite  of  the  mockeries  of  the  other  women.     'Why  should  a 
just  and  pious  work,  commanded  by  my  confessor,  the  most 
respectable  of  men,  overwhelm  me  and  mine  with  so  much 
misery?     'Have  mercy  on  me,  my  God,  and  teach  me  if  I 
have  done  wrong  without  knowing  it!'     As  I  prayed  with 
fervor    God  heard  me,  and  inspired  me  with  the  idea  of 
applying  to  Gabriel.     'I  thank  Thee,  Father!  I  will  obey!' 
said  I  within  myself.     'Gabriel  is  like  my  own  child;  but  he 
is  also  a  priest,  a  martyr— almost  a  saint.     If  any  one  in  the 
world  imitates  the  charity  of  our  blessed  Saviour,  it  is  surely 
he.     When  I  leave  this  prison,  I  will  go  and  consult  him. 
and  he  will  clear  up  my  doubts.'  ' 

"You  are  right,  dear  mother,"  cried  Agricola;  "it  was  a 
thought  from  heaven.  Gabriel  is  an  angel  of  purity,  courage, 
nobleness— the  type  of  the  true  and  good  priest !" 

"Ah,  poor  wife !"  said  Dagobert,  with  bitterness ;  "if  you 
had  never  had  any  confessor  but  Gabriel !" 

"I  thought  of  it  before  he  went  on  his  journey,"  said 
Frances,  with  simplicity.  "I  should  have  liked  to  confess  to 
the  dear  boy— but  I  fancied  Abbe  Dubois  would  be  offended, 
and  that  Gabriel  would  be  too  indulgent  with  regard  to  my. 


>> 
sins. 


"Your  sins,  poor  dear  mother?"  said  Agricola.  "As  if 
you  ever  committed  any  !" 

"And  what  did  Gabriel  tell  you?"  asked  the  soldier. 

"Alas  my  dear!  had  I  but  had  such  an  interview  with 
him  sooner'  What  I  told  him  of  Abbe  Dubois  roused  his 
suspicions,  and  he  questioned  me,  dear  child  as  to  many 
things  of  which  he  had  never  spoken  to  me  before.  Inen  I 
oiiened  to  him  my  whole  heart,  and  he  did  the  same  to  me. 
and  we  both  made  sad  discoveries  with  regard  to  person. 


Tin-    WANDERING  JEW  549 

whom  we  had  always  thought  very  respectable,  and  who  yet 
had  deceived  each  of  us,  unknown  to  the  other." 

-Plow  SO?" 

"Why,  they  used  to  tell  him,  under  the  seal  of  secrecy, 
things  that  were  supposed  to  come  from  me ;  and  they  used 
to  tell  me,  under  the  same  seal  of  secrecy,  things  that  were 
supposed  to  come  from  him.  Thus,  he  confessed  to  me,  that 
he  did  not  feel  at  first  any  vocation  for  the  priesthood  ;  but 
thev  told  him  that  I  should  not  believe  myself  safe  in 
this  world  or  in  the  next,  if  he  did  not  take  orders,  because 
I  felt  persuaded  that  I  could  best  serve  the  Lord  by  giving 
Him  so  good  a  servant ;  and  that  yet  I  had  never  dared  to 
ask  Gabriel  himself  to  give  me  this  proof  of  his  attach- 
ment, though  I  had  taken  him  from  the  street,  a  deserted 
orphan,  and  brought  him  up  as  my  own  son,  at  the  cost  of 
labor  and  privations.  Then,  how  could  it  be  otherwise? 
The  poor  dear  child,  thinking  he  could  please  me,  sacrificed 
himself.     He  entered  the  seminary." 

"Horrible,"  said  Agricola  :  "  'tis  an  infamous  snare,  and, 
for  the  priests  who  were  guilty  of  it,  a  sacrilegious  lie!" 

"During  all  that  time,"  resumed  Frances,  "they  were 
holding  very  different  language  to  me.  I  was  told  that 
Gabriel  felt  his  vocation,  but  that  he  durst  not  avow  it  to 
me,  for  fear  of  my  being  jealous  on  account  of  Agricola, 
who,  being  brought  up  as  a  workman,  would  not  enjoy  the 
same  advantages  as  those  which  the  priesthood  would  secure 
to  Gabriel.  So  when  he  asked  my  permission  to  enter  the 
seminary — dear  child !  he  entered  it  with  regret,  but  he 
thought  he  was  making  me  so  happy ! — instead  of  discour- 
aging this  idea,  I  did  all  in  my  power  to  persuade  him  to 
follow  it,  assuring  him  that  he  could  not  do  better,  and  that  it 
would  occasion  me  great  joy.  You  understand,  I  exag- 
gerated, for  fear  he  should  think  me  jealous  on  account  of 
Agricola." 

"What  an  odious  machination !"  said  Agricola,  in  amaze- 
ment. "They  were  speculating  in  this  unworthy  manner 
upon  your  mutual  devotion.  Thus  Gabriel  saw  the  expres- 
sion of  your  dearest  wish  in  the  almost  forced  encourage- 
ment given  to  his  resolution." 

"Little  by  little,  however,  as  Gabriel  has  the  best  heart 
in  the  world,  the  vocation  really  came  to  him.  That  was 
latural  enough — he  was  born  to  console  those  who  suffer, 
ind  devote  himself  for  the  unfortunate.     He  would  never 
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have  spoken  to  me  of  the  past,  had  it  not  been  for  this 
mornings  interview.  But  then  I  beheld  him,  who  is  usually 
£  mild  and  gentle,  become  indignant,  exasperated,  agamst 
M  Rodin  and  another  person  whom  he  accuses.  He  had 
serious  complaints  against  them  already,  but  these  discov- 
eries  he  says,  will  make  up  the  measure. 

At  these  words  of  Frances,  Dagobert  pressed  his  hand  to 
his  forehead,  as  if  to  recall  something  to  his  memory,  tor 
some  n hfutes  he  had  listened  with  surprise,  and  almost 
termor,  to  the  account  of  these  secret  plots,  conducted  with 
such  deep  and  crafty  dissimulation. 

Frances   continued:      "When   at   last   I   acknowledged   to 
Gabriel  that,  by  the  advice  of  Abbe  Dubois  my  confessor,  I 
had  delivered  to  a  stranger  the  children  confined  to  my  hus- 
band-General Simon's  daughters-the  dear  boy  blamed  me 
though  with  great  regret,  not  for  having  wished  to  instruct 
the  poor  orphans  in  the  truths  of  our  holy  religion    but  for 
having  acted  without  the  consent  of  my  husband,  who  a.one 
was  answerable  before  God  and  man  for  the  charge  entrus ted 
to  him      Gabriel  severely  censured  Abbe  Dubois    conduct, 
who  had  given  me,  he  said,  bad  and  perfidious  counsels; 
and  then,  with  the  sweetness  of  an  angel,  the  dear  boy  con- 
soled me,  and  exhorted  me  to  come  and  tell  you  all.     My 
poor  husband!  he  would   fain  have  accompanied  me    for 
I  had  scarcely  courage  to  come  hither   so  strongly  did  I    ee 
the  wrong  I  had  done  you ;  but,  unfortunate  y,  Gabriel  is 
confined  at  the  seminary  by  the  strict  order  of  his  superiors ; 

he  could  not  come  with  me,  and -"     <  . 

Here  Dagobert,  who  seemed  much  agitated  abrupt  y  inter- 
rupted his  wife.  "One  word,  Frances,"  said  he;  for  in 
S  in  the  midst  of  so  many  cares,  and  black,  diabolical 
nlo  one  loses  one's  memory,  and  the  head  begins  to  wander 
Ed*  not  tell  me,  the  day  the .children  disappear, ,d  tha 
Gabriel,  when  taken  in  by  you,  had  round  his  neck  a  bronze 
medal!  and  in  his  pocket  a  book  filled  with  papers  in  a 
foreign  language  ?" 

"Yes,  my  dear."  ,      , 

"And  this  medal  and  these  papers  were  afterwards  de- 
livered to  your  confessor?" 

"Yes,  my  dear."  . 

"And  Gabriel  never  spoke  of  them  since.'' 

AgriSa,  hearing  this  from  his  mother,  looked  at  her  with 
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surprise,  and  exclaimed :  "Then  Gabriel  has  the  same 
interest  as  the  daughters  of  General  Simon,  or  Mdlle.  de 
Cardoville,  to  be  in  the  Rue  Saint-Francois  to-morrow?" 

"Certainly,"  said  Dagobert.  "And  now  do  you  remember' 
what  he  said  to  us,  just  after  my  arrival — that,  in  a  few 
davs,  he  would  need  our  support  in  a  serious  matter?" 

"Yes,  father." 

"And  he  is  kept  a  prisoner  at  his  seminary !  And  he  tells 
your  mother  that  he  has  to  complain  of  his  superiors!  and 
he  asked  us  for  our  support  with  so  sad  and  grave  an  air, 
that  I  said  to  him " 

"He  would  speak  so,  if  about  to  engage  in  a  deadly  duel," 
interrupted  Agricola.  "True,  father !  and  yet  you,  who  are 
a  good  judge  of  valor,  acknowledged  that  Gabriel's  courage 
was  equal  to  yours.  For  him  so  to  fear  his  superiors,  the 
danger  must  be  great  indeed." 

"Now  that  I  have  heard  your  mother,  I  understand  it  all." 
said  Dagobert.  "Gabriel  is  like  Rose  and  Blanche,  like 
Mdlle.  de  Cardoville,  like  your  mother,  like  all  of  us,  perhaps 
— the  victim  of  a  secret  conspiracy  of  wicked  priests.  Now 
that  I  know  their  dark  machinations,  their  infernal  perse- 
verance,  I  see,"  added  the  soldier,  in  a  whisper,  "that  it 
requires  strength  to  struggle  against  them.  I  had  not  the 
least  idea  of  their  power." 

"You  are  right,  father ;  for  those  who  are  hypocritical 
and  wicked  do  as  much  harm  as  those  who  are  good  and 
charitable,  like  Gabriel,  do  good.  There  is  no  more  im- 
placable enemy  than  a  bad  priest." 

"I  know  it,  and  that's  what  frightens  me ;  for  my  poor 
children  are  in  their  hands.  But  is  all  lost?  Shall  I  bring 
myself  to  give  them  up  without  an  effort?  Oh,  no,  no!  I 
will  not  show  any  weakness — and  yet,  since  your  mother 
told  us  of  these  diabolical  plots,  I  do  not  know  how  it  is — 
but  I  seem  less  strong,  less  resolute.  What  is  passing  around 
me  appears  so  terrible.  The  spiriting  away  of  these  children 
is  no  longer  an  isolated  fact — it  is  one  of  the  ramifications 
of  a  vast  conspiracy,  which  surrounds  and  threatens  us  all. 
It  seems  to  me  as  if  I  and  those  I  love  walked  together 
in  darkness,  in  the  midst  of  serpents,  in  the  midst  of  -n 
that  we  can  neither  see  nor  >tru^rle  against.  Well!  Ffl 
speak  out !  I  have  never  feared  death — I  am  not  a  coward — 
and  yet  T  confess — yes,  I  confess  it — these  black  robes 
frighten  me " 
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Dagobert  pronounced  these  words  in  so  sincere  a  tone, 
that  his  son  started,  for  he  shared  the  same  impression. 
And  it  was  quite  natural.  Frank,  energetic,  resolute  char- 
acters, accustomed  to  act  and  fight  in  the  light  of  day,  never 
feel  but  one  fear — and  that  is,  to  be  ensnared  and  struck  in 
the  dark  by  enemies  that  escape  their  grasp.  Thus,  Dago- 
bert had  encountered  death  twenty  times;  and  yet,  on  hear- 
ing his  wife's  simple  revelation  of  this  dark  tissue  of  lies, 
and  treachery,  and  crime,  the  soldier  felt  a  vague  sense  of 
fear;  and,  though  nothing  was  changed  in  the  conditions  of 
his  nocturnal  enterprise  against  the  convent,  it  now  appeared 
to  him  in  a  darker  and  more  dangerous  light. 

The  silence,  which  had  reigned  for  some  moments,  was 
interrupted  by  Mother  Bunch's  return.  The  latter,  knowing 
that  the  interview  between  Dagobert,  his  wife,  and  Agri- 
cola,  ought  not  have  any  importunate  witness,  knocked 
lightly  at  the  door,  and  remained  in  the  passage  with  Father 
Loriot. 

"Can  we  come  in,  Mme.  Frances?"  asked  the  sempstress. 
"Here  is  Father  Loriot,  bringing  some  wood." 

"Yes,  yes;  come  in,  my  good  girl,"  said  Agricola,  whilst 
his  father  wiped  the  cold  sweat  from  his  forehead. 

The  door  opened,  and  the  worthy  dyer  appeared,  with  his 
hands  and  arms  of  an  amaranthine  color;  on  one  side,  he 
carried  a  basket  of  wood,  and  on  the  other  some  live  coal  in 
a  shovel. 

"Good-evening  to  the  company!"  said  Daddy  Loriot. 
"Thank  you  for  having  thought  of  me,  Mme.  Frances.  You 
know  that  my  shop  and  everything  in  it  are  at  your  service. 
Neighbors  should  help  one  another;  that's  my  motto!  You 
were  kind  enough,  I  should  think,  to  my  late  wife !" 

Then,  placing  the  wood  in  a  corner,  and  giving  the  shovel 
to  Agricola,  the  worthy  dyer,  guessing  from  the  sorrowful 
appearance  of  the  different  actors  in  this  scene,  that  it  would 
be  impolite  to  prolong  his  visit,  added:  "You  don't  want 
anything  else,  Mme.  Frances?" 
"No,  thank  you,  Father  Loriot." 

"Then,  good-evening  to  the  company !"  said  the  dyer ;  and, 
addressing  Mother  Bunch,  he  added:  "Don't  forget  the 
letter  for  M.  Dagobert.  I  durstn't  touch  it  for  fear  of  leaving 
the  marks  of  my  four  fingers  and  thumb  in  amaranthine! 
But,  good-evening  to  the  company!"  and  Father  Loriot 
went  out. 
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"M.  Dagobert,  here  is  a  letter,"  said  Mother  Bunch.  She 
set  herself  to  light  the  hre  in  the  stove,  while  Agricola  drew 
his  mother's  arm-chair  to  the  hearth. 

"See  what  it  is,  my  boy,"  said  Dagobert  to  his  son;  "my 
head  is  so  heavy  that  1  cannot  see  clear."  Agricola  took 
the  letter,  which  contained  only  a  lew  lines,  and  read  it 
before  he  looked  at  the  signature. 

"At  Sea,  December  25th,  1831. 

"I  avail  myself  of  a  few  minutes'  communication  with  a  ship  bound 
direct  for  Europe,  to  write  to  you,  my  old  comrade,  a  few  hasty  lines, 
which  will  reach  you  probably  by  way  of  Havre,  before  the  arrival  of 
my  last  letters  from  India.  You  must  by  this  time  be  at  Paris,  with 
my  wife  and  child — tell  them 

"I  am  unable  to  say  more — the  boat  is  departing.  Only  one  word :  I 
shall  soon  be  in  France.  Do  not  forget  the  13th  February ;  the  future 
of  my  wife  and  child  depends  upon  it. 

"Adieu,  my  friend !     Believe  in  my  eternal  gratitude. 

"Simon." 

"Agricola — quick!  look  to  your  father!"  cried  the  hunch- 
back. 

From  the  first  words  of  this  letter,  which  present  circum- 
stances made  so  cruelly  applicable,  Dagobert  had  become 
deadly  pale.  Emotion,  fatigue,  exhaustion,  joined  to  this 
last  blow,  made  him  stagger. 

His  son  hastened  to  him,  and  supported  him  in  his  arms. 
But  soon  the  momentary  weakness  passed  away,  and  Dago- 
bert, drawing  his  hand  across  his  brow,  raised  his  tall  figure 
to  its  full  height.  Then,  whilst  his  eye  sparkled,  his  rough 
countenance  took  an  expression  of  determined  resolution, 
and  he  exclaimed,  in  wild  excitement:  "No,  no!  I  will  not 
be  a  traitor ;  I  will  not  be  a  coward.  The  black  robes  shall 
not  frighten  me ;  and,  this  night,  Rose  and  Blanche  Simon 
shall  be  free!" 


CHAPTER  XII. 

THE      PENAL      CODE. 

Startled  for  a  moment  by  the  dark  and  secret  machina- 
tions of  the  black  robes,  as  he  called  them,  against  the  persons 
he  most  loved,  Dagobert  might  have  hesitated  an  instant  to 
attempt  the  deliverance  of  Rose  and  Blanche ;  but  his  hide- 
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cision  ceased  directly  on  the  reading  of   Marshal   Simon's 
letter,  which  came  so  timely  to  remind  him  of  his  sacred 

To  the  soldier's  passing  dejection  had  succeeded  a  resolu- 
tion full  of  calm  and  collected  energy. 

"Agricola,  what  o'clock  is  it?"  asked  he  of  his  son. 
"Just  struck  nine,  father." 

"You  must  make  me,  directly,  an  iron  hook— strong 
enough  to  support  my  weight,  and  wide  enough  to  hold  on 
the  coping  of  a  wall.  This  stove  will  be  forge  and  anvil ; 
you  will  find  a  hammer  in  the  house;  and,  for  iron,"  said 
the  soldier,  hesitating,  and  looking  around  him,  "as  for 
iron — here  is  some !" 

So  saying,  the  soldier  took  from  the  hearth  a  strong  pair 
of  tongs,  and  presented  them  to  his  son,  adding:  "Come, 
my  boy !  blow  up  the  fire,  blow  it  to  a  white  heat,  and  forge 
me  this  iron !" 

On  these  words,  Frances  and  Agricola  looked  at  each 
other  with  surprise;  the  smith  remained  mute  and  con- 
founded, not  knowing  the  resolution  of  his  father,  and  the 
preparations  he  had  already  commenced  with  the  needle- 
woman's aid. 

"Don't  you  hear  me,  Agricola,"  repeated  Dagobert,  still 
holding  the  pair  of  tongs  in  his  hand ;  "you  must  make  me 
a  hook  directly." 

"A  hook,  father?— for  what  purpose?" 

"To  tie  to  the  end  of  a  cord  that  I  have  here.  There 
must  be  a  loop  at  one  end  large  enough  to  fix  it  securely." 

"But  this  cord — this  hook — for  what  purpose  are  they: 

"To  scale  the  walls  of  the  convent,  if  I  cannot  get  in  by 

the  door." 

"What  convent?"  asked  Frances  of  her  son. 

"How,  father?"  cried  the  latter,  rising  abruptly.  "You 
still  think  of  that?" 

"Why !  what  else  should  I  think  of  ?" 

"But,  father,  it  is  impossible;  you  will  never  attempt 
such  an  enterprise." 

"What   is    it,    my   child?"    asked    Frances,    with   anxiety. 

"Where  is  father  going?" 

"He  is  going  to  break  into  the  convent  where  ^  Marshal 
Simon's  daughters  are  confined,  and  carry  them  off." 

"Great  God !  my  poor  husband— a  sacrilege !  cried 
Frances,  faithful  to'  her  pious  traditions,  and,  clasping  her 
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hands  together,  she  endeavored  to  rise  and  approach  Dago- 
bert. 

The  soldier,  forseeing  that  he  would  have  to  contend 
with  observations  and  prayers  of  all  sorts,  and  resolved 
not  to  yield,  determined  to  cut  short  all  useless  supplications, 
which  would  only  make  him  lose  precious  time.  He  said. 
therefore,  with  a  grave,  severe,  and  almost  solemn  air.  which 
showed  the  inflexibility  of  his  determination:  "Listen  to 
me,  wife — and  you  also,  my  son — when,  at  my  age,  a  man 
makes  up  his  mind  to  do  anything,  he  knows  the  reason 
why.  And  when  a  man  has  once  made  up  his  mind,  neither 
wife  nor  child  can  alter  it.  I  have  resolved  to  do  my  duty  ; 
so  spare  yourselves  useless  words.  It  may  be  your  duty  'to 
talk  to  me  as  you  have  done;  but  it  is  over  now,  and  we 
will  say  no  more  about  it.  This  evening  I  must  be  master 
in  my  own  house." 

Timid  and  alarmed.  Frances  did  not  dare  to  utter  a  word, 
but  she  turned  a  supplicating  glance  towards  her  son. 

^'Father,"  said  the  latter,  "one  word  more — only  one." 

"Let  us  hear."  replied  Dagobert,  impatiently. 

"I  will  not  combat  your  resolution;  but  I  will  prove  to 
you  that  you  do  not  know  to  what  you  expose  yourself." 

"I  know  it  all,"  replied  the  soldier,  in  an  abrupt  tone. 
"The  undertaking  is  a  serious  one;  but  it  shall  not  be  said 
that  I  neglected  any  means  to  accomplish  what  I  promised 
to  do." 

"But.  father,  you  do  not  know  to  what  danger  you  expose 
yourself,"  said  the  smith,  much  alarmed. 

"Talk  of  danger!  talk  of  the  porter's  gun  and  the  gar- 
dener's scythe!"  said  Dagobert,  shrugging  his  shoulders 
contemptuously.  "Talk  of  them,  and  have  done  with  it— 
for,  after  all.  suppose  I  were  to  leave  my  carcass  in  the  con- 
vent, would  not  you  remain  to  your  mother?  For  twenty 
years,  you  were  accustomed  to  do  without  me.  It  will  be 
all  the  less  trying  to  you.'' 

"And  I.  alas!  am  the  cause  of  these  misfortunes!"  cried 
the  poor  mother.  "Ah  !  Gabriel  had  good  reason  to  blame 
me.  ' 

"Mme.  Frances,  be  comforted."  whispered  the  sempstress, 
who  had  drawn  near  to  Dagobert's  wife.  "Agricola  will 
ftot  suffer  his  father  to  expose  himself  thus." 

After  a  moment's   hesitation,   the   smith   resumed,   in   an 


556  THE    WANDERING    JEW 

agitated  voice:     "I  know  you  too  well,  father,  to  think  of 
stopping  you  by  the  fear  of  death." 
"Of  what  danger,  then,  do  you  speak?" 
"Of  a  danger  from  which  even  you  will  shrink,  brave  as 
you  are,"  said  the  young  man,  in  a  voice  of  emotion,  that 
forcibly  struck  his  father. 

"Agricola,"  said  the  soldier,  roughly  and  severely,  "that 
remark  is  cowardly,  you  are  insulting." 

"Father " 

"Cowardly!"  resumed  the  soldier,  angrily;  "because  it  is 
cowardice  to  wish  to  frighten  a  man  from  his  duty — insult- 
ing !  because  you  think  me  capable  of  being  so  frightened." 

"Oh,  M.  Dagobert!"  exclaimed  the  sewing-girl,  "you  do 
not  understand  Agricola." 

"I  understand  him  too  well,"  answered  the  soldier  harshly. 
Painfully  affected  by  the  severity  of  his  father,  but  firm 
in  his  resolution,  which  sprang  from  love  and  respect,  Agri- 
cola resumed,  whilst  his  heart  beat  violently.  "Forgive 
me,  if  I  disobey  you,  father;  but,  were  you  to  hate  me  for  it, 
I  must  tell  you  to  what  you  expose  yourself  by  scaling  at 

night  the  walls  of  a  convent " 

"My  son!  do  you  dare?"  cried  Dagobert,  his  countenance 

inflamed  with  rage 

"Agricola!"  exclaimed  Frances,  in  tears.     "My  husband!" 
"M.    Dagobert,    listen    to    Agricola!"    exclaimed    Mother 
Bunch.     "It  is  only  in  your  interest  that  he  speaks." 

"Not  one  word  more!"  replied  the  soldier,  stamping  his 
foot  with  anger. 

"I  tell  you,  father,"  exclaimed  the  smith,  growing  fear- 
fully pale'  as  he  spoke,  "that  you  risk  being  sent  to  the 
galleys !" 

"Unhappy  boy!"  cried  Dagobert,  seizing  his  son  by  the 
arm;  "could  you  not  keep  that  from  me — rather  than 
expose  me  to  become  a  traitor  and  a  coward?"  And  the 
soldier  shuddered,  as  he  repeated:  "The  galleys !"— and, 
bending  down  his  head,  remained  mute,  pensive,  withered, 
as  it  were,  by  those  blasting  words. 

"Yes,  to  enter  an  inhabited  place  by  night,  in  such  a 
manner'  is  what  the  law  calls  burglary,  and  punishes  with 
the  galleys,"  cried  Agricola,  at  once  grieved  and  rejoicing  at 
his  father's  depression  of  mind— "yes,  father,  the  galleys, 
if  you  are  taken  in  the  act ;  and  there  are  ten  chances  to  one 
that  you   would  be   so.      Mother   Bunch  has   told   you,  the 
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carry  off  the  two  young  ladies  in  broad  daylight,  you  would 
have  been  arrested;  but,  at  least,  the  attempt  wotdd have 
been  an  open  one,  with  a  character  of  honest  audacity  about 

t.  that  hereafter  might  have  procured  your  acquittal.     But 
to  enter  by  night,  and  by  scaling  the  walls-I  Jell  you    the 
galleys   would    be   the   consequence.      Now,    father,    decide 
Whatever   you   do,   I    will    do  also-for  you   shall    not   go 
alone.     Say  but  the  word,  and  I  will  forge  the  hook  for  you 

-1  have  here  hammer  and  pincers— and  in  an  hour  we  will 
set  out. 

A  profound  silence  followed  these  words— a  silence  that 
was  only  interrupted  by  the  stifled  sobs  of  Frances,  who 
muttered  to  herself  m  despair:  -.Alas!  this  is  the  conse- 
quence of  listening  to  Abbe  Dubois !" 

It  was  in  vain  that  Mother  Bunch  tried  to  console  Frances 
She  was  herself  alarmed,  for  the  soldier  was  capable  of 
braving  even  infamy  and  Agricola  had  determined  to  share 
the  perils  of  his  father. 

In  spite  of  his  energetic  and  resolute  character,  Dagobert 
remained  for  some  time  in  a  kind  of  stupor.  According  to 
his  mih  ary  habits,  he  had  looked  at  this  nocturnal  enter- 
prise only  as  a  ruse  dc  guerre,  authorized  by  his  good  cause 
and  by  the  inexorable  fatality  of  his  position;  but  the  words 
of  his  son  brought  him  hack  to  the  fearful  reality,  and  left 
him  the  choice  of  a  terrnble  alternative-wither  to  betray  the 
confidence  of  Marshal  Simon,  and  set  at  naught  the  las? 
wishes  of  the  mother  of  the  orphans— or  else  to  expose 
himself,  and  above  all  his  son.  to*  lasting  disgraee-whhout 
even  the  certainty  of  delivering  the  orphans  after  all 

Drying  her  eyes,  bathed  in  tears,  Frances  exclaimed    as  if 
by  a  sudden  inspiration:     "Dear  me!   I   have  just  thoughl 

frnr!:  J  ,S  PerhatPS  a  U'ay  °f  -etti"S  these  dear  children 

trom  the  convent  without  violence." 

"How  so,  mother?"  said  Agricola,  hastily. 

It  is  Abbe  Dubois,  who  had  them  conveyed  thither;  but 

U.  Reod»iUPPOSeS'  Pr°bably  aCted  by  the  advice  of 

tn"Mnpif^that  ,Uxfre  I0'  mother-  [t  wouId  he  in  vain  to  apply 

to  M    Rodin.     We  should  get  nothing  from  him."  *P> 

Not  from  him— but  perhaps  from  that  powerful  abbe 
Who  is  Gabriel  s  superior,  and  has  always  patronized  him 
since  his  tirst  entrance  at  the  seminary." 
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"What  abbe,  mother?" 

"Abbe  d'Aigrigny." 

"True,  mother ;  before  being  a  priest,  he  was  a  soldier — 
he  may  be  more  accessible  than  others — and  yet " 

"D'Aigrigny !"  cried  Dagobert,  with  an  expression  of 
hate  and  horror.  "There  is  then  mixed  up  with  these 
treasons,  a  man,  who  was  a  soldier  before  being  a  priest,  and 
whose  name  is  D'Aigrigny?"     ■ 

"Yes,  father ;  the  Marquis  d'Aigrigny — before  the  Res- 
toration, in  the  service  of  Russia — but,  in  1815,  the  Bour- 
bons gave  him  a  regiment." 

"It  is  he!"  said  Dagobert,  in  a  hollow  voice.  "Always 
the  same !  like  an  evil  spirit — to  the  mother,  father,  chil- 
dren." 

"What  do  you  mean,  father?" 

"The  Marquis  d'Aigrigny !"  replied  Dagobert.  "Do  you 
know  what  is  this  man?  Before  he  was  a  priest,  he  was  the 
murderer  of  Rose  and  Blanche's  mother,  because  she  despised 
his  love.  Before  he  was  a  priest,  he  fought  against  his 
country,  and  twice  met  General  Simon  face  to  face  in  war. 
Yes ;  while  the  general  was  prisoner  at  Leipsic,  covered  with 
wounds  at  Waterloo,  the  turncoat  marquis  triumphed  with 
the  Russians  and  English ! — Under  the  Bourbons,  this  same 
renegade,  loaded  with  honors,  found  himself  once  more  face 
to  face  with  the  persecuted  soldier  of  the  empire — Between 
them,  this  time,  there  was  a  mortal  duel — the  marquis  was 
wounded — General  Simon  was  proscribed,  condemned,  driven 
into  exile.  The  renegade,  you  say,  has  become  a  priest. 
Well !  I  am  now  certain,  that  it  is  he  who  has  carried  off 
Rose  and  Blanche,  in  order  to  wreak  on  them  his  hatred  of 
their  father  and  mother.  It  is  the  infamous  D'Aigrigny, 
who  holds  them  in  his  power.  It  is  no  longer  the  fortune 
of  these  children  that  I  have  to  defend ;  it  is  their  life — do 
you  hear  what  I  say? — their  very  li'fe?" 

"What,  father  !  do  you  think  this  man  capable " 

"A  traitor  to  his  country,  who  finishes  by  becoming  a 
mock  priest,  is  capable  of  anything.  I  tell  you,  that,  per- 
haps at  this  moment,  he  may  be  killing  those  children  by  a 
slow-fire!"  exclaimed  the  soldier,  in  a  voice  of  agony.  "To 
separate  them  from  one  another  was  to  begin  to  kill  them. 
Yes !  added  Dagobert,  with  an  exasperation  impossible  to 
describe ;  "the  daughters  of  Marshal  Simon  are  in  the  power 
of  the  Marquis  d'Aigrigny  and  his  band,  and  I  hesitate  to 
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attempt  their  rescue,  for  fear  of  the  galleys!  The  galleys!" 
added  he,  with  a  convulsive  burst  of  laughter ;  "what  do  I 
care  for  the  galleys?  Can  they  send  a  corpse  there?  If 
this  last  attempt  fail,  shall  I  not  have  the  right  to  blow  my 
brains  out? — Put  the  iron  in  the  fire,  my  boy — quick !  time 
presses — and  strike  while  the  iron's  hot !" 

"But  your  son  goes  with  you!"  exclaimed  Frances,  with 
a  cry  of  maternal  despair.  Then  rising,  she  threw  herself 
at  the  feet  of  Dagobert,  and  said:  "If  you  are  arrested,  he 
will  be  arrested  also." 

"To  escape  the  galleys,  he  will  do  as  I  do.  I  have  two 
pistols." 

"And  without  you — without  him,"  cried  the  unhappy 
mother,  extending  her  hands  in  supplication,  "what  will 
become  of  me?" 

"You  are  right — I  was  too  selfish,"  said  Dagobert.  "I 
will  go  alone." 

"You  shall  not  go  alone,  father,"  replied  Agricola. 

"But  your  mother?" 

"Mother  Bunch  sees  what  is  passing;  she  will  go  to  Mr. 
Hardy,  my  master,  and  tell  him  all.  He  is  the  most  gener- 
ous of  men,  and  my  mother  will  have  food  and  shelter  for 
the  rest  of  her  days." 

"And  /  am  the  cause  of  all !"  cried  Frances,  wringing  her 
hands  in  despair.  "Punish  me,  oh,  heaven !  for  it  is  my 
fault.  I  gave  up  those  children.  I  shall  be  punished  by 
the  death  of  my  child !" 

"Agricola,  you  shall  not  go  with  me — I  forbid  it!"  said 
Dagobert,  clasping  his  son  closely  to  his  breast. 

"What!  when  I  have  pointed  out  the  danger,  am  I  to  be 
the  first  to  shrink  from  it  ?  you  cannot  think  thus  lowly  of 
me,  father!  Have  I  not  also  some  one  to  deliver?  The  good, 
the  generous  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville,  who  tried  to  save  me  from 
a  prison,  is  a  captive  in  her  turn.  I  will  follow  you,  father. 
It  is  my  right,  my  duty,  my  determination." 

So  saying,  Agricola  put  into  the  heated  stove  the  tongs 
that  were  intended  to  form  the  hook.  "Alas!  may  heaven 
have  pity  upon  us!!"  cried  his  poor  mother,  sobbing  as  she 
still  knelt,  whilst  the  soldier  seemed  a  prey  to  the  most  violent 
internal  struggle. 

"Do  not  cry  so,  dear  mother;  you  will  break  my  heart," 
said  Agricola,  as  he  raised  her  with  the  sempstress's  help. 
"Be  comforted  !    I  have  exaggerated  the  danger  of  my  father 
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By  acting  prudently,  we  two  may  succeed  in  our  enterprise, 
wfthout  much  risk^h,  father?"  added  he,  with  a  significant 
alance  at  Dagobert.  "Once  more,  be  comforted,  dear  mother 
f  wHl  answer  for  everything.  We  will  deliver  Marshal 
Simon's  daughters,  and  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville  too.  Sister,  give 
me  the  hammer  and  pincers,  there  m  the  press 

The  sempstress,  drying  her  tears,  did  as  desired I  while 
A-ricola,  by  the  help  of  bellows,  revived  the  fire  in  which  the 

^Cfare^tools,  Agricola,"  said  the  hunchback,  in  a 
deeply-agitated  voice,  as  she  presented  them  with  trembling 
hinds  to  the  smith,  who,  with  the  aid  of  the  pincers,  soon 
Sew  from  the  fire  the  white-hot  tongs,  and  with  vigorous 
blows  of  the  hammer,  formed  them  into  a  hook,  taking  the 

stove  for  his  anvil.  .  Clljr1^nK;-  v.p 

Daeobert  had  remained  silent  and  pensive      Suddenly  he 
said  to  Frances,  taking  her  by  the  hand:  .  "You  know  what 
metal  your  son  is.    To  prevent  his  following  me  would  now 
be  impossible.     But  do  not  be  afraid,  dear  wife ;  we  shal 
succeed-at  least,  I  hope  so.    And  if  we  shou  d  not  succeed 
-if  Agricola  and  me  should  be  arrested-well !  we  are  not 
cowards;  we  shall  not  commit  suicide;  but  father  and  son 
S  go  arm  in  arm  to  prison,  with  heads  high  and i  proud 
look  like  two  brave  men  who  have  done  their  duty.     The 
day  of  trial  must  come,  and  we  will  explain  all,  honestly, 
openry-we  will  say,  that,  driven  to  the  last  extremity,  find- 
ing no  support,  no  protection  in  the  law,  we  were  forced    o 
have    recourse   to   violence.     So   hammer   away    my   boy! 
added  Dagobert,  addressing  his  son,  pounding  the :  hot  iron 
"forge,    forge,   without    fear.     Honest   judges   will   absolve 

^Yes^ather,  yon  are  right,  be  at  ease  dear  mother !  The 
iud-es  will  see  the  difference  between  rascals  who  scale  walls 

n  order  to  rob,  and  an  old  soldier  and  his  son  who  at  peril 
of  their  liberty,  their  life,  their  honor,  have  sought  only  to 

de«AndTfh ^lat^'should  not  be  heard,"  resumed  Da- 
gote*  4  much  L  worse  for  them!  It  will  not  be  your 
son  or  husband,  who  will  be  dishonored  in  the  eyes  of  honest 
people  If  they  send  us  to  the  galleys,  and  we  have  couraj 
Ssurvive-the  young  and  the  old  convict  will  wear  their 
Lins "roudly-and  the  renegade  marquis,  the ;  trartoi rpneg 
will  bear  more  shame  than  we.     So,  forge  without  .ear,  my 
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boy!  There  are  things  which  the  galleys  themselves  cannot 
disgrace — our  good  conscience  and  our  honor!  But  now." 
he  added,  "two  words  with  my  good  Mother  bunch.  It 
grows  late,  and  time  presses.  On  entering  the  garden,  did 
you  remark  if  the  windows  of  the  convent  were  far  from  the 
ground  ?" 

"No,  not  very  far.  M.  Dagobert— particularly  on  that  side 
which  is  opposite  to  the  madhouse,  where  Mdlle.  de  Cardo- 
ville  is  confined.*' 

'"How  did  you  manage  to  speak  to  that  voung  lady?" 

"She  was  on  the  other  side  of  an  open 'paling,  which  sep- 
arates the  two  gardens." 

"Excellent!"  said  Agricola,  as  he  continued  to  hammer 
the  iron  :  "we  can  easily  pass  from  one  garden  to  the  other. 
The  madhouse  may  perhaps  be  the  readier  way  out.  Un- 
fortunately, you  do  not  know  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville's  cham- 
ber." 

''Ves,  I  do,"  returned  the  work-girl,  recollecting  herself. 
She  is  lodged  in  one  of  the  wings,  and  there  is  a  shade 
over  her  window,  painted  like  canvas,  with  blue  and  white 
stripes." 

"'  iood!  I  shall  not  forget  that." 
\nd  can  you  form  no  guess  as  to  where  are  the  rooms 
of  my  poor  children?"  said  Dagobert. 

After   a   moment's    reflection,    Mother    Bunch   answered: 

Ihey  are  opposite  to  the  chamber  occupied  by  Mdlle.  de 
Cardoville,  for  she  makes  signs  to  them  from  her  window: 
and  I  now  remember  she  told  me,  that  their  two  rooms  are 
on  different  stories,  one  on  the  ground-floor,  and  the  other 
up  one  pair  of  stair-.' 

"Are  these  windows  grated?"  asked  the  smith. 

"J  do  not  know." 

"Never  mind,  my  good  girl;  with  these  indications,  we 
shall  do  very  well,"  said  Dagobert.  "For  the  rest,  I  have 
my  plans. 

"Some  water,  my  little  sister,"  said  Agricola.  -that  I  may 
my  iron."     Then  addressing  his  father:  "Will  this  hook 

do : 

"Aes,  my  boy;  as  soon  as  it  is  cold  we  will  fasten  the 
cord." 

For  some  time,  Frances  Baudoin  had  remained  upon  her 
knees,  praying  with  fervor.  She  implored  Heaven  to  have 
pity  on  Agricola  and  Dagobert,  who,  in  their  ignorance,  were 
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about  to  commit  a  great  crime ;  and  she  entreated  that  the 
celestial  vengeance  might  fall  upon  her  only,  as  she  alone 
had  been  the  cause  of  the  fatal  resolution  of  her  son  and 
husband. 

Dagobert  and  Agricola  finished  their  preparations  in 
silence.  They  were  both  very  pale,  and  solemnly  grave. 
They  felt  all  the  danger  of  so  desperate  an  enterprise. 

The  clock  at  Saint-Mery's  struck  ten.  The  sound  of  the 
bell  was  faint,  and  almost  drowned  by  the  lashing  of  the 
wind  and  rain,  which  had  not  ceased  for  a  moment. 

"Ten  o'clock !"  said  Dagobert,  with  a  start.  "There  is 
not  a  minute  to  lose.     Take  the  sack,  Agricola." 

"Yes,  father." 

As  he  went  to  fetch  the  sack,  Agricola  approached  Mother 
Bunch,  who  was  hardly  able  to  sustain  herself,  and  said 
to  her  in  a  rapid  whisper:  "If  we  are  not  here  to-morrow, 
take  care  of  my  mother.  Go  to  M.  Hardy,  who  will  perhaps 
have  returned  from  his  journey.  Courage,  my  sister !  em- 
brace me.  I  leave  poor  mother  to  you."  The  smith,  deeply 
affected,  pressed  the  almost  fainting  girl  in  his  arms. 

"Come,  old  Spoil-sport,"  said  Dagobert :  "you  shall  be  our 
scout."  Approaching  his  wife,  who,  just  risen  from  the 
ground,  was  clasping  her  son's  head  to  her  bosom,  and  cover- 
ing it  with  tears  and  kisses,  he  said  to  her,  with  a  semblance 
of  calmness  and  serenity:  "Come,  my  dear  wife,  be  reason- 
able !  Make  us  a  good  fire.  In  two  or  three  hours  we  will 
bring  home  the  two  poor  children,  and  a  fine  young  lady. 
Kiss  me !  that  will  bring  me  luck." 

Frances  threw  herself  on  her  husband's  neck,  without 
uttering  a  word.  This  mute  despair,  mingled  with  convul- 
sive sobs,  was  heart-rending.  Dagobert  was  obliged  to  tear 
himself  from  his  wife's  arms,  and  striving  to  conceal  his 
emotion,  he  said  to  his  son,  in  an  agitated  voice :  "Let  us 
go — she  unmans  me.  Take  care  of  her,  my  good  Mother 
Bunch.     Agricola — come  !" 

The  soldier  slipped  the  pistols  into  the  pocket  of  nis  great 
coat,  and  rushed  towards  the  door,  followed  by  Spoi) -sport. 

"My  son,  let  me  embrace  you  once  more — alas !  it  is  per- 
haps for  the  last  time!"  cried  the  unfortunate  mother,  in- 
capable of  rising,  but  stretching  out  her  arms  to  Agricola. 
"Forgive  me !  it  is  all  my  fault." 

The  smith  turned  back,  mingled  his  tears  with  those  of 
his  mother — for  he  also  wept — and  murmured,  in  a  stifled 
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voice :  "Adieu,  dear  mother  !     Be  comforted.     We  shall  soon 
meet  again." 

Then,  escaping  from  the  embrace,  he  joined  his  father 
upon  the  stairs. 

Frances  Baudoin  heaved  a  long  sigh,  and  fell  almost  life- 
less into  the  needlewoman's  arms. 

Dagobert  and  Agricola  left  the  Rue  Brise-Miche  in  the 
height  of  the  storm,  and  hastened  with  great  strides  towards 
the  Boulevard  de  l'Hopital,  followed  by  the  dog. 


CHAPTER  XIII. 

BURGLARY. 


Half-past  eleven  had  just  struck,  when  Dagobert  and 
his  son  arrived  on  the  Boulevard  de  l'Hopital. 

The  wind  blew  violently,  and  the  rain  fell  down  in  tor- 
rents, but  notwithstanding  the  thickness  of  the  watery  clouds, 
it  was  tolerably  light,  thanks  to  the  late  rising  of  the  moon! 
The  tall,  dark  trees,  and  the  white  walls  of  the  convent- 
garden,  were  distinguishable  in  the  midst  of  the  pale  glimmer. 
Afar  off,  a  street  lamp,  acted  on  bv  the  wind,  with  its  red 
lights  hardly  visible  through  the  mist  and  rain,  swung  back' 
wards  and  forwards  over  the  dirty  causeway  of  the  solitary 
boulevard. 

At  rare  intervals,  they  heard,  at  a  very  great  distance,  the 
rattle  and  rumble  of  a  coach,  returning  home  late;  then  all 
was  again  silent. 

Since  their  departure  from  the  Rue  Brise-Miche,  Dagobert 
and  his  son  had  hardly  exchanged  a  word.  The  design  of 
these  two  brave  men  was  noble  and  generous,  and  yet,  res- 
olute but  pensive,  they  glided  through  the  darkness  like 
bandits,  at  the  hour  of  nocturnal  crimes. 

Agricola  carried  on  his  shoulders  the  sack  containing  the 
cord,  the  hook,  and  the  iron  bar;  Dagobert  leaned  upon  the 
arm  of  his  son,  and  Spoil-sport  followed  his  master. 

"The  bench,  where  we  sat  down,  must  be  close  bv,"  said 
Dagobert,  stopping. 

'A'es,"  said  Agricola,  looking  around;  "here  it  is,  father." 
"It  is  only  half-past  eleven — we  must  wait  for  midnight," 
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resume^  Dagobert.     "Let  us  be  seated  for  an  instant,  to 
i-vst  ourselves,  and  decide  upon  our  plan."  ,    ,     .  , 

After  a  moment's  silence,  the  soldier  took  his  son  s  hands 
between  his  own,  and  thus  continued :  "Agncola,  my  child 
—it  is  yet  time.  Let  me  go  alone,  I  entreat  you.  I  shall 
know  very  well  how  to  get  through  the  business;  but  the 
nearer  the  moment  comes,  the  more  I  fear  to  drag  you  into 
this  dangerous  enterprise." 

"And  the  nearer  the  moment  comes,  father,  the  more  i 
feel  I  may  be  of  some  use ;  but,  be  it  good  or  bad,  I  will 
share  the  fortune  of  your  adventure.  Our  object  is  praise- 
worthy; it  is  a  debt  of  honor  that  you  have  to  pay,  and  i 
will  take  one  half  of  it.  Do  not  fancy  that  I  will  now  draw 
back      And   so,   dear   father,  let  us  think  of  our  plan  of 


action." 


L1U11.  ._.  .      •• 

"Then  you  mill  come?"  said  Dagobert,  stifling  a  sigh. 

"We  must  do  everything,"  proceeded  Agncola,  "to  secure 
success.  You  have  already  noticed  the  little  garden-door, 
near  the  angle  of  the  wall— that  is  excellent." 

"We  shall  get  by  that  way  into  the  garden,  and  look  im- 
mediately for  the  open  paling."  

"Yes  •  for  on  one  side  of  this  paling  is  the  wing  inhabited 
by  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville,  and  on  the  other  that  part  of  ^  the 
convent  in  which  the  general's  daughters  are  confined. 

At  this  moment,  Spoil-sport,  who  was  crouching  at  Uago- 
bert's  feet,  rose  suddenly,  and  pricked  up  his  ears,  as  it  to 

^"One  would  think  that  Spoil-sport  heard  something,"  said 
Agricola.  They  listened— but  heard  only  the  wind,  sounding 
through  the  tall  trees  of  the  boulevard. 

"Now  I  think  of  it,  father— when  the  garden-door  is  once 
open,  shall  we  take  Spoil-sport  with  us?" 

"Yes-  for  if  there  is  a  watch-dog,  he  will  settle  him. 
\nd  then  he  will  give  us  notice  of  the  approach  of  those 
who  go  the  rounds.  Besides,  he  is  so  intelligent,  so  attached 
to  Rose  and  Blanche,  that  (who  knows?)  he  may  help  to  dis- 
cover the  place  where  they  are.  Twenty  times  I  have  seen 
him  find  them  in  the  woods,  by  the  most  extraordinary  111- 

T  slow  and  solemn  knell  here  rose  above  the  noise  of  the 
wind :  it  was  the  first  stroke  of  twelve 

That  note  seemed  to  echo  mournfully  through  the  souls 
of  Agricola  and  his  father.     Mute  with  emotion,  they  shud- 


II 
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tiered,  and  by  a  spontaneous  movement,  each  grasped  the 
hand  of  the  other.  In  spite  of  themselves,  their  hearts  kept 
time  to  every  stroke  of  the  clock,  as  each  successive  vibra- 
tion was  prolonged  through  the  gloomy  silence  of  the  night. 

At  the  la^t  stroke,  Dagobert  said  to  his  son.  in  a  firm 
voice:  '"It  is  midnight.     Shake  hands,  and  let  us  forward!" 

The  moment  was  decisive  and  solemn.  "Now,  father." 
said  Agricola,  "we  will  act  with  as  much  craft  and  daring 
as  thieves  going  to  pillage  a  strong  box." 

So  saying,  the  smith  took  from  the  sack  the  cord  and 
hook;  Dagobert  armed  himself  with  the  iron  bar,  and  both 
advanced  cautiously,  following  the  wall  in  the  direction  of 
the  little  door,  situated  not  far  from  the  angle  formed  by  the 
street  and  the  boulevard.  They  stopped  from  time  to  time, 
to  listen  attentively,  trying  to  distinguish  those  noises  which 
were  not  caused  either  by  the  high  wind  or  the  rain. 

It  continued  light  enough  for  them  to  be  able  to  see  sur- 
rounding objects,  and  the  smith  and  the  soldier  soon  gained 
the  little  door,  which  appeared  much  decayed,  and  not  very 
strong. 

"Good!"  said  Agricola  to  his  father.  "It  will  yield  at 
one  blow." 

The  smith  was  about  to  apply  his  shoulder  vigorously  to 
the  door,  when  Spoil-sport  growled  hoarsely,  and  made  a 
"point."  Dagobert  silenced  the  dog  with  a  word,  and  grasp- 
ing his  son's  arm,  said  to  him  in  a  whisper:  "Do  not  stir. 
The  dog  has  scented  some  one  in  the  garden." 

Agricola  and  his  father  remained  for  some  minutes  motion- 
less, holding  their  breath  and  listening.  The  dog,  in  obe- 
dience to  his  master,  no  longer  growled,  but  his  uneasiness 
and  agitation  were  displayed  more  and  more.  Yet  they 
heard  nothing. 

"The  dog  must  have  been  deceived,  father,"  whispered 
Agricola. 

"I  am  sure  of  the  contrary.     Do  not  move." 

After  some  seconds  of  expectation,  Spoil-sport  crouched 

wn  abruptly,  and  pushed  his  nose  as  far  as  possible  under 
the  door,  snuffling  up  the  air. 

"They  are  coming/'  said  Dagobert  hastily,  to  his  son. 

"Let  us  draw  off  a  little  distance,"  replied  Agricola. 

"No,"  said  his  father;  "we  must  listen.  It  will  be  time 
:o  retire,  if  they  open  the  door.     Here,  Spoil-sport!  down!" 

The  dog  obeyed,  and  withdrawing  from  the  door,  crouched 
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down  at  the  feet  of  his  master.  Some  seconds  after,  they 
heard  a  sort  of  splashing  on  the  damp  ground  caused  by 
heavy  footsteps  in  puddles  of  water,  and  then  the  sound  of 
words,  which  carried  away  by  the  wind,  did  not  reach  dis- 
tinctly the  ears  of  the  soldier  and  the  smith. 

"They  are  the  people  of  whom  Mother  Bunch  told  us, 
going  their  round,"  said  Agricola  to  his  father. 

"So  much  the  better.  There  will  be  an  interval  before 
they  come  round  again,  and  we  shall  have  some  two  hours 
before  us,  without  interruption.     Our  affair  is  all  right  now. 

By  degrees,  the  sound  of  the  footsteps  became  less  and 
less  distinct,  and  at  last  died  away  altogether 

"Now  quick!  we  must  not  lose  any  time,  said  Dagobert 
to  his  son,  after  waiting  about  ten  minutes;  they  are  tar 
enough.     Let  us  try  to  open  the  door." 

A-ricola  leaned  his  powerful  shoulder  against  it  and 
pushed  vigorously ;  but  the  door  did  not  give  way,  notwith- 

Sta"ctiundgk!"  said  Agricola;  "there  is  a  bar  on  the  in- 
side. I  am  sure  of  it,  or  these  old  planks  would  not  have 
resisted  my  weight." 

"What  is  to  be  done?"  ,11  1 

"I  will  scale  the  wall  by  means  of  the  cord  and  hook,  and 
open  the  door  from  the  other  side."  . 

So  saying,  Agricola  took  the  cord,  and  after  several  at- 
tempts, succeeded  in  fixing  the  hook  on  the  coping  of  the 

W£l"Now,  father,  give  me  a  leg  up ;  I  will  help  myself  up 
with  the  cord ;  once  astride  on  the  wall,  I  can  easily  turn 
the  hook  and  get  down  into  the  garden.  ^ 

The  soldier  leaned  against  the  wall,  and  joined  his  two 
hands  in  the  hollow  of  which  his  son  placed  one  of  his  feet, 
then  mounting  upon  the  robust  shoulders  of  his  father,  he 
was  able,  by  help  of  the  cord,  and  some  irregularities  in  the 
wall  to  reach  the  top.  Unfortunately,  the  smith  had  not 
perceived  that  the  coping  of  the  wall  was  strewed  with 
broken  bottles,  so  that  he  wounded  his  knees  and  hands; 
but,  for  fear  of  alarming  Dagobert,  he  repressed  every  excla- 
mation of  pain,  and  replacing  the  hook,  he  glided  down  the 
cord  to  the  ground.  The  door  was  close  by,  and  he  hastened 
to  it  •  a  strong  wooden  bar  had  indeed  secured  it  on  the  in- 
side '  This  was  removed,  and  the  lock  was  111  so  bad  2  state, 
that  it  offered  no  resistance  to  a  violent  effort  from  Agricola* 
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Tht  door  was  opened,  and  Dagobert  entered  the  garden  with 
Spoil-sport. 

"Now,"  said  the  soldier  to  his  son.   "thanks  to  you    the 
worst  is  over      Here  is  a  means  of   escape   for  the  'poor 
children,  and   Mdlle.  de  Cardoville.     The  thing  is  now  to 
hnd  them,  without  accident  or  delay.     Spoil-sport  will  go 
before  as  a  scout.     Come,  my  good  dog!"  added  Dagobert, 
above  all— tair  and  softly!" 
Immediately,  the  intelligent  animal  advanced  a  few  steps 
sniffing  and  listening  with  the  care  and  caution  of  a  hound 
searching  tor  the  game. 

By  the  half-light  of  the  clouded  moon,  Dagobert  and  his 
son  perceived  round  them  a  V-shaped  grove  of  tall  trees  at 
which  several  paths  met.  Uncertain  which  to  choose  Ar- 
eola said  to  his  father:  "Let  us  take  the  path  that  runs 
alongside  the  wall.  It  will  surely  lead  to  some  building  " 
*  ul  ^W'alk  on  the  strips  of  grass,  instead  of 
through  the  mud.     It  will  make  less  noise." 

The  father  and  son,  preceded  by  the  Siberian  dog,  kept  for 
some  time  in  a  winding  path,  at  no  great  distance  from  the 
wall.  They  stopped  now  and  then  to  listen,  or  to  satisfy 
themselves,  before  continuing  their  advance,  with  regard  to 
the  changing  aspects  of  the  trees  and  bushes,  which/ shaken 
the  wind,  and  faintly  illumined  by  the  pale  light  of  the 
moon,  often  took  strange  and  doubtful  forms 

Half-past  twelve  struck  as  Agricola  and  his  father  reached 
a  large  iron  gate  which  shut  in  that  part  of  the  garden  re- 
served for  the  Superior— the  same  into  which  Mother  Bunch 
had  intruded  herself,  after  seeing  Rose  Simon  converse  with 
Adnenne  de  Cardoville. 

Through  the  bars  of  this  gate,   Agricola  and   his   father 

EST ■  uat,  \httl?  distance  an  °Pen  paling,  which  joined  a 
half-finished  chapel,  and  beyond  it  a  little  square  building 

.       hat  is  no  doubt  the  building  occupied   by   Mdlle.'  de 
Cardoville,     said  Agricola. 
"And  the  building  which  contains  the  chambers  of  Rose 

nd    Blanche,   but   which   we   cannot   see   from   here,    is   no 
loubt   opposite    it.      said    Dagobert.     "Poor    children'    they 

re  there,  weeping  tears  of  despair,"  added  he.  with  profound 

-Provided  the  gate  be  but  open."  said  Agricola. 
It  will  probably  be  so— being  within  the  walls." 
Let  us  go  on  gently." 
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The  gate  was  only  fastened  by  the  catch  of  the  lock. 
Dagobert  was  about  to  open  it,  when  Agricola  said  to  him: 
"Take  care !  do  not  make  it  creak  on  its  hinges." 

"Shall  I  push  it  slowly  or  suddenly?" 

"Let  me  manage  it,"  said  Agricola;  and  he  opened  the 
gate  so  quickly,  that  it  creaked  very  little ;  still  the  noise 
might  have  been  plainly  heard,  in  the  silence  of  the  night, 
during  one  of  the  lulls  between  the  squalls  of  wind. 

Agricola  and  his  father  remained  motionless  for  a  mo- 
ment, listening  uneasily,  before  they  ventured  to  pass 
through  the  gate.  Nothing  stirred,  however;  all  remained 
calm  and  still.  With  fresh  courage,  they  entered  the  re- 
served garden. 

Hardly  had  the  dog  arrived  on  this  spot,  when  he  exhibited 
tokens  of  extraordinary  delight.  Picking  up  his  ears,  wag- 
ging his  tail,  bounding  rather  than  running,  he  had  soon 
reached  the  paling  where,  in  the  morning,  Rose  Simon  had 
for  a  moment  conversed  with  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville.  He 
stopped  an  instant  at  this  place,  as  if  at  fault,  and  turned 
round  and  round  like  a  dog  seeking  the  scent. 

Dagobert  and  his  son,  leaving  Spoil-sport  to  his  instinct, 
followed  his  least  movements  with  intense  interest,  hoping 
everything  from  his  intelligence  and  his  attachment  to  the 
orphans. 

"It  was  no  doubt  near  this  paling  that  Rose  stood  when 
Mother  Bunch  saw  her,"  said  Dagobert.  "Spoil-sport  is  on 
her  track.     Let  him  alone." 

After  a  few  seconds,  the  dog  turned  his  head  towards 
Dagobert,  and  started  at  full  trot  in  the  direction  of  a  door 
on  the  ground-floor  of  a  building,  opposite  to  that  occupied 
by  Adrienne.  Arrived  at  this  door,  the  dog  lay  down, 
seemingly  waiting  for  Dagobert. 

"No  doubt  of  it !  the  children  are  there !"  said  Dagobert, 
hastening  to  rejoin  Spoil-sport;  it  was  by  this  door  that  they 
took  Rose  into  the  house." 

"We  must  see  if  the  windows  are  grated,"  said  Agricola, 
following  his  father. 

"Well,  old  fellow !"  whispered  the  soldier,  as  he  came 
up  to  the  dog  and  pointed  to  the  building,  "are  Rose  and 
Blanche  there?" 

The  dog  lifted  his  head,  and  answered  by  a  joyful  bark. 
Dagobert  had  just  time  to  seize  the  mouth  of  the  animal 
with  his  hands. 
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"'Ho  will  ruin  all!"  exclaimed  the  smith.  "They  have. 
perhaps,  heard  him." 

"No,"  said  Dagobert  "But  there  is  no  longer  any  doubt 
— the  children  are  here." 

At  this  instant,  the  iron  gate,  by  which  the  soldier  and  his 
son  had  entered  the  reserved  garden,  and  which  they  had 
left  open,  fell  to  with  a  loud  noise. 

"They've  shut  us  in,"  said  Agricola,  hastily;  "and  there 
is  no  other  i.sxue." 

For  a  moment,  the  father  and  son  looked  in  dismay  at 
each  other ;  hut  Agricola  instantly  resumed :  "The  gate  has 
perhaps  shut  of  itself.  I  will  make  haste  to  assure  myself  of 
this,  and  to  open  it  again  if  possible." 

"Go  quickly ;  I  will  examine  the  windows." 

Agricola  flew  towards  the  gate,  whilst  Dagobert,  gliding 
along  the  wall,  soon  reached  the  windows  on  the  ground 
floor.  They  were  four  in  number,  and  two  of  them  were  not 
grated.  He  looked  up  at  the  first  story ;  it  was  not  very  far 
from  the  ground,  and  none  of  the  windows  had  bars.  It 
would  then  be  easy  for  that  one  of  the  two  sisters,  who 
inhabited  this  story,  once  informed  of  their  presence,  to  let 
herself  down  by  means  of  a  sheet,  as  the  orphans  had  already 
done  to  escape  from  the  inn  of  the  White  Falcon.  But  the 
difficult  thing  was  to  know  which  room  she  occupied.  Dago- 
bert thought  they  might  learn  this  from  the  sister  on  the 
ground  floor ;  but  then  there  was  another  difficulty — at  which 
of  the  four  windows  should  they  knock? 

Agricola  returned  precipitately.  "It  was  the  wind,  no 
doubt,  which  shut  the  gate,"  said  he.  "I  have  opened  it 
again,  and  made  it  fast  with  a  stone.  But  we  have  no  time 
to  lose." 

"And  how  shall  we  know  the  windows  of  the  poor  chil- 
dren?" said  Dagobert,  anxiously. 

"That  is  true,"  said  Agricola,  with  uneasiness.  "What  is 
to  be  done  ?" 

"To  call  them  at  hap-hazard,"  continued  Dagobert,  "would 
be  to  give  the  alarm." 

"Oh,  heavens!"  cried  Agricola,  with  increasing  anguish. 
"To  have  arrived  here,  under  their  windows,  and  yet  not  to 
know  !" 

"Time  presses,"  said  Dagobert,  hastily,  interrupting  his 
son  ;  "we  must  run  all  risks." 

"But  how,  father?" 
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"I  will  call  out  loud,  'Rose  and  Blanche'— in  their  state 
of  despair,  I  am  sure  they  do  not  sleep.  They  will  be  stir- 
ring at  my  first  summons.  By  means  of  a  sheet,  fastened  to 
the  window,  she  who  is  on  the  first  story  will  in  five  minutes 
be  in  our  arms.  As  for  the  one  on  the  ground  floor— if  her 
window  is  not  grated,  we  can  have  her  in  a  second.  If  it  is, 
we  shall  soon  loosen  one  of  the  bars." 

"But,  father — this  calling  out  aloud?" 

"Will  not  perhaps  be  heard." 

"But  if  it  is  heard — all  will  be  lost." 

"Who  knows?  Before  they  have  time  to  call  the  watch, 
and  open  several  doors,  the  children  may  be  delivered. 
Once  at  the  entrance  of  the  boulevard,  and  we  shall  be  safe. 

"It  is  a  dangerous  course ;  but  I  see  no  other." 

"If  there  are  only  two  men,  I  and  Spoil-sport  will  keep 
them  in  check,  while  you  will  have  time  to  carry  off  the 

children."  ,,      .    ,   A     . 

"Father,  there  is  a  better  way— a  surer  one  cried  Agn- 
cola  suddenly.  "From  what  Mother  Bunch  told  us,  Mdlle. 
de  Cardoville  has  corresponded  by  signs  with  Rose  and 
Blanche." 

"Yes." 

"Hence  she  knows  where  they  are  lodged,  as  the  poor 
children  answered  her  from  their  windows." 

"You  are  right.  There  is  only  that  course  to  take.  .But 
how  find  her  room  ?" 

"Mother  Bunch  told  me  there  was  a  shade  over  the  win- 

"Quick !  we  have  only  to  break  through  a  wooden  fence. 
Have  you  the  iron  bar  ?" 

"Here  it  is." 

"Then,  quick !"  ■  A 

In  a  few  steps,  Dagobert  and  his  son  had  reached  the 
paling.     Three  planks,  torn  away  by  Agncola,  opened  an 

Remain  here,  father,  and  keep  watch,"  said  he  to  Dago- 
bert  as  he  entered  Dr.  Baleinier's  garden. 

The  indicated  window  was  easily  recognized.  It  was  high 
and  broad;  a  sort  of  shade  surmounted  it  for  this  window 
had  once  been  a  door,  since  walled  in  to  the  third  of  its  height. 
It  was  protected  by  bars  of  iron,  pretty  far  apart  bmce 
some  minutes,  the  rain  had  ceased.  The  moon,  breaking 
through  the  clouds,  shone  full  upon  the  building.     Agncola 
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mmmmmm 

These  words  reached  thp  ««.  nf  ajj 
for  the  purpose  of  earning  off  Rose  and  Blanche      She  ran 

-5».3r£K  - the  clear  mo* 

-Madame,"  said  the  smith    Wt-,'1,--  ««*t, 
stant  to  lose      The  fl         at       ,  '  '   • there  1S  not  an  in" 
^heraXA^^  !!&£*  '"  **"     M> 

in  a    „ane  ;xPr^i;-;MofAfHiCO,a!"  ""  *»*  &  Cardoville. 
ic^arttnefwt^  madame'  !  haVe  C°™  t0  ask  *» 

Then  they  are  saved!"  cried  the  smith.  " 

window"  X  »„w  ,fe  ",  'adder'  <"  rCadl  "le  "*«*» 
..TI  ■  ,         ,   noy  t0  think  of  vou  madame. 

think  only  of  the  dear  orphans.     Time  presses      P™ 
**ed    they   are   delivered   to-Sght,    it    makes"  Httle   dirTcr-" 
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ence  to  me  to  remain  a  day  or  two  longer  in  this  house." 
"No,  mademoiselle,"  cried  the  smith,  "it  is  of  the  first 
importance  that  you  should  leave  this  place  to-night  in- 
terests are  concerned,  of  which  you  know  nothing.  1  am 
now  sure  of  it." 

"What  do  you  mean?" 

"I  have  not  time  to  explain  myself  further;  but  I  conjure 
you  madame,  to  come.     I  can  wrench  out  two  of  these  bars ; 

I  will  fetch  a  piece  of  iron "  . 

"It  is  not  necessary.  They  are  satisfied  with  locking  the 
outer  door  of  this  building,  which  I  inhabit  alone.  You  can 
easily  break  open  the  lock."  ■ 

"And    in  ten  minutes,   we   shall  be   on  the  boulevard, 
said   the   smith.     "Make   yourself    ready,   madame;   take   a 
shawl,  a  bonnet,   for  the  night  is  cold.     I   will   return  in- 
stantly." 

"M  Agricola,"  said  Adrienne,  with  tears  in  her  eyes,  I 
know  what  you  risk  for  my  sake.  I  shall  prove  to  you,  1 
hope,  that  I  have  as  good  a  memory  as  you  have.  You  and 
vour  adopted  sister  are  noble  and  valiant  creatures,  and  1 
am  proud  to  be  indebted  to  you.  But  do  not  return  for  me 
till  the  daughters  of  Marshal  Simon  are  in  safety. 

"Thanks  to  your  directions,  the  thing  will  be  done  di- 
rectly, madame.  I  fly  to  rejoin  my  father,  and  we  will  come 
together  to  fetch  you." 

Following  the  excellent  advice  of  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville 
Agricola  took  one  of  the  long,  strong  poles  that  rested 
against  the  wall  of  the  chapel,  and,  bearing  it  on  his  robust 
shoulders,  hastened  to  rejoin  his  father.  Hardly  had  Agri- 
cola  passed  the  fence,  to  direct  his  steps  towards  the  chapel, 
obscured  in  shadow,  than  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville  thought  she 
perceived  a  human  form  issue  from  one  of  the  clumps  ot 
trees  in  the  convent-garden,  cross  the  path  hastily,  and  dis- 
appear behind  a  high  hedge  of  box.  Alarmed  at  the  sight 
Adrienne  in  vain  called  to  Agricola  in  a  low  voice,  to  bid 
him  beware.  He  could  not  hear  her;  he  had  already  re- 
joined his  father,  who,  devoured  by  impatience,  went  from 
window  to  window  with  ever-increasing  anguish. 

"We  are  saved,"  whispered  Agricola.  "Those  are  the 
windows  of  the  poor  children— one  on  the  ground  floor,  the 
other  on  the  first  story."  . 

"At  last!"  said  Dagobert,  with  a  burst  of  joy  impossible 
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to  describe.     He  ran  to  examine  the  windows.     "Thev  are 
not  grated!"  he  exclaimed. 

"Let  US  make  sure,  that  one  of  them  is  there."  said 
Agncola;  -then,  by  placing  this  pole  against  the  wall  I 
Will  climb  up  to  the  first  store,  which  is  not  so  verv  high  " 

mil  v'    mp,I,,-i!~°^Ce1   there<    ta^   at    the    ™nd™>  '^d 
ca     Rose  or  Blanche.     \\  hen  she  answers,  come  down.  We 

will   rest  the  pole  against  the  window,  and   the  poor  child 

to  work  •'         "  ^'      J"hCy  arG  b°ld  Snd  aCtivC-     Quick'  ^uick  ! 
'■And  then  we  will  deliver  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville  " 
W  hilst  Agncola  placed  his  pole  against  the  wall,  and  pre- 
pared to  mount,  Dagobert  tapped  at  the  panes  of  the  last 
window  on  the  ground  floor,  and  said  aloud:  "It  is  I— Dago- 
Rose  Simon  indeed  occupied  the  chamber.     The  unhappy 
child,  in  despair  at  being  separated  from  her  sister,  was  a 

Z?  tG  lu  unmg  feVer'  and'  unable  to  s,eeP-  watered  her 
p  How  with  her  tears.  At  the  sound  of  the  tapping  on  the 
glass,  she  started  up  affrighted,  then,  hearing  the  voice  of 
the  soldier-that  voice  so  familiar  and  so  dear-she  sat  up 

self  th;rrSed  hCr  ha?dS  aCr°SS  her  f0rehead-  t0  assure  herP 

Ifh3   She  was  "^  the  Pithing  of  a  dream,  and.  wrapped 

in  her  long  night-dress,  ran  to  the  window  with  a  cry  of 

joy.     But  suddenly-and  before  she  could  open  the  ca<e* 

K»SS>f *£™s  were  heard' accompanied  by 

fhe  orphan  stood  petrified  with  terror,  her  eves  mechan- 

S,vXbv  Z°V  U     -Vir0W'  thr°U^h  ^hich  ^e  saTcon- 
tusedly,  bj  the  light  of  the  moon,  several  men  engaged  in  a 

hear"!?    '   *$V*   ^'^   ******  °f    SK£5 
ThLvesI  Murd:re!"a!1  ^  "^^  ^  °f   "He,P!   H''P ! 

CHAPTER  XIV. 

THE   EVE   OF   A   GREAT   PAY. 

About  two  hours  before  the  event  last  related  took  place 
t  St.  Marys  Convent.  Rodu,  and  Abbe  d'Aigrigny  met  in 

e  mom  where  we  have  already  seen  them,  in  the  Rue  du 
Klieu-des-Ursins.     Since  the   Revolution  of  July    Father 


574  THE    WANDERING    JEW 

d'Aigrigny  had  thought  proper  to  remove  for  the  moment 
to  this  temporary  habitation  all  the  secret  archives  and  cor- 
respondence of  his  Order — a  prudent  measure,  since  he  had 
every  reason  to  fear  that  the  reverend  fathers  would  be  ex- 
pelled by  the  state  from  that  magnificent  establishment,  with 
which  the  restoration  had  so  liberally  endowed  their  society.* 

♦This  was  an  idle  fear,  for  we  read  in  the  Constitutionnel,  Feb.  1st, 
1832,  as  follows :  "When,  in  1822,  M.  de  Corbiere  abruptly  abolished 
that  splendid  Normal  School,  which,  during  its  few  years'  existence, 
had  called  forth  or  developed  such  a  variety  of  talent,  it  was  decided, 
as  some  compensation,  that  a  house  in  the  Rue  des  Postes  should  be 
purchased,  where  the  congregation  of  the  Holy  Ghost  should  be  located 
and  endowed.  The  Minister  of  Marine  supplied  the  funds  for  this  pur- 
pose, and  its  management  was  placed  at  the  disposal  of  the  Society, 
which  then  reigned  over  France.  From  that  period  it  has  held  quiet 
possession  of  the  place,  which  at  once  became  a  sort  of  house  of  en- 
tertainment, where  Jesuitism  sheltered,  and  provided  for,  the  numerous 
novitiates  that  flocked  from  all  parts  of  the  country,  to  receive  in- 
structions from  Father  Ronsin.  Matters  were  in  this  state  when  the 
Revolution  of  July  broke  out,  which  threatened  to  deprive  the  Society 
of  this  establishment.  But  it  will  hardly  be  believed;  this  was  riot 
done.  It  is  true  that  they  suppressed  their  practice,  but  they  left  them 
in  possession  of  the  house  in  the  Rue  des  Postes  ;  and  to  this  very  day, 
the  31st  of  January,  1832,  the  members  of  the  Sacred  Heart  are  housed 
at  the  expense  of  government,  during  the  whole  of  which  time  the 
Normal  School  has  been  without  a  shelter — and,  on  its  reorganization, 
thrust  into  a  dirty  hole,  in  a  narrow  corner  of  the  College  of  Louis 
the  Great." 

The  above  appeared  in  the  Constitutionnel,  respecting  the  house  in 
the  Rue  des  Postes.  We  are  certainly  ignorant  as  to  the  nature  of  the 
transactions,  since  that  period,  that  have  taken  place  between  the  rever- 
end fathers  and  the  government ;  but  we  read  further,  in  a  recently 
published  article  that  appeared  in  a  journal,  in  reference  to  the  Society 
of  Jesus,  that  the  house  in  the  Rue  des  Postes,  still  forms  a  part  of 
their  landed  property.  We  will  here  give  some  portions  of  the  article 
in  question. 

"The  following  is  a  list  of  the  property  belonging  to  this  branch  of 
Jesuits :  pr 

House  iq  the  Rue  de  Postes,  worth  about 500,000 

One  in  the  Rue  de  Sevres,  estimated  at 300,000 

Farm,   two   leagues    from   Paris    150,000 

House   and   church   at    Bourges    100,000 

Notre  Dame  de  Liesse,  donation  in  1843  60,000 

Saint   Ached,    House    for    Novitiates    400,000 

Nantes,   a   house    100,000 

Quimper,   ditto    40,000 

Laval,  house  and  church 150,000 

Rennes,   a   house    20,000 

Vannes,    ditto     20,000 

Metz,    ditto     40,000 

Strasbourg     60,000 

Rouen,   ditto    15,000 
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Rodin,  dressed  in  his  usual  sordid  style,  mean  and  dirty 
as  ever,  was  writing  modestly  at  his  desk,  faithful  to  his 
hunihle  part  of  secretary,  which  concealed,  as  we  have  already 
seen  a  far  more  important  office — that  of  Socins — a  function 
which,  according  to  the  constitutions  of  the  Order,  consists 
in  never  quitting  his  superior,  watching  his  least  actions, 
spying  into  his  very  thoughts,  and  reporting  all  to  Rome. 

In  spite  of  his  usual  impassibility,  Rodin  appeared  visibly 
uneasv  and  absent  in  mind;  he  answered  even  more  briefly 
than  usual  to  the  commands  and  questions  of  Father  d'Ai- 
.ny,  who  had  but  just  entered  the  room. 

"lias  anything  new  occurred  during  my  absence?"  asked 
he.     "Are  the  reports  still  favorable?" 

"Very  favorable." 

"Read  them  to  me." 

"Before  giving  this  account  to  your  reverence,"  said  Rodin, 


By  this  it  appears  that  these  various  items  amount  to  little  less  than 
millions.  Teaching,  moreover,  is  another  important  source  of 
revenue  to  the  Jesuits.  The  college  at  Broyclette  alone  brings  in  200,- 
000  francs.  The  two  provinces  in  France  (for  the  general  of  the 
Jesuits  at  Rome  has  divided  France  into  two  provinces.  Lyons  and 
Par;  5S,  besides  a  large  sum  in  ready  money,  Austrian  bonds  of 

more  than  200.000  francs.  Their  Propagation  of  Faith  furnishes 
annually  some  50,000  francs ;  and  the  harvest  which  the  priests  collect 
by  their  sermons  amounts  to  150,000  francs.  The  alms  given  for 
charity  may  be  estimated  at  the  same  figure,  producing  together  a 
revenue  of  540,000  francs.  Now,  to  this  revenue  may  be  added  the 
produce  of  the  sale  of  the  Society's  works,  and  the  profit  obtained  by 
hawking  pictures.  Each  plate  costs,  design  and  engraving  included, 
about  600  francs,  off  which  are  struck  about  10,000  copies,  at  40  francs 
per  thousand,  and  there  is  a  further  expense  of  250  francs  to  their 
publisher  ;  and  they  obtain  a  net  profit  of  210  francs  on  every  thousand. 
This,  indeed,  is  working  to  advantage.  And  it  can  easily  be  imagined 
with  what  rapidity  all  these  are  sold.  The  fathers  themselves  are  the 
travellers  for  the  Society,  and  it  would  be  difficult  to  find  more  zea 
or  persevering  ones.  They  are  always  well  received,  and  do  not 
.    what  ::  meet  with  a  refusal.     They  always  take  care  that 

the  publisher  should  be  one  of  their  own  body.  The  first  person  whom 
thev  selected  for  this  occupation  was  one  of  their  members,  possessing 
some  money;  but  they  were  obliged,  notwithstanding,  to  make  certain 
advances  to  enable  him  to  defray  the  expenses  of  its  first  establish- 
ment. But.  when  they  became  fully  convinced  of  the  success  of  their 
undertaking,  they  suddenly  called  in  these  advances,  which  the  pub- 
lisher was  not  in  a  condition  to  pay.  They  were  perfectly  aware  of 
thi<,  and  superseded  him  by  a  wealthy  successor,  with  whom  they  could 
make  a  better  bargain;  and  thus,  without  remorse,  they  ruined  the 
man.  by  thrusting  him  from  an  appointment  of  which  they  had  morally 
guaranteed  the  continuance." 
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"I  must  inform  you  that  Morok  has  been  two  days  in  Paris." 

"Morok?"  said  Abbe  d'Aigrigny,  with  surprise.  "I 
thought,  on  leaving  Germany  and  Switzerland,  he  had  re- 
ceived from  Friburg  the  order  to  proceed  southward.  At 
Nismes,  or  Avignon,  he  would  at  this  moment  be  useful  as 
an  agent ;  for  the  Protestants  begin  to  move,  and  we  fear  a 
reaction  against  the  Catholics." 

"I  do  not  know,"  said  Rodin,  "if  Morok  may  not  have 
had  private  reasons  for  changing  his  route.  His  ostensible 
reasons  are,  that  he  comes  here  to  give  performances." 

"How  so?" 

"A  dramatic  agent,  passing  through  Lyons,  engaged  him 
and  his  menagerie  for  the  Port  Saint-Martin  Theatre  at  a 
very  high  price.  He  says  that  he  did  not  like  to  refuse  such 
an  offer." 

"Well,"  said  Father  d'Aigrigny,  shrugging  his  shoulders, 
"but,  by  distributing  his  little  books,  and  selling  prints  and 
chaplets,  as  well  as  by  the  influence  he  would  certainly 
exercise  over  the  pious  and  ignorant  people  of  the  South  or 
of  Brittany,  he  might  render  services,  such  as  he  can  never 
perform  in  Paris." 

"He  is  now  below,  with  a  kind  of  giant,  who  travels  about 
with  him.  In  his  capacity  of  your  reverence's  old  servant, 
Morok  hoped  to  have  the  honor  of  kissing  your  hand  this 
evening." 

"Impossible — impossible — you  know  how  much  I  am 
occupied.     Have  you  sent  to  the  Rue  Saint-Francois?" 

"Yes,  I  have.  The  old  Jew  guardian  has  had  notice  from 
the  notary.  To-morrow,  at  six  in  the  morning,  the  masons 
will  unwall  the  door,  and,  for  the  first  time  since  one  hun- 
dred and  fifty  years,  the  house  will  be  opened." 

Father  d'Aigrigny  remained  in  thought  for  a  moment,  and 
then  said  to  Rodin :  "On  the  eve  of  such  a  decisive  day,  we 
must  neglect  nothing,  and  call  every  circumstance  to  memory. 
Read  me  the  copy  of  the  note,  inserted  in  the  archives  of 
the  society,  a  century  and  a  half  ago,  on  the  subject  of 
Rennepont." 

The  secretary  took  the  note  from  the  case,  and  read  as 
follows : 

'  'This  19th  day  of  February,  1682,  the  Reverend  Father- 
Provincial  Alexander  Bourdon  sent  the  following  advice, 
with  these  words  in  the  margin:  Of  extreme  importance  for 
the  future. 
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"'  'We  have  just  discovered,  by  the  confession  of  a  dying 
person  to  one  of  our  fathers,  a  very  close  secret. 

'  'M arius  de  Rennepont,  one  of  the  most  active  and  re- 
doubtable partisans  of  the  Reformed  Religion,  and  one  of 
the  most  determined  enemies  of  our  Holy  Society,  had  ap- 
parently re-entered  the  pale  of  our  Mother-Church,  but  with 
the  sole  design  of  saving  his  worldly  goods,  threatened  with 
confiscation  because  of  his  irreligious  and  damnable  errors. 
Evidence  having  been  furnished  by  different  persons  of  our 
Company  to  prove  that  the  conversion  of  Rennepont  was  not 
sincere,  and  in  reality  covered  a  sacrilegious  lure,  the  pos- 
sessions of  the  said  gentleman,  now  considered  a  relapsed 
heretic,  were  confiscated  by  our  gracious  sovereign,  his 
Majesty  King  Louis  XIV,  and  the  said  Rennepont  was  con- 
demned to  the  galleys  for  life.*  He  escaped  his  doom  by  a 
voluntary  death  ;  in  consequence  of  which  abominable  crime, 
his  body  was  dragged  upon  a  hurdle,  and  flung  to  the  dogs 
on  the  highway. 

'From  these  preliminaries,  we  come  to  the  great  secret, 
which  is  of  such  importance  to  the  future  interests  of  our 
Society. 

1  'His  Majesty  Louis  XIV.,  in  his  paternal  and  Catholic 
goodness  towards  the  Church  in  general,  and  our  Order  in 
particular,  had  granted  to  us  the  profit  of  this  confiscation. 
In  acknowledgement  of  our  services  in  discovering  the  in- 
famous and  sacrilegious  relapse  of  the  said  Rennepont. 

'  'But  we  have  just  learned,  for  certain,  that  a  house 
situated  in  Paris,  No.  3,  Rue  Saint-Frangois,  and  a  sum  of 
fifty  thousand  gold  crowns,  have  escaped  this  confiscation, 
and  have  consequently  been  stolen  from  our  Society. 

"  The  house  was  conveyed,  before  the  confiscation,  by 
means  of  a  feigned  purchase,  to  a  friend  of  Rennepont's  a 
good  Catholic,  unfortunately,  as  against  him  we  cannot  take 
any  severe  measures.  Thanks  to  the  culpable,  but  secure 
connivance  of  his  friend,  the  house  has  been  walled  up,  and 
is  only  to  be  opened  in  a  century  and  a  half,  according  to 
the  last  will  of  Rennepont.  As  for  the  fifty  thousand  gold 
crowns,  they  have  been  place  in  hands  which,  unfortunately, 


*Louis  XIV.,  the  great  King,  punished  with  the  paileys  those  Prot- 
estants who,  once  converted,  often  by  force,  afterwards  returned  to 
their  first  belief.  As  for  those  Protestants  who  remained  in  France, 
notwithstanding  the  rigor  of  the  edicts  against  them,  they  were  de- 
prived of  burial,  dragged  upon  a  hurdle,  and  given  to  the  dogs. — E.  S. 
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are  hitherto  unknown  to  us,  in  order  to  be  invested  and  put 
out  to  use  for  one  hundred  and  fifty  years,  at  the  expiration 
of  which  time  they  are  to  be  divided  between  the  then  ex- 
isting descendants  of  the  said  Rennepont ;  and  it  is  calcu- 
li ted   that  this   sum,   increased  by   so  many  accumulations, 
will  by  then  have  become  enormous,  and  will  amount  to  at 
least  forty  or  fifty  millions  of  livres  tournois.     From  motives 
which  are  not  known,  but  which  are  duly  stated  in  a  testa- 
mentary document,  the  said  Rennepont  has  concealed  from 
his   family,   whom  the   edicts  against   the   Protestants  have 
driven  out  of  France,  the  investment  of  these  fifty  thousand 
crowns;  and  has  only  desired  his  relations  to  preserve  in 
their  line  from  generation  to  generation,  the  charge  to  the 
last  survivors,  to  meet  in  Paris,  Rue  Saint-Francois   a  hun- 
dred and  fiftv  years  hence,  on  February  the  13th,  1832.     And 
that  this  charge  might  not  be  forgotten,  he  employed  a  per- 
son, whose  description  is  known,  but  not  his  real  occupation 
to  cause  to  be  manufactured  sundry  bronze  medals,  on  which 
the  request  and  date  are  engraved,  and  to  deliver  one  to  each 
member  of  the  family— a  measure  the  more  necessary,  as, 
from    some    other    motive   equally    unknown,    but    probably 
explained  in  the  testament,  the  heirs  are  to  present  themselves 
on  the  day  in  question,  before  noon,  in  person,  and  not  by 
any  attorney,  or  representative,  or  to  forfeit  all  claim  to  the 
inheritance.     The  stranger  who  undertook  to  distribute  the 
medals  to  the  different  members  of  the  family  of  Rennepont 
is  a  man  of  thirty  to  thirty-six  years  of  age,  of  tall  stature, 
and  with  a  proud  and  sad  expression  of  countenance      He 
has   black  eyebrows,  very  thick,   and   singularly  joined  to- 
o-ether      He  is  known  as  Joseph,  and  is  much  suspected  ot 
being  an  active  and   dangerous   emissary   of   the   wretched 
republicans  and  heretics  of  the  Seven  United  Provinces.     It 
results   from  these  premises,  that  this  sum,   surreptitiously 
confided  by  a  relapsed  heretic  to  unknown  hands,  has  escaped 
the  confiscation  decreed  in  our   favor  by  our  well-beloved 
kin-      A  serious  fraud  and  injury  has  therefore  been  com? 
nutted,  and  we  are  bound  to  take  every  means  to  recover 
this  our  right,  if  not  immediately,  at  least  in  some  future 
time.     Our  Society  being  (for  the  greater  glory  of  God  and 
our  Holy  Father)  imperishable,  it  will  be  easy,  thanks  to  the 
connections  we  keep  up  with  all  parts  of  the  world  by  means 
of  missions  and  other  establishments,  to  follow  the  line  ot 
this   family  of   Rennepont   from  generation  to  generation, 
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without  ever  losing  sight  of  it— so  that  a  hundred  and  fifty 
years  hence,  at  the  moment  of  the  division  of  this  immense 
accumulation  oi  property,  our  Company  may  claim  the  in- 
heritance of  winch  it  has  been  so  treacherously  deprived  and 

recover  it  by  any  means  in  its  power,  fas  out  nefas,  even  by 
craft  or  violence— our  Company  not  being  bound  to  acl 
tenderly  with  the  future  detainers  of  our  goods,  of  which 
we  have  been  maliciously  deprived  by  an  infamous  and 
sacrilegious  heretic— and  because  it  is  right  to  defend  pre- 
serve, and  recover  one's  own  property  by  every  means  which 
the  Lord  may  place  within  one's  reach.  Until,  therefore  the 
complete  restitution  of  this  wealth,  the  family  of  Rennepont 
must  be  considered  as  reprobate  and  damnable,  as  the  cursed 
seed  of  a  Cain,  and  always  to  be  watched  with  the  utmost 
caution.  And  it  is  to  be  recommended,  that,  every  year  from 
tins  present  date,  a  sort  of  inquisition  should  be  held  as  to  the 
situation  of  the  successive  members  of  this  family.'  " 

Rodin  paused,  and  said  to  Father  d'Aigrigny  "Here  fol- 
lows the  account,  year  by  year,  of  the  history  of  this  family, 
from  the  year  1682,  to  our  own  day.  It  will  be  useless  to 
read  this  to  your  reverence." 

"Quite  useless,"  said  Abbe  d'Aigrigny.     'The  note  con, 
tarns   all    the    important    facts."      Then,    after    a    moment's 
silence,   he   exclaimed,    with   an    expression   of    triumphant 
pride:     How  great  is  the  power  of  the  Association,   when 
1 1  mnded  upon  tradition  and  perpetuity !     Thanks  to  this  note 
inserted  m  our  archives  a  century  and  a  half  ago,  this  family 
has  been  watched  from  generation  to  generation— our  Order 
lias  always  had  its  eyes  upon  them,   following  them  to  all 
points  of  the  globe,  to  which  exile  had  distributed  them- 
and  at  last,  to-morrow,  we  shall  obtain  possession  of  this 
property,  at   first  inconsiderable,  but  which  a  hundred  and 
hfty  years  have  raised  to  a  royal   fortune.     Yes,   we  shall 
succeed,  for  we  have  foreseen  every  eventuality.     One  thin- 
only  troubles  me.  ft 

"What  is  that  ?"  asked  Rodin. 

"The  information  that  we  have  in  vain  tried  to  obtain  from 
he  guardian  ol  the  house  in  the  Rue  Saint-Francois  Has 
the  attempt  been  once  more  made,  as  I  directed  r" 

"It  has  been  made." 

"Well?" 

"This  time,  as  always  before,  the  old  Jew  has  remained 
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impenetrable.     Besides  he  is  almost  in  his  second  childhood, 
and  his  wife  not  much  better." 

"When  I  think,"  resumed  Father  d'Aigngny,  that  tor  a 
century  and  a  half,  this  house  in  the  Rue  Saint-Francois  has 
remained  walled  up,  and  that  the  care  of  it  has  been  trans- 
mitted from  generation  to  generation  in  this  family  of  the 
Samuels— I  cannot  suppose  that  they  have  all  been  ignorant 
as  to  who  were  and  are  the  successive  holders  of  these  funds, 
now  become  immense  by  accumulation."  . 

"You  have  seen,"  said  Rodin,  "by  the  notes  upon  this 
affair  that  the  Order  has  always  carefully  followed  it  up  ever 
since  1682.  At  different  periods  attempts  have  been  made  to 
obtain  information  upon  subjects  not  fully  explained  in  the 
note  of  Father  Bourdon.  But  this  race  of  Jew  guardians 
has  ever  remained  dumb,  and_  we  must  therefore  conclude 
that  they  know  nothing  about  it." 

"That  has  always  struck  me  as  impossible;  tor  the  an- 
cestor of  these  Samuels  was  present  at  the  closing  of  the 
house,  a  hundred  and  fifty  years  ago.  He  was  according  to 
the  file,  a  servant  or  confidential  clerk  of  De  Rennepont. 
It  is  impossible  that  he  should  not  have  known  many  things, 
the   tradition  of   which  must  have   been   preserved   in  the 

^"i/l  were  allowed  to  hazard  a  brief  observation,"  began 
Rodin,  humbly. 

"Speak  " 

"A  few  years  ago  we  obtained  certain  information  through 
the  confessional,  that  the  funds  were  in  existence,  and  that 
thev  had  risen  to  an  enormous  amount."  # 

"Doubtless;  and  it  was  that  which  called  the  attention  ot 
the  Reverend  Father-General  so  strongly  to  this  affair 

"We  know,  then,  what  probably  the  descendants  oi  the 
family  do  not— the  immense  value  of  this  inheritance? 

"Yes "  answered  Father  d'Aigrigny,  "the  person  who 
certified  this  fact  in  confession  is  worthy  of  all  belief.  On  y 
lately,  the  same  declaration  was  renewed ;  but  all  the  efforts 
of  the  confessor  could  not  obtain  the  name  of  the  trustee 
or  anything  beyond  the  assertion,  that  the  money  could  not 
be  in  more  honest  hands." 

"It  seems  to  me,  then,"  resumed  Rodin,  that  we  are 
certain  of  what  is  most  important." 

"And  who  knows  if  the  holder  of  this  enormous  sum  will 
xppear  to-morrow,  in  spite  of  the  honesty  ascribed  to  him  I 
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rhe^ nearer  the  moment  the  more  my  anxiety  increases. 
Ah!"  continued  Father  d'Aigrigny,  after  a  moment's  silence, 
"'the  interests  concerned  are  so  immense  that  the  conse- 
quences of  success  are  quite  incalculable.  However,  all  that 
it  was  possible  to  do,  has  been  at  least  tried."' 

To  these  words,  which  Father  d'Aigrigny  addressed  to 
Rodin,  as  if  asking  for  his  assent,  the  sociits  returned  no 
answer. 

The  abbe  looked  at  him  with  surprise,  and  said:  "Are 
you  not  of  my  opinion — could  more  have  been  attempted? 
Have  we  not  gone  to  the  extreme  limit  of  the  possible?" 

Rodin  bowed  respectfully,  but  remained  mute. 

"If  you  think  we  have  omitted  some  precaution,"  cried 
Father  d'Aigrigny.  with  a  sort  of  uneasy  impatience,'  "speak 
out!  We  have  still  time.  Once  more,  do  you  think  it  is 
possible  to  do  more  than  I  have  done?  All  the  other  de- 
scendants being  removed,  when  Gabriel  appears  to-morrow 
in  the  Rue  Saint-Franqois,  will  he  not  be  the  only  represen- 
tative of  this  family,  and  consequently  the  rightful  possessor 
of  this  immense  fortune  ?  Now,  according  to  his  act  of  re- 
nunciation, and  the  provisions  of  our  statutes,  it  is  not  to 
him.  but  to  the  Order,  that  these  possessions  must  fall. 
Could  I  have  acted  better,  or  in  any  other  manner?  Speak 
frankly!"  ' 

"I  cannot  permit  myself  to  offer  an  opinion  on  this  sub- 
ject, replied  Rodin,  humbly,  and  again  bowing;  "the  suc- 
cess of  the  measures  taken  must  answer  vour  reverence." 

Father  d'Aigrigny  shrugged  his  shoulders,  and  reproached 
himself  for  having  asked  advice  of  this  writing-machine  that 
served  him  for  a  secretary,  and  to  whom  he  only  ascribed 
three  qualities— memory,  discretion,  and  exactness. 


CHAPTER  XV. 

THE  THUG. 


After  a  moment's  silence.   Father  d'Aigrigny  resumed: 
Kead  me  to-days  report  on  the  situation  of  each  of  the 
persons  designated." 

"Here  is  that  of  this  evening;  it  has  just  com*." 
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"Let  us  hear."  _.      C1 

Rodin  read  as  follows:  "Jacques  Rennepont,  alias  Sleep- 
inbuff,  was  seen  in  the  interior  of  the  debtors  prison  at  eight 
o'clock  this  evening." 

"He  will  not  disturb  us  to-morrow.  One;  go  on. 
"The  lady  superior  of  St.  Mary's  Convent,  warned  by  the 
Princess  de  Saint-Dizier,  has  thought  fit  to  confine  still  more 
strictly  the  Demoiselles  Rose  and  Blanche  Simon  inis 
evening,  at  nine  o'clock,  they  have  been  carefully  locked  in 
their  cells,  and  armed  men  will  make  their  round  in  the 
convent  garden  during  the  night." 

"Thanks  to  these  precautions,  there  is  nothing  to  fear  from 
that  side,"  said  Father  d'Aigrigny.     "Goon." 

"Dr.  Baleinier,  also  warned  by  the  Princess  de  Saint- 
Dizier,  continues  to  have  Mdlle.  de  Cardoyille  very  closely 
watched.  At  a  quarter  to  nine  the  door  of  the  building  in 
which  she  is  lodged  was  locked  and  bolted." 

"That  is  still  another  cause  the  less  for  uneasiness." 
"As  for  M   Hardy,"  resumed  Rodin,  "I  have  received  this 
morning,  from  Toulouse,  a  letter  from  his  intimate  friend, 
M.  de  Bressac,  who  has  been  of  such  service  to  us  in  keep- 
ing the  manufacturer  away   for   some  days    onger.     lhis 
letter  contains  a  note,  addressed  by  M.  Hardy  to  a  confiden- 
tial person,  which  M.  de  Bressac  has  thought  fit  to  inter- 
cent,  and  send  to  us  as  another  proof  of  the  success  of  the 
step    he  has  taken,  and  for  which  he  hopes  we  shall  give 
him  credit-as  to  serve  us,  he  adds,  he  betrays  his  friend  in 
the  most  shameful  manner,  and  acts  a  part  in  an  odious 
comedy.     M.  de  Bressac  trusts  that,  in  return  for  these  good 
offices   we  will  deliver  up  to  him  those  papers,  which  place 
him?n  our  absolute  dependence  as  they  might  rum  for  eve 
a  woman  he  loves  with  an  adulterous   passion.     He   sa>s 
"haT  we  ought  to  have  pity  on  the  horrible  alternative  in 
vh  ct The  isVced-either  to  dishonor  and  ruin  the  woman 
he  adores,  (Jr  infamously  to  betray  the  confidence  of   his 
bosom  friend."  .  ..    ;i 

"These  adulterous  lamentations  are  not  des erving  of  pity 
answered  Father  d'Aigrigny,  with  contempt  We  will  see 
about  thaf  M.  de  Bressac  may  still  be  useful  to  us.  But 
k  hear  this  letter  of  M.  Hardy,  that  impious  and  repub- 
lican manufacturer,  worthy  descendant  of  an  accursed  race, 
whom  it  is  of  the  first  importance  to  keep  away. 
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"Here  is  M.  Hardy's  letter,"  resumed  Rodin.     "To-mor- 
row, we  will  send  it  to  the  person  to  whom  it  is  addressed." 
Rodin  read  as  follows : 

"Toulouse,  February  the  10th. 

"At  length  I  find  a  moment  to  write  to  you.  and  to  explain  the  cause 
of  the  sudden  departure  which,  without   alarming,   must   at   least   have 
rushed  you.     I   write  also  to  ask  you  a  service;  the  facts  may  be 
stated  in  a  lew  words.  I  have  often  spoken  to  you  of  Felix  de  Bre 
one  of  my  boyhood  mates,  though  not  nearly  so  old  as  myself      We 
always    loved  each  other   tenderly,  and   have   shown   too  many 
is  of  mutual  affection  not  to  count   upon  one  another      He  is  a 
brother  to  me.     You  know  all   I  mean  by  that  expression      Well -a 
few  days  ago,  he  wrote  to  ne  from  Toulouse,  where  he  was  to  spend 
some  time:    1 1  you  bye  me,  come;  I  have  the  greatest  need  of  you 
At  once  .     Your  consolations  may  perhaps  give  me  the  courage  to  live 
If  you  arrive  too  late— why,  forgive  me— and  think  sometimes  of  him 
Who  will  be  yours  to  the  last.'     Judge  of  my  grief  and  fear  on  receipt 
cf   the  above.      I    sent  instantly    for  post-horses.     My   old    foreman 
whom   I  esteem  and  revere    (.the   father  of  General  Simon)     hearing 
that  I  was  going  to  the  south,  begged  me  to  take  him  with  me   and  to 
leave  him  tor  some  days  in  the  department  of  the  Creuse   to  examine 
some  ironworks  recently  founded  there.     I  consented  willingly  to  this 
proposition   as  I  should  thus  at  least  have  some  one  to  whom  I  could 
out  the  grief  and  anxiety  which  had  been  caused  bv  this  letter 
from  Bressac.     I  arrive  at  Toulouse;  they  tell  me  that  he  left  the 
evening   be  lore,   taking  arms   with  him,  a  prey  to  the   most   violent 
despair.     It  was  impossible  at  first  to  tell  whither  he  had  gone-  after 
jWO  days,  some  indications,  collected  with  great  trouble,  put  me  upon 
ins  track.     At   last,  after  a  thousand  adventures,    I    found  him   in  a 
miserable  village.     Never— no,  never,   have   I   seen  despair   like  this 
No  violence,  but  a  dreadful  dejection,  a  savage  silence.     At   first    he 
almost    repulsed    me;    then,    this    horrible   agonv   having   reached'  its 
height    he  softened  by  degrees,  and,  in  about  a  quarter  of  an  hour 
threw  himself  into  my  arms,  bathed  in  tears.     Beside  him  were  his 
■!  patois;  one  day  later,  and  all  would  have  been  over.     I  cannot 
II  you  the  reason  of  his  despair;  I  am  not  at  liberty  to  do  so;  but  it 
i  not  greatly  astonish  me.     Now  there  is  a  complete  cure  to' effect 
We  must  calm,  and  soothe,   and  heal  this  poor  soul,  which  has  I 

wounded.     The    hand    of    friendship    is    alone    equal    to    this 
ite  task,  and  I  have  good  hope  of  success.     I  have  therefore  per, 
him  to  travel   for  some  time;  movement  and  change  of  scene 
will  be  favorable  to  him.     I  shall  take  him  first  to  Nice;  •  ut  to- 

morrow.    It  he  wishes  to  prolong  this  excursion,  I  shall  do  so  too,  for 
my  affairs  do  not  imperiously  demand  mv  presence  in  Paris  before  the 
i   March.     As   for  the  service  I  have  to  ask  of  you,  it  is  condi- 
1.     These  are  the   facts.     According  to  some   family  paper-  that 
ued  to  my  mother,  it  seems   I  have  a  certain  interest  to  present 
myself  at  No.  3.  Rue  Saint-Francois  in  Paris,  0n  the  13th  of  February 
inquired  about  it,  and  could  learn  nothing,  except  that  this  housej 
ry  antique  appearance,  has  been  shut  up  f<>r  the  last  hundred  and 
fifty  years,  through  a  whim  of  one  of  my   maternal   ancestors,  and 
*  m  it  is  to  be  opened  on  the  13th  of  this  month,  in  presence  of  the 


i\ 
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co-heirs  who  if  I  have  any,  are  quite  unknown  to  me     Not  being  able 
to  attend  mvself,  I  have  written  to  my  foreman,  the  father  of  Genera 
Simon,  in  whom  I  have  the  greatest  confidence,  and  whom  I  had  left 
behind  in  the  department  of  the  Creuse,  to  set  out  for  Pans   and  to  be 
present  at  the  opening  of  this  house,  not  as  an  agent  (winch  would  be 
usefess)    but  as  a  spectator,  and  inform  me  at  Nice  what  has  been  the 
result  of  this  romantic  notion  of  my  ancestor's.     As  it. is. possible  that 
my  foreman  may  arrive  too  late  to  accomplish  this  mission,  I  should 
be  much  obliged  if  you  would  inquire  at  my  house  at  Plessy,  it  he  has 
yeVSme    and.  in  case  of  his  still  being  absent,  if  you  would  take  his 
place  at  the  opening  of  the  house  in  the  Rue  Saint-Frangois.    I  believe 
that  I  have  made  a  very  small  sacrifice  for  my  friend  Bressac,  in  not 
being  in   Paris  on  that  day.     But  had  the  sacrifice  been  immense,  I 
should  have  made  it  with  pleasure,  for  my  care  and  friendship  are  at 
present  most  necessary  to  the  man  whom  I  look  upon  as  a  brother 
I  count  upon  your  compliance  with  my  request,  and,  begging  you  to  be 
kind  enough  to  write  me,  'to  be  called  for,'  at  Nice,  the  result  of  your 
visit  of  inquiry,  I  remain,  etc.,  etc.  "Raw*  ^^  „ 

"Though  his  presence  cannot  be  of  any  great  importance, 
it  would  be  preferable  that  Marshal  Simon's  father  should 
not  attend  at  the  opening  of  this  house  to-morrow,  said 
Father  d'Aigrigny.  "But  no  matter.  M.  Hardy  himself  is 
out  of  the  way.     There  only  remains  the  young  Indian      < 

"As  for  him,"  continued  the  abbe,  with  a  thoughtful  air, 
"we  acted  wisely  in  letting  M.  Norval  set  out  with  the 
presents  of  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville.  The  doctor  who  accom- 
panies M.  Norval,  and  who  was  chosen  by  M.  Baleimer,  will 
inspire  no  suspicion?"  . 

"None,"   answered  Rodin.     "His   letter   of   yesterday   is 

completely  satisfactory."  .  .        „ 

"There  is  nothing,  then,  to  fear  from  the  Indian  prince, 
said  D'Aigrigny.     "All  goes  well." 

"As  ior  Gabriel,"  resumed  Rodin,  "he  has  again  written 
this  morning,  to  obtain  from  your  reverence  the  interview 
that  he  has  vainly  solicited  for  the  last  three  days.  He  is 
affected  by  the  rigor  exercised  towards  him,  m  forbidding 
him  to  leave  the  house  for  these  five  days  past    _ 

"To-morrow,  when,  we  take  him  to  the  Rue  Saint-Francois, 
I  will  hear  what  he  has  to  say.  It  will  be  time  enough 
Thus,  at  this  hour,"  said  Father  d'Aigrigny,  with  an  air  ot 
triumphant  satisfaction,  "all  the  descendants  of  tins  family 
whose  presence  might  ruin  our  projects,  are  so  placed  that 
it  is  absolutely  impossible  for  them  to  be  at  the  Rue ^Samtj 
Franqois  to-morrow  before  noon,  while  Gabriel  will  be  s<ire 
to  be  there.    At  last  our  end  is  gained. 


THE   WANDERING  JEW  585 

Two  cautious  knocks  at  the  door  interrupted  Fathei 
d'Aigrigny.     "Lome  in,"  said  he. 

An  old  servant  in  black  presented  himself,  and  said: 
"  There  is  a  man  downstairs  who  wishes  to  speak  instantly 
to  M.  Rodin  on  very  urgent  business." 

"His  name?"  asked  Father  d'Aigrigny. 

"He  would  not  tell  his  name;  but  he  says  that  he  comes 
from  M.  Van  Dael,  a  merchant  in  Java."  ' 

Father  d'Aigrigny  and  Rodin  exchanged  a  glance  of  sur- 
prise, almost  of  alarm. 

"See  what  this  man  is."  said  D'Aigrigny  to  Rodin,  unable 
to  conceal  his  uneasiness,  "and  then  come  and  give  me  an 
account  of  it."  Then,  addressing  the  servant,  he  added: 
"Show  him  in" — and  exchanging  another  expressive  sign 
with  Rodin.  Father  d'Aigrigny  disappeared  by  a  side-door. 

A  minute  after,  Faringhea.  the  ex-chief  of  the  Stranglers, 
appeared  before  Rodin,  who  instantly  remembered  having 
seen  him  at  Cardoville  Castle. 

The  socius  started,  but  he  did  not  wish  to  appear  to  recob 
lect  his  visitor.  Still  bending  over  his  desk,  he  seemed  not 
to  seen  Faringhea,  but  wrote  hastily  some  words  on  a  sheet 
of  paper  that  lay  before  him. 

"Sir,"  said  the  servant,  astonished  at  the  silence  of  Rodin, 
"here  is  the  person." 

Rodin  folded  the  note  that  he  had  so  precipitately  written, 
and  said  to  the  servant :  "Let  this  be  taken  to  its  address, 
W  ait  for  an  answer. 

The  servant  bowed,  and  went  out.  Then  Rodin,  without 
rising,  hxed  his  little  reptile-eyes  on  Faringhea,  and  said  to 
him  courteously :  "To  whom,  sir,  have  I  the  honor  of  speak- 
ing?" 


CHAPTER  XVI. 

THE    TWO    BROTHERS    OF    THE    GOOD    WORK. 

Faringhea,  as  we  have  before  stated,  though  born  in 
India,  had  travelled  a  good  deal,  and  frequented  the  Euro- 
pean   iactories   in  different   parts   of   Asia.      Speaking   well 
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both  English  and  French,  and  full  of  intelligence  and  sagac- 
ity, he  was  perfectly  civilized. 

Instead  of  answering  Rodin's  question,  he  turned  upon 
him  a  fixed  and  searching  look.  The  socius,  provokedby 
this  silence,  and  forseeing  vaguely  that  Faringhea's  arrival 
had  some  connection — direct  or  indirect — with  Djalma,  re- 
peated, though  still  with  the  greatest  coolness:  "To  whom, 
sir,  have  I  the  honor  of  speaking?" 

"Do  you  not  recognize  me,"  said  Faringhea,  advancing 
two  steps  nearer  to  Rodin's  chair. 

"I  do  not  think  I  have  ever  had  the  honor  of  seeing  you," 
answered  the  other,  coldly. 

"But  I  recognize  you,"  said  Faringhea;  "I  saw  you  at 
Cardoville  Castle  the  day  that  a  ship  and  a  steamer  were 
wrecked  together." 

"At  Cardoville  Castle?  It  is  very  possible,  sir.  I  was 
there  when  a  shipwreck  took  place." 

"And  that  day  I  called  you  by  your  name,  and  you  asked 
me  what  I  wanted.  I  replied:  'Nothing  noiv,  brother — 
hereafter,  much.'  The  time  has  arrived.  I  have  come  to 
ask  for  much." 

"My  dear  sir,"  said  Rodin,  still  impassible,  "before  we 
continue  this  conversation,  which  appears  hitherto  tolerably 
obscure,  I  must  repeat  my  wish  to  be  informed  to  whom  I 
have  the  advantage  of  speaking.  You  have  introduced  your- 
self here  under  pretext  of  a  commission  from  Mynheer 
Joshua    Van    Dael,    a    respectable    merchant    of    Batavia, 

and " 

"You  know  the  writing  of  M.  Van  Dael?"  said  Faringhea, 

interrupting  Rodin. 

"I  know  it  perfectly." 

"Look!"  The  half-caste  drew  from  his  pocket  (he  was 
shabbily  dressed  in  European  clothes)  a  long  dispatch,  which 
he  had  taken  from  one  Mahal  the  Smuggler,  after  strangling 
him  on  the  beach  near  Batavia.  These  papers  he  placed 
before  Rodin's  eyes,  but  without  quitting  his  hold  of  them. 

"It  is,  indeed,  M.  Van  Dael's  writing,"  said  Rodin,  and  he 
stretched  out  his  hand  towards  the  letter,  which  Faringhea 
quickly  and  prudently  returned  to  his  pocket. 

"Allow  me  to  observe,  my  dear  sir,  that  you  have  a 
singular  manner  of  executing  a  commission,"  said  Rodin. 
"This  letter,  being  to  my  address,  and  having  been  entrusted 
to  you  by  M.  Van  Dael,  you  ought " 
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"This  letter  was  not  entrusted  to  me  by  M.  Van  Dael,"  said 
Faringhea,  interrupting  Rodin. 

"How.  then,  is  it  in  your  possession?" 

"A  Javanese  smuggler  betrayed  me.  Van  Dael  had 
secured  a  passage  to  Alexandria  for  this  man,  and  had 
given  him  this  letter  to  carry  with  him  for  the  European 
mail.  I  strangled  the  smuggler,  took  the  letter,  made  the 
passage — and  here  I  am." 

The  Thug  had  pronounced  these  words  with  an  air  of 
savage  boasting ;  his  wild,  intrepid  glance  did  not  quail 
before  the  piercing  look  of  Rodin,  who,  at  this  strange  con- 
fession, had  hastily  raised  his  head  to  observe  the  speaker. 

Faringhea  thought  to  astonish  or  intimidate  Rodin  by 
these  ferocious  words ;  but,  to  his  great  surprise,  the  socius, 
impassible  as  a  corpse,  said  to  him,  quite  simply:  "Oh!  they 
strangle  people  in  Java?" 

"Yes,  there  and  elsewhere,"  answered  Faringhea,  with  a 
bitter  smile. 

"I  would  prefer  to  disbelieve  you ;  but  I  am  surprised  at 
your  sincerity  M. ,  what  is  your  name?" 

"Faringhea." 

"Well,  then,  M.  Faringhea,  what  do  you  wish  to  come  to? 
You  have  obtained  by  an  abominable  crime,  a  letter  addressed 
to  me,  and  now  you  hesitate  to  deliver  it " 

"Because  I  have  read  it,  and  it  may  be  useful  to  me." 

"Oh!  you  have  read  it?"  said  Rodin,  disconcerted  for  ? 
moment.  Then  he  resumed:  "It  is  true,  that  judging  by 
your  mode  of  possessing  yourself  of  other  people's  corre- 
spondence, we  cannot  expect  any  great  amount  of  honesty 
on  your  part.  And  pray  what  have  you  found  so  useful  tc 
yuu  in  this  letter?" 

"I  have  found,  brother,  that  you  are,  like  myself,  a  son  of 
the  Good  Work." 

"Of  what  good  work  do  you  speak"  asked  Rodin  not  a 

little  surprised. 

Faringhea  replied  with  an  expression  of  bitter  irony. 
"Joshua  says  to  you  in  his  letter — 'Obedience  and  courage, 
secrecy  and  patience,  craft  and  audacity,  union  between  us, 
who  have  the  world  for  our  country,  the  brethren  for  our 
family.  Rome  for  our  queen.'  " 

"It  is  possible  that  M.  Van  Dael  has  written  thus  to  me 
Pray,  sir,  what  do  you  conclude  from  it?" 
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"We,  too,  have  the  world  for  our  country,  brother,  our 
accomplices  for  our  family,  and  for  our  queen  Bowanee." 
"I  do  not  know  that  saint,"  said  Rodin,  humbly. 
"It  is  our  Rome,"  answered  the  Strangler.  "Van  Dael 
speaks  to  you  of  those  of  your  Order,  who,  scattered  over  all 
the  earth,  labor  for  the  glory  of  Rome,  your  queen.  Those 
of  our  band  labor  also  in  divers  countries,  for  the  glory  of 
Bowanee." 

"And  who  are  these  sons  of  Bowanee,  M.  Faringhea?" 
"Men  of  resolution,  audacious,  patient,  crafty,  obstinate, 
who,    to   make   the    Good    Work    succeed,    would    sacrifice 
country  and  parents,  and  sister  and  brother,  and  who  regard 
as  enemies  all  not  of  their  band !" 

"There  seems  to  be  much  that  is  good  in  the  persevering 
and  exclusively  religious  spirit  of  such  an  order,"  said  Rodin, 
with  a  modest  and  sanctified  air;  "only,  one  must  know 
your  ends  and  objects." 

"The  same  as  your  own,  brother — we  make  corpses."* 
"Corpses !"  cried  Rodin. 

"In  this  letter,"  resumed  Faringhea,  "Van  Dael  tells  you 
that  the  greatest  glory  of  your  Order  is  to  make  'a  corpse 
of  man.'  Our  work  also  is  to  make  corpses  of  men.  Man's 
death  is  sweet  to  Bowanee." 

"But  sir,"  cried  Rodin,  "M.  Van  Dael  speaks  of  the  soul, 
of  the  will,  of  the  mind,  which  are  to  be  brought  down  by 
discipline." 

"It  is  true — you  kill  the  soul,  and  we  the  body.  Give  me 
your  hand,  brother,  for  you  also  are  hunters  of  men." 

"But  once  more,  sir, — understand,  that  we  only  meddle 
with  the  will,  the  mind,"  said  Rodin. 

"And  what  are  bodies  deprived  of  soul,  will,  thought,  but 
mere  corpses  ?  Come — come,  brother ;  the  dead  we  make  by 
the  cord  are  not  more  icy  and  inanimate  than  those  you 
make  by  your  discipline.  Take  my  hand,  brother;  Rome 
and  Bowanee  are  sisters." 

Notwithstanding  his  apparent  calmness,  Rodin  could  not 
behold,  without  some  secret  alarm,  a  wretch  like  Faringhea 
in  possession  of  a  long  letter  from  Van  Dael,  wherein  men- 


*The  doctrine  of  passive  and  absolute  obedience,  the  principal  tool 
in  the  hands  of  the  Jesuits,  as  summed  up  in  these  terrible  words  of 
the  dying  Loyola — that  every  member  of  the  order  should  be  tn  the 
hands  of  his  superiors  as  a  dead  body — perinde  ad  cadaver. 
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turn  must  necessarily  have  been  made  of  Djalma.  Rodin 
believed,  indeed,  that  he  had  rendered  it  impossible  for  the 
young  Indian  to  be  at  Paris  on  the  morrow,  but  not  know- 
ing what  connection  might  have  been  formed,  since  the  shin- 
wreck  between  the  prince  and  the  half-caste,  he  looked  upon 
*annghea  as  a  man  who  might  probably  be  very  dangerous 
But  the  more  uneasy  the  socius  felt  in  himself, 'the  more  he 
affected^ to  appear  calm  and  disdainful.  He  replied,  there- 
tore:  ihis  comparison  between  Rome  and  Bowanee  is  no 
doubt  very  amusing;  but  what,  sir,  do  you  deduce  from  it?" 
1  wish  to  show  you,  brother,  what  I  am,  and  of  what' I 
urn  capable,  to  convince  you  that  it  is  better  to  have  me  for 
a  friend  than  an  enemy." 

'•In  other  terms,  sir,"  said  Rodin,  with  contemptuous 
irony  you  belong  to  a  murderous  sect  in  India,  and  vou 
wish,  by  a  transparent  allegory,  to  lead  me  to  reflect  on  the 
late  of  the  man  from  whom  you  have  stolen  the  letter 
addressed  to  me.  In  my  turn,  I  will  take  the  freedom  just  to 
observe  to  you  in  all  humility,  M.  Faringhea,  that  here  it 
is  not  permitted  to  strangle  anybody,  and  that  if  vou  were 
to  think  fit  to  make  any  corpses  for  the  love  of  Bowanee 
your  goddess,  we  should  make  you  a  head  shorter,  for  the 
tove  of  another  divinity  commonlv  called  Justice" 

:nd  what  would  they  do  to  me,  if  I  tried  to  poison  any 

"I  will  again  humbly  observe  to  you,  M.  Faringhea,  that 

l(n^'e  kVTV0  gU'e  y0U  a  course  of  cri™»aI  jurispru- 
dence but,  believe  me,  you  had  better  resist  the  tempta- 
tion to  strangle  or  poison  any  one.  One  word  more:  will 
y.  .u  deliver  up  to  me  the  letters  of  M.  Van  Dael,  or  not  ?" 

cas"tIVeL-terS  f^  t0  TPn'nCe  DJall»a?"  said  the  half- 
caste    looking    fixedly   at    Rodm,    who.    notwithstanding   a 
sharp    and    sudden    twinge,     remained     impenetrable,     and 
answered  with  the  utmost  simplicity:     "Not  knowing  what 
he  le ers  which  you    sir,  are  pleased  to  keep  from  rn%,  may 
-nam.   ,t  is   .mposs.ble   for  me  to  answer   your  question 
beg    and  ,f  necessary,   I  demand,  that  you  will  hand  me 
those  letters— or  that  you  will  retire." 

]"In  a  few  minutes,  brother,  you  will  entreat  me  to  remain  " 
I  doubt  it." 

J>£  I™  WOruS  WiU  °Perate  this  niiracle-     If  J"*  now  I 
*>oke  to  you  about  poisoning,  brother,  it  was  because  you 
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sent  a  doctor  to  Cardoville  Castle,  to  poison  (at  least  for  a 
time)  Prince  Djalma." 

In  spite  of  himself,  Rodin  started  almost  imperceptibly, 
as  he  replied:    "I  do  not  understand  you." 

"It  is  true,  that  I  am  a  poor  foreigner,  and  doubtless 
speak  with  an  accent ;  I  will  try  and  explain  myself  better.  I 
know,  by  Van  Dael's  letters,  the  interest  you  have  that 
Prince  Djalma  should  not  be  here  to-morrow,  and  all  that 
you  have  done  with  this  view.    Do  you  understand  me  now  ?" 

"I  have  no  answer  for  you." 

Two  cautious  taps  at  the  door  here  interrupted  the  con- 
versation.   "Come  in,"  said  Rodin. 

"The  letter  has  been  taken  to  its  address,  sir,"  said  the 
old  servant,  bowing,  "and  here  is  the  answer." 

Rodin  took  the  paper,  and,  before  he  opened  it,  said  cour- 
teously to  Faringhea  :    "With  your  permission,  sir?" 

"Make  no  ceremonies,"  said  the  half-caste. 

"You  are  very  kind,"  replied  Rodin,  as,  having  read  the 
letter  he  received,  he  wrote  hastily  some  words  at  the  bot- 
tom, saying:     "Send  this  back  to  the  same  address." 

The  servant  bowed  respectfully,  and  withdrew. 

"Now  can  I  continue?"  asked  the  half-caste,  of  Rodin. 

"Certainly." 

"I  will  continue,  then,"  resumed  Faringhea: 

"The  day  before  yesterday,  just  as  the  prince,  all  wounded 
as  he  was,  was  about,  by  my  advice,  to  take  his  departure 
for  Paris,  a  fine  carriage  arrived,  with  superb  presents  for 
Djalma,  from  an  unknown  friend.  In  this  carriage  were 
two  men — one  sent  by  the  unknown  friend — the  other  a 
doctor,  sent  by  you  to  attend  upon  Djalma,  and  accompany 
him  to  Paris.  It  was  a  charitable  act,  brother — was  it  not 
so? 

""Go  on  with  your  story,  sir." 

"Djalma  set  out  yesterday.  By  declaring  that  the  prince's 
wound  would  grow  seriously  worse,  if  he  did  not  lie  down 
in  the  carriage  during  all  the  journey,  the  doctor  got  rid  of 
the  envoy  of  the  unknown  friend,  who  went  away  by  him- 
self. The  doctor  wished  to  get  rid  of  me  too;  but  Djalma 
so  strongly  insisted  upon  it,  that  I  accompanied  the  prince 
and  doctor.  Yesterday  evening,  we  had  come  about  half 
the  distance.  The  doctor  proposed  we  should  pass  the  night 
at  an   inn.     'We  have  plenty   of   time,'   said   he,   'to   reach 
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Faris  by  to-morrow  evening' — the  prince  having  told  him, 
that  he  must  absolutely  be  in  Paris  bj  the  evening  of  the 
12th.     The  doctor  had  been  very  pressing  to  se1  out  alone 

with  the  prince.  I  knew  by  Van  Dael's  letter,  that  it  was 
Teat  importance  to  you  for  Djalma  not  to  be  here  on  the 
13th;  I  had  my  suspicions,  and  I  asked  the  doctor  if  he 
knew  you;  he  answered  with  an  embarrassed  air,  and  then 
my  suspicion  became  certainty.  When  we  reached  the  inn, 
whilst  the  doctor  was  occupied  with  Djalma,  I  went  up  to 
the  room  of  the  former,  and  examined  a  box  full  of  phials 
that  he  had  brought  with  him.  One  of  them  contained 
opium — and  then  I  guessed " 

"What  did  you  guess,  sir?" 

"You  shall  know.  The  doctor  said  to  Djalma,  before  he 
left  him:  'Your  wound  is  doing  well,  but  the  fatigue  of 
the  journey  might  bring  on  inllammation ;  it  will  be  good 
for  you,  in  the  course  of  to-morrow,  to  take  a  soothing 
potion,  that  I  will  make  ready  this  evening,  to  have  with  us 
in  the  carriage.'  The  doctor's  plan  was  a  simple  one,"  added 
Faringhea ;  "to-day  the  prince  was  to  take  the  potion  at  four 
or  five  o'clock  in  the  afternoon — and  fall  into  a  deep  sleep — 
the  doctor  to  grow  uneasy,  and  stop  the  carriage — to  declare 
that  it  would  be  dangerous  to  continue  the  journey — to  pass 
the  night  at  an  inn,  and  keep  close  watch  over  the  prince, 
whose  stupor  was  only  to  cease  when  it  suited  your  purposes. 
That  was  your  design — it  was  cleverly  planned — I  chose  to 
make  use  of  it  myself,  and  I  have  succeeded." 

"All  that  you  are  talking  about,  my  dear  sir,"  said  Rodin, 
biting  his  nails,  "is  pure  Hebrew  to  me." 

"No  doubt,  because  of  my  accent.  But  tell  me,  have  you 
heard  speak  of  array-mow?" 

N<  >. 

"Your  loss !  It  is  an  admirable  production  of  the  Island 
of  Java,  so  fertile  in  poisons." 

"What  is  that  to  me?"  said  Rodin,  in  a  sharp  voice,  but 
hardly  able  to  dissemble  his  growing  anxiety. 

"It  concerns  you  nearly.  We  sons  of  Bowanee  have  a 
horror  of  shedding  blood,"  resumed  Faringhea;  "to  pass 
the  cord  round  the  neck  of  our  victims,  we  wait  till  they 
are  asleep.  When  their  sleep  is  not  deep  enough,  we  know 
how  to  make  it  deeper.     We  are  skilful  at  our  work:  the 

pent    is    not    more    cunning,    or    the    lion    more    valiant. 
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Djalma  himself  bears  our  mark.  The  array-mow  is  an  im- 
palpable powder,  and,  by  letting  the  sleeper  inhale  a  few 
grains  of  it,  or  by  mixing  it  with  the  tobacco  to  be  smoked 
by  a  waking  man,  we  can  throw  our  victim  into  a  stupor, 
from  which  nothing  will  rouse  him.  If  we  fear  to  administer 
too  strong  a  dose  at  once,  we  let  the  sleeper  inhale  a  little 
at  different  times,  and  we  can  thus  prolong  the  trance  at 
pleasure,  and  without  any  danger,  as  long  as  a  man  does  not 
require  meat  and  drink — say,  thirty  or  forty  hours.  You  see, 
that  opium  is  mere  trash  compared  to  this  divine  narcotic.  I 
had  brought  some  of  this  with  me  from  Java — as  a  mere 
curiosity,  you  know — without  forgetting  the  counter  poison." 

"Oh !  there  is  a  counter-poison,  then  ?"  said  Rodin, 
mechanically. 

"Just  as  there  are  people  quite  contrary  to  what  we  are,, 
brother  of  the  good  work.  The  Javanese  call  the  juice  of 
this  root  tooboe ;  it  dissipates  the  stupor  caused  by  the  array- 
mow,  as  the  sun  disperses  the  clouds.  Now,  yesterday  eve- 
ning, being  certain  of  the  projects  of  your  emissary  against 
Djalma,  I  waited  till  the  doctor  was  in  bed  and  asleep.  I 
crept  into  his  room,  and  made  him  inhale  such  a  dose  of 
array-mow — that  he  is  probably  sleeping  still." 

"Miscreant !"  cried  Rodin,  more  and  more  alarmed  by 
this  narrative,  for  Faringhea  had  dealt  a  terrible  blow  at 
the  machinations  of  the  socius  and  his  friends.  "You  risk 
poisoning  the  doctor." 

"Yes,  brother;  just  as  he  ran  the  risk  of  poisoning  Djalma. 
This  morning  we  set  out,  leaving  your  doctor  at  the  inn, 
plunged  in  a  deep  sleep.  I  was  alone  in  the  carriage  with 
Djalma.  He  smoked  like  a  true  Indian ;  some  grains  of 
array-mow,  mixed  with  the  tobacco  in  his  long  pipe,  first 
made  him  drowsy ;  a  second  dose,  that  he  inhaled,  sent  him 
to  sleep ;  and  so  I  left  him  at  the  inn  where  we  stopped. 
Now,  brother,  it  depends  upon  me,  to  leave  Djalma  in  bis 
trance,  which  will  last  till  to-morrow  evening  or  to  rouse 
him  from  it  on  the  instant.  Exactly  as  you  comply  with  my 
demands  or  not,  Djalma  will  or  will  not  be  in  the  Rue  Saint- 
Franqois  to-morrow." 

So  saying,  Faringhea  drew  from  his  pocket  the  medal 
belonging  to  Djalma,  and  observed,  as  he  showed  it  to  Rodin: 
"You  see  that  I  tell  you  the  truth.  During  Djalma's  sleep, 
X  took  from  him  this  medal,  the  only  indication  he  has  of  the 
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place  where  he  ought  to  be  to-morrow.     I  finish,  then,  as  I 
began  :    Brother.  I  have  come  to  ask  you  for  a  great  deal." 

For  some  minutes,  Rodin  had  been  biting  his  nails  to  the 
quick,  as  was  his  custom  when  seized  with  a  tit  of  dumb 
and  concentrated  rage.  Just  then,  the  bell  of  the  porter's 
lodge  rang  three  times  in  a  particular  manner.  Rodin  did 
not  appear  to  notice  it,  and  yet  a  sudden  light  sparkled  in 
his  small  reptile  eyes ;  while  Faringhea,  with  his  arms  folded, 
looked  at  him  with  an  expression  of  triumph  and  disdainful 
superiority.  The  socius  bent  down  his  head,  remained 
silent  for  some  seconds,  took  mechanically  a  pen  from  his 
desk,  and  began  to  gnaw  the  feather,  as  if  in  deep  reflection 
upon  what  Faringhea  had  just  said.  Then,  throwing  down 
the  pen  upon  the  desk,  he  turned  suddenly  towards  the 
half-caste,  and  addressed  him  with  an  air  of  profound  con- 
tempt "Now,  really,  M.  Faringhea — do  you  think  to  make 
game  of  us  with  your  cock-and-bull  stories?*' 

Amazed,  in  spite  of  his  audacity,  the  half-caste  recoiled 
a  step. 

"What,  sir!"  resumed  Rodin.  "You  come  here  into  a 
respectable  house,  to  boast  that  you  have  stolen  letters, 
strangled  this  man,  drugged  that  other? — Why,  sir,  it  is 
downright  madness.  I  wished  to  hear  you  to  the  end,  to 
see  to  what  extent  you  would  carry  your  audacity — for  none 
but  a  monstrous  rascal  would  venture  to  plume  himself  on 
such  infamous  crimes.  But  I  prefer  believing,  that  they 
exist  only  in  your  imagination." 

As  he  barked  out  these  words,  with  a  degree  of  animation 
not  usual  in  him,  Rodin  rose  from  his  seat,  and  approached 
the  chimney,  while  Faringhea,  who  had  not  yet  recovered 
from  his  surprise,  looked  at  him  in  silence.  In  a  few 
seconds,  however,  the  half-caste  returned,  with  a  gloomy  and 
savage  mien :  "Take  care,  brother ;  do  not  force  me  to 
prove  to  you  that  I  have  told  the  truth." 

"Come,  come,  sir;  you  must  be  fresh  from  the  Antipodes, 
to  believe  us  Frenchmen  such  easy  dupes.  You  have,  you 
the  prudence  of  a  serpent,  and  the  courage  of  a  lion.  I 
do  not  know  if  you  are  a  courageous  lion,  but  you  are  cer- 
tainly not  a  prudent  serpent.  What !  you  have  about  you  a 
letter  from  M.  Van  Dael,  by  which  I  might  be  compromiced 
— supposing  all  this  not  to  be  a  fable — you  have  left  Prince 
Djalma  in   a  stupor,  which  would   serve  my   projects,   and 
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from  which  you  alone  can  rouse  him — you  are  able,  you  say, 
to  strike  a  terrible  blow  at  my  interests— and  yet  you  do  not 
consider  (bold  lion!  crafty  serpent  as  you  are!)  that  I  only 
want  to  gain  twenty-four  hours  upon  you.     Now,  you  come 
from  the  ends  of  India  to  Paris,  an  unknown  stranger— you 
believe  me  to  be  as  great  a  scoundrel  as  yourself,  since  you 
call  me  brother— and  do  not  once  consider,  that  you  are  here 
in  my  power — that  this  street  and  house  are  solitary,  and 
that  I  could  have  three  or  four  persons  to  bind  you  in  a 
second,  savage  Strangler  though  you  are !— and  that  just  by 
pulling   this   bell-rope,"    said    Rodin,   as   he   took   it    in   his 
hand.     "Do  not  be  alarmed,"   added  he,   with  a  diabolical 
smile,  as  he  saw  Faringhea  make  an  abrupt  movement   of 
surprise  and  fright ;  "would  I  give  you  notice,  if  I  meant  to 
act   in   this   manner?— But   just   answer   me.      Once   bound 
and  put  in  confinement   for  twenty-four  hours,  how  could 
you  injure  me?    Would  it  not  be  easy  for  me  to  possess  my- 
self of  Van  Dael's  letter,  and  Djalma's  medal?  and  the  latter, 
plunged  in  a  stupor  till  to-morrow  evening,  need  not  trouble 
me  at  all.     You  see,  therefore,  that  your  threats  are  vain— 
because  they  rest  upon  falsehood — because  it  is  not  true,  that 
Prince  Djalma  is  here  and  in  your  power.     Begone,  sir- 
leave  the  house;  and  when  next  you  wish  to  make  dupes, 
show  more  judgment  in  the  selection." 

Faringhea  seemed  struck  with  astonishment.  All  that  he 
had  just  heard  seemed  very  probable.  Rodin  might  seize 
upon  him,  the  letter,  and  the  medal,  and,  by  keeping  him 
prisoner,  prevent  Djalma  from  being  awakened.  And  yet 
Rodin  ordered  him  to  leave  the  house,  at  the  moment  when 
Faringhea  had  imagined  himself  so  formidable.  As  he 
thought  for  the  motives  of  this  inexplicable  conduct,  it  struck 
him  that  Rodin,  notwithstanding  the  proofs  he  had  brought 
him  did  not  yet  believe  that  Djalma  was  in  his  power.  On 
that  theory,  the  contempt  of  Van  Dael's  correspondent  ad- 
mitted of  a  natural  explanation.  But  Rodin  was  playing  a 
bold  and  skilful  game ;  and,  while  he  appeared  to  mutter  to 
himself,  as  in  anger,  he  was  observing,  with  intense  anxiety, 
the   Strangler's  countenance.  ,.'.'«    i 

The  latter    almost  certain  that  he  had  cuvmed  the  sec- 
motive  of  Rodin,  replied:    "I  am  going— but  one  word  more. 
You  think  I  deceive  you?"  . 

"I   am  certain  of   it.     You  have  told  me  nothing  but  a 
tissue  of  fables,  and  I  have  lost  much  time  in  listening  to 
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them.     Spare  me  the  rest ;  it  is  late— and  I  should  like  to 
be  alone. 

'•One  minute  more:  you  are  a  man,   I   see,   from   whom 
nothing  should  be  hid,"  .said  Faringhea,  "from  Djalma    I 
could  now  only  expect  alms  and  disdain— for,  with' a  char- 
acter like  this,  to  say  to  him,  'Pay  me,  because  I  might  have 
betrayed  you  and  did  not,'  would  be  to  provoke  his  aneer 
and  contempt.     I  could  have  killed  him  twenty  times  over 
but  his  day  is  not  yet  come,"  said  the  Thug,  with  a  gloomy 
air;    and  to  wait  lor  that  and  other  fatal  days,  I  must  have 
gold   much  gold.     ^  ou  alone  can  pay  me  for  the  betrayal  of 
Djalma,  for  you  alone  profit  by  it.     You  refuse  to  hear  me 
because  you   think   I   am   deceiving   vou.      But    I    took   the 
direction  of  the  inn  where  we  stopped— and  here  it  is.     Send 
some  one  to  ascertain   the   truth   of   what   I   tell   you    and 
then  you  will  believe  me.     But  the  price  of  my  services  will 
be  high;  for  I  told  you  that  I  wanted  much." 

So  saying,   Faringhea  offered  a  printed  card  to   Rodin  ■ 
the  socius,  who,  out  of  the  corner  of  his  eye,  followed  all  the 
halt -castes  movements,  appeared  to  be  absorbed  in  thought 
and  taking  no  heed  of  anything. 

"Here  is  the  address,'  repeated  Faringhea,  as  he  held  out 
the  card  to  Rodin;  "assure  yourself  that  I  do  not  lie." 

"Eh.J  what  is  it?"  said  the  other,  casting  a  rapid  but 
stolen  glance  at  the  address,  which  he  read  greedily,  with- 
out touching  the  card. 

"Take   this   address,"   repeated   the   half-caste,    "and   you 

may  then  assure  yourself " 

"Really,  sir,"  cried  Rodin,  pushing  back  the  card  with 
his  hand,  "your  impudence  confounds  me.  I  repeat  that  I 
wish  to  have  nothing  in  common  with  you.  For  the  last 
time.  I  tell  you  to  leave  the  house.  I  know  nothing  about 
ur  Prince  Djalma.  You  say  you  can  injure  me— do  so— 
.  make  no  ceremonies— but,  in  heaven's  name,  leave  me  to 
myself. 

So  saying,  Rodin  rang  the  bell  violently.  Faringhea  made 
a  movement  as  if  to  stand  upon  the  defensive;  but  only  the 
old  servant,  with  his  quiet  and  placid  mien,  appeared  at  the 
door. 

"Lapierre,  light  the  gentleman  out,"  said  Rodin,  point- 
ing to  Faringhea. 

Terrified  at  Rodin's  calmness,  the  half-caste  hesitated  to 
leave  the  room. 
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"Why  do  you  wait,  sir?"  said  Rodin,  remarking  his 
hesitation.     "I  wish  to  be  alone." 

"So,  sir,"  said  Faringhea,  as  he  withdrew,  slowly,  "you 
refuse  my  offers  ?  Take  care !  to-morrow  it  will  be  too 
late." 

"I  have  the  honor  to  be  your  most  humble  servant,  sir," 
said  Rodin,  bowing  courteously.  The  Strangler  went  out, 
and  the  door  closed  upon  him. 

Immediately,  Father  d'Aigrigny  entered  from  the  next 
room.     His  countenance  was  pale  and  agitated. 

"What  have  you  done?"  exclaimed  he  addressing  Rodin. 

"I  have  heard  all.  I  am  unfortunately  too  sure  that  this 
wretch  spoke  the  truth.  The  Indian  is  in  his  power,  and 
he  goes  to  rejoin  him." 

"I  think  not,"  said  Rodin,  humbly,  as  bowing,  he  re- 
assumed  his  dull  and  submissive  countenance. 

"What  will  prevent  this  man  from  rejoining  the  prince?" 

"Allow  me.  As  soon  as  the  rascal  was  shown  in,  I  knew 
him ;  and  so,  before  speaking  a  word  to  him,  I  wrote  a  few 
lines  to  Morok,  who  was  waiting  below  with  Goliath  till 
your  reverence  should  be  at  leisure.  Afterwards,  in  the 
course  of  the  conversation,  when  they  brought  me  Morok's 
answer,  I  added  some  fresh  instructions,  seeing  the  turn  that 
affairs  were  taking." 

"And  what  was  the  use  of  all  this,  since  you  have  let  the 
man  leave  the  house?" 

"Your  reverence  will  perhaps  deign  to  observe  that  he 
did  not  leave  it,  till  he  had  given  me  the  direction  of  the 
hotel  where  the  Indian  now  is,  thanks  to  my  innocent 
stratagem  of  appearing  to  despise  him.  But,  if  it  had 
failed,  Faringhea  would  still  have  fallen  into  the  hands  of 
Goliath  and  Morok,  who  are  waiting  for  him  in  the  street, 
a  few  steps  from  the  door.  Only  we  should  have  been 
rather  embarrassed,  as  we  should  not  have  known  where  to 
find  Prince  Djalma." 

"More  violence!"  said  Father  d'Aigrigny,  with  repug- 
nance. 

"It  is  to  be  regretted,  very  much  regretted,"  replied 
Rodin ;  "but  it  was  necessary  to  follow  out  the  system 
already  adopted." 

"Is  that  meant  for  a  reproach?"  said  Father  d'Aigrigny, 
who  began  to  think  that  Rodin  was  something  more  than  a 
mere  writing-machine. 
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"I  could  not  permit  myself  to  blame  your  reverence," 
said  Rodin,  cringing  almost  to  the  ground.  "But  all  that 
will  be  required  is  to  confine  this  man  for  twenty-four 
hours." 

"And  afterwards — his  complaints?" 

"Such  a  scoundrel  as  he  is  will  not  dare  to  complain.  Be- 
sides he  left  this  house  in  freedom.  Morok  and  Goliath 
will  bandage  his  eyes  when  they  seize  him.  The  house  has 
another  entrance  in  the  Rue  Yieille-des-Ursins.  At  this 
hour,  and  in  Mich  a  storm,  no  one  will  be  passing  through  this 
deserted  quarter  of  the  town.  The  knave  will  be  confused 
by  the  change  of  place;  they  will  put  him  into  a  cellar  of  the 
new  building,  and  to-morrow  night,  about  the  same  hour, 
they  will  restore  him  to  liberty  with  the  like  precautions. 
As  for  the  East  Indian,  we  now  know  where  to  find  him; 
we  tnusl  send  to  him  a  confidential  person,  and,  if  he  re- 
covers from  his  trance,  there  would  be,  in  my  humble  opin- 
ion," said  Rodin,  modestly,  "  a  very  simple  and  quiet  manner 
of  keeping  him  away  from  the  Rue  Saint  Francois  all  day 
to-morrow  " 

The  same  servant  with  the  mild  countenance,  who  had 
introduced  and  shown  out  Faringhea,  here  entered  the  room, 
after  knocking  discreetly  at  the  door.  He  held  in  his  hand 
a  sort  of  game-bag,  which  he  gave  to  Rodin,  saying:  "Here 
is  what  M.  Morok  has  just  brought;  he  came  in  by  the  Rue 
Yieille." 

The  servant  withdrew,  and  Rodin,  opening  the  bag,  said 
to  Father  d'Aigrigny,  as  he  showed  him  the  contents:  "The 
medal,  and  Van  Dael's  letter.  Morok  has  been  quick  at  his 
work." 

"One  more  danger  avoided,"  said  the  marquis ;  "it  is  a 
pity  t<>  be  forced  to  such  measures." 

"We  must  only  blame  the  rascal  who  has  obliged  us  to 
have  recourse  to  them.  I  will  send  instantly  to  the  hotel 
where  the  Indian  lodges." 

"And.  at  seven  in  the  morning,  you  will  conduct  Gabriel 
to  the  Rue  Saint  Franqois.  It  is  there  that  I  must  have  with 
him  the  interview  which  he  has  so  earnestly  demanded  these 
three  days." 

"I  informed  him  of  it  this  evening,  and  he  awaits  your 
orders." 

"At  last,  then,"  said  Father  d'Aigrigny,  "after  so  many 
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struggles,  and   fears,  and  crosses,  only   a   few  hours  sepa- 
rate us  from  the  moment  which  we  have  so  long  desired." 


We  now  conduct  the   reader   to  the  house  in  the  Rue 
Saint-Francois. 


CHAPTER  XVII. 

THE  HOUSE  IN  THE  RUE  SAINT-FRANCOIS. 

On  entering  the  Rue  Saint-Gervais,  by  the  Rue  Dore  (in 
the  Marais),  you  would  have  found  yourself,  at  the  epoch 
of  this  narrative,  directly  opposite  to  an  enormously  high 
wall,  the  stones  of  which  were  black  and  worm-eaten  with 
age.  This  wall,  which  extended  nearly  the  whole  length  of 
that  solitary  street,  served  to  support  a  terrace  shaded  by 
trees  of  some  hundred  years  old,  which  thus  grew  about 
forty  feet  above  the  causeway.  Through  their  thick  branches 
appeared  the  stone  front,  peaked  roof  and  tall  brick 
chimneys  of  an  antique  house,  the  entrance  of  which  was 
situated  in  the  Rue  Saint-Franqois,  not  far  from  the  Rue 
Saint-Gervais  corner.  Nothing  could  be  more  gloomy  than 
the  exterior  of  this  abode.  On  the  entrance-side  also  was 
a  very  high  wall,  pierced  with  two  or  three  loop-holes, 
strongly  grated.  A  carriage  gateway  in  massive  oak,  barred 
with  iron,  and  studded  with  large  nail-heads,  whose  primitive 
color  disappeared  beneath  a  thick  layer  of  mud,  dust,  and 
rust,  fitted  close  into  the  arch  of  a  deep  recess,  forming  the 
swell  of  a  bay  window  above.  In  one  of  these  massive 
gates  was  a  smaller  door,  which  served  for  ingress  and 
egress  to  Samuel  the  Jew,  the  guardian  of  this  dreary  abode. 
On  passing  the  threshold,  you  came  to  a  passage,  formed 
in  the  building  which  faced  in  the  street.  In  this  building 
was  the  lodging  of  Samuel,  with  its  windows  opening  upon 
the  rather  spacious  inner  court-yard,  through  the  railing  of 
which  you  perceived  the  garden.  In  the  middle  of  this 
garden  stood  a  two-storied  stone  house,  so  strangely  built, 
that  you  had  to  mount  a  flight  of  steps,  or  rather  a  double 
llight  of  at  least  twenty  steps,  to  reach  the  door,  which  had 
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been  walled  up  a  hundred  and  fifty  years  before.  The 
window-blinds  of  this  habitation  had  been  replaced  by  large 
thick  plates  of  lead,  hermetically  soldered  and  kept  in  by 
frames  of  iron  clamped  in  the  stone.  Moreover,  completely 
to  intercept  air  and  light,  and  thus  to  guard  against  decay 
within  and  without,  the  roof  had  been  covered  with  thick 
sheets  of  lead,  as  well  as  the  vents  of  the  tall  chimneys,  which 
had  previously  been  bricked  up.  The  same  precautions 
had  been  taken  with  respect  to  a  small  square  belvidere, 
situated  on  the  top  of  the  house ;  this  glass  cage  was  covered 
with  a  sort  of  dome,  soldered  to  the  roof.  Only,  in  con- 
sequence of  some  singular  fancy,  in  every  one  of  the  leaden 
plates,  which  concealed  the  four  sides  of  the  belvidere,  cor- 
responding to  the  cardinal  points,  seven  little  round  holes  had 
been  bored  in  the  form  of  a  cross,  and  were  easily  dis- 
tinguishable from  the  outside.  Everywhere  else  the  plates 
of  lead  were  completely  unpierced.  Thanks  to  these  pre- 
cautions, and  to  the  substantial  structure  of  the  building, 
nothing  but  a  lew  outward  repairs  had  been  necessary ;  and 
the  apartments,  entirely  removed  from  the  influence  of  the 
external  air,  no  doubt  remained,  during  a  century  and  a 
half,  exactly  in  the  same  state  as  at  the  time  of  their  being 
shut  up.  The  aspect  of  walls  in  crevices,  of  broken,  worm- 
eaten  shutters,  of  a  roof  half  fallen  in,  and  windows  covered 
with  wall-llowers,  would  perhaps  have  been  less  sad  than 
the  appearance  of  this  stone  house,  plated  with  iron  and  lead, 
and  preserved  like  a  mausoleum.  The  garden,  completely 
deserted,  and  only  regularly  visited  once  a  week  by  Samuel, 
presented  to  the  view,  particularly  in  summer,  an  incredible 
confusion  of  parasites  and  brambles.  The  trees,  left  to 
themselves,  had  shot  forth  and  mingled  their  branches  in 
all  directions;  some  straggling  vines,  reproduced  from  off- 
shoots, had  crept  along  the  ground  to  the  foot  of  the  trees, 
and.  climbing  up  their  trunks,  had  twined  themselves  about 
them,  and  encircled  their  highest  branches  with  their  inex- 
tricable net.  You  could  only  pass  through  this  virgin  forest 
by  following  the  path  made  by  the  guardian,  to  go  from  the 
grating  to  the  house,  the  approaches  to  which  were  a  little 
sloped  to  let  the  water  run  ofF,  and  carefully  paved  to  the 
width  of  about  ten  feet.  Another  narrow  path,  which  ex- 
tended all  around  the  enclosure,  was  every  night  perambu- 
lated by  two  or  three  Pyrenees  dogs — a  faithful  race,  which 
had  been  perpetuated  in  the  house  during  a  century  and  a 
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half.  Such  was  the  habitation  destined  for  the  meeting 
•of  the  descendants  of  the  family  of  Rennepont.  The  night 
which  separated  the  12th  from  the  13th  day  of  February 
was  near  its  close.  A  calm  had  succeeded  the  storm,  and 
the  rain  had  ceased ;  the  sky  was  clear  and  full  of  stars ; 
the  moon,  on  its  decline,  shone  with  a  mild  lustre,  and 
threw  a  melancholy  light  over  that  deserted,  silent  house, 
whose  threshold  for  so  many  years  no  human  footstep  had 
crossed. 

A  bright  gleam  of  light,  issuing  from  one  of  the  windows 
of    the   guardian's    dwelling,    announced    that    Samuel    was 
awake.     Figure   to   yourself   a   tolerably   large   room,   lined 
from  top  to  bottom  with  old  walnut  wainscoting,  browned 
to  an  almost  black,  with  age.     Two  half -extinguished  brands 
are  smoking  amid  the  cinders  on  the  hearth.     On  the  stone 
mantelpiece,  painted  to  resemble  gray  granite,  stands  an  old 
iron  candlestick,  furnished  with  a  meagre  candle,  capped  by 
an  extinguisher.     Near  it  one  sees  a  pair  of  double-barrelled 
pistols,  and  a  sharp  cutlass,  with  a  hilt  of  carved  bronze, 
belonging  to  the  seventeenth  century.     Moreover,  a  heavy 
rifle  rests  against  one  of  the  chimney  jambs.     Four  stools, 
an  old  oak  press,  and  a  square  table  with  twisted  legs,  formed 
the  sole  furniture  of  this  apartment.     Against  the  wall  were 
systematically  suspended  a  number  of  keys  of  different  sizes, 
the  shape  of  which  bore  evidence  to  their  antiquity,  whilst 
to  their  rings  were  affixed  divers  labels.     The  back  of  the 
old  press,  which  moved  by  a  secret  spring,  had  been  pushed 
aside,  and  discovered,   built  in  the  wall,  a  large  and  deep 
iron  chest,  the  lid  of  which,  being  open,  displayed  the  won- 
drous mechanism  of  one  of  those  Florentine  locks  of  the 
sixteenth  century,  which,  better  than  any  modern  invention, 
set  all   picklocks  at   defiance ;   and,   moreover,   according  to 
the  notions  of  that  age,  are  supplied  with  a  thick  lining  of 
asbestos  cloth,  suspended  by  gold  wire  at  a  distance  from 
the  sides  of  the  chest,  for  the  purpose  of  rendering  incom- 
bustible the  articles  contained   in   it.     A   large   cedar-wood 
box  had  been  taken  from  the  chest,  and  placed  upon  a  stool ; 
it  contained  numerous  papers,  carefully  arranged  and  dock- 
eted.    By  the  light  of  a  brass  lamp,  the  old  keeper  Samuel, 
was  writing  in  a  small  register,  whilst  Bathsheba,  his  wife, 
was  dictating  to  him  from  an  account.     Samuel  was  about 
eighty-two    years    old,    and,    notwithstanding    his    advanced 
age,  a  mass  of  gray  curling  hair  covered  his  head.     He  was 
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short,  thin,  nervous,  and  the  involuntary  petulance  of  his 
movements  proved  that  years  had  not  weakened  his  energy 
and  activity:  though,  out  of  doors,  where,  however,  he  made 
his  appearance  very  seldom,  he  affected  a  sort  of  second 
childhood,  as  had  been  remarked  by  Rodin  to  Father  d'Ai- 
•iy.  An  old  dressing-gown,  of  maroon-colored  camlet, 
with  large  sleeves,  completely  enveloped  the  old  man,  and 
reached  u<  his  feet. 

Samuel's  features  were  cast  in  the  pure,  Eastern  mould  of 
his  race.  His  complexion  was  of  a  dead  yellow,  his  nose 
aquiline,  his  chin  shaded  by  a  little  tuft  of  white  beard, 
while  projecting  cheek-bones  threw  a  harsh  shadow  upon 
the  hollow  and\vrinkled  cheeks.  His  countenance  was  full 
of  intelligence,  line  sharpness,  and  sagacity.  On  his  broad, 
high  forehead  one  might  read  frankness,  honesty,  and  firm- 
ness ;  his  eyes,  black  and  brilliant  as  an  Arab*s,  were  at 
once  mild  and  piercing. 

His  wife,  Bathsheba,  some  fifteen  years  younger  than  him- 
self, was  of  tall  stature,  and  dressed  entirely  in  black.  A 
low  cap,  of  starched  lawn,  which  reminded  one  of  the  grave 
head-dresses  of  Dutch  matrons,  encircled  a  pale  and  austerq 
countenance,  formerly  of  a  rare  and  haughty  beauty,  and  im- 
pressed with  the  Scriptural  character.  Some  lines  in  the 
forehead,  caused  by  the  almost  continual  knitting  of  her 
gray  brows,  showed  that  this  woman  had  often  suffered  from 
the  pressure  of  intense  grief. 

At  this  very  moment  her  countenance  betrayed  inexpres- 
sible sorrow.  Her  look  was  fixed,  her  head  resting  on  her 
bosom.  She  had  let  her  right  hand,  which  held  a  small  ac- 
count-book, fall  upon  her  lap,  while  the  other  hand  grasped 
convulsively  a  long  tress  of  jet-black  hair,  which  she  bore 
about  her  neck.  It  was  fastened  by  a  golden  clasp,  about  an 
inch  square,  in  which,  under  a  plate  of  crystal,  that  shut  in 
one  side  of  it  like  a  relic-case,  could  be  seen  a  piece  of  linen, 
folded  square,  and  almost  entirely  covered  with  dark  red 
spots  that  resembled  blood  a  long  time  dried. 

After  a  short  silence,  during  which  Samuel  was  occupied 
with  his  register,  he  read  aloud  what  he  had  just  been  writ- 
ing: "Per  contra,  5,000  Austrian  Metallics  of  1,000  florins, 
under  date  of  October  19th,  1826." 

After  which  enumeration.  Samuel  raised  his  head,  and 
said  to  his  wife:  "Well,  is  it  right,  Bathsheba:  Have  you 
compared  it  with  the  account-book?" 
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Bathsheba  did  not  answer.  Samuel  looked  at  her,  and, 
seeing  that  she  was  absorbed  in  grief,  said  to  her,  with  an 
expression  of  tender  anxiety:  "What  is  the  matter?  Good 
heaven!  what  is  the  matter  with  you?" 

"The  19th  of  October,  1826,"  said  she,  slowly,  with  her 
eyes  still  fixed,  and  pressing  yet  more  closely  the  lock  of 
black  hair  which  she  wore  about  her  neck;  "It  was  a  fatal 
day— for,  Samuel,  it  was  the  date  of  the  last  letter  which  we 

received  from " 

Bathsheba  was  unable  to  proceed.  She  uttered  a  long 
sigh,  and  concealed  her  face  in  her  hands. 

"Oh !  I  understand  you,"  observed  the  old  man,  in  a  tremu- 
lous voice;  "a  father  may  be  taken  up  by  the  thought  of 
other  cares;  but  the  heart  of   a  mother  is  ever  wakeful/ 
Throwing  his  pen  down  upon  the  table,  Samuel  leaned  his 
forehead  upon  his  hands  in  sorrow. 

Bathsheba  resumed,  as  if  she  found  a  melancholy  pleasure 
in  these  cruel  remembrances :  "Yes ;  that  was  the  last  day  on 
which  our  son,  Abel,  wrote  to  us  from  Germany,  to  announce 
to  us  that  he  had  invested  the  funds  according  to  your  desire 
and  was  going  thence  into  Poland,  to  effect  another 
operation." 

"And  in  Poland  he  met  the  death  of  a  martyr,"  added 
Samuel.  "With  no  motive  and  no  proof,  they  accused  him 
falsely  of  coming  to  organize  smuggling,  and  the  Russian 
governor,  treating  him  as  they  treat  our  brothers  in  that 
land  of  cruel  tyranny,  condemned  him  to  the  dreadf ul_  pun- 
ishment of  the  knout,  without  even  hearing  him  in  his  de- 
fence. Why  should  they  hear  a  Jew?  What  is  a  Jew?  _  A 
creature  below  a  serf,  whom  they  reproach  for  all  the  vices 
that  a  degrading  slavery  has  engendered.  A  Jew  beaten  to 
death?     Who  would  trouble  themselves  about  it?" 

"And  poor  Abel,  so  good,  so  faithful,  died  beneath  their 
stripes  partly  from  shame,  partly  from  the  wounds,"  said 
Bathsheba,  shuddering.  "One  of  our  Polish  brethren  ob- 
tained with  great  difficulty  permission  to  bury  him. 
cut  off  this  lock  of  beautiful  black  hair— which,  with  this 
scrap  of  linen,  bathed  in  the  blood  of  our  dear  son,  is  all  that 
now  remains  to  us  of  him."  Bathsheba  covered  the  hair 
and  clasp  with  convulsive  kisses. 

"Alas!"  said   Samuel,  drying  his  tears,  which  had  burst 
forth  at  these  sad  recollections,  "the  Lord  did  not  at  last 
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remove  our  child,  until  the  task  which  our  family  has  ac- 
complished faithfully  for  a  century  and  a  half  was  nearly  at 
an  end.  O  what  use  will  our  race  he  henceforth  uWn 
earth.-  added  Samuel,  most  bitterly.  "Our  duty  is  per- 
formed. I  his  casket  contains  a  royal  fortune-and  yonder 
house  walled  up  tor  a  hundred  and  fifty  years,  will  be 
opened  to-morrow  to  the  descendants  of  my  ancestor's  bene- 

,  i    J°uSaymg'  ,SamueI    ui™ed    his    face    sorrowfully 

towards  the  house,  which  he  could  see  through  the  window 
The  dawn  was  just  about  to  appear.     The  moon  had  set;' 
beh  ,dere.  root    and  chimneys  formed  a  black  mass  upon  the 
dark  blue  of  the  starry  firmament. 

Suddenly,  Samuel  grew  pale,  and,  rising  abruptly,  said  to 
his  wife  in  a  tremulous  tone,  whilst  he  still  pointed  to  the 
house:  Bathsheba.  the  seven  points  of  light— just  as  it 
was  thirty  years  ago.     Look!  lock:" 

•    lude,ed'  ,the  S?Ven  round  holes"  bored  in  the  form  of  a  cross 
in  the  leaden  plates  which  covered  the  window  of  the  belvi, 

i?L V  keJ°,  many  luniino"s  Po^ts,  as  if  some  one 

in  the  house  ascended  with  a  light  to  the  roof 


CHAPTER  XVIII. 

DEBIT    AND    CREDIT. 

For  some  seconds,  Samuel  and  Bathsheba  remained  mo- 
ess,  with  their  eyes  fixed  in  fear  and  uneasiness  on  the 
seven   lum,nous   p      ts>   whid]   shone   thrQugh   ^   dark 

ot  the  night :  from  the  summit  of  the  belvidere :  while,  on  the 
horizon  behind  the  house,  a  pale,  rosy  hue  announced  the 
aawn  ot  da  v. 

Samuel  was  the  first  to  break  silence,  and  he  said  to  his 
«nte,  as  he  drew  lus  hand  across  his  brow:  "The  grief 
caused  by  the  remembrance  of  our  poor  child  has  prevented 
US  from  reflecting  that,  after  all,  there  should  be  nothing  to 
alarm  us  in  what  we  see. 

"How  so,  Samuei?" 

beWyh!mth^  ?IWayS  t0u  ?l  that  he'  and  my  grandfather 
i*tore  him,  had  seen  such  lights  at  long  intervals." 
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"Yes,  Samuel — but  without  being  able,  any  more  than  our- 
selves, to  explain  the  cause." 

"Like  my  father  and  grandfather,  we  can  only  suppose 
that  some  secret  passage  gives  admittance  to  persons  who, 
like  us,  have  some  mysterious  duty  to  fulfil  in  this  dwelling. 
Besides,  my  father  warned  me  not  to  be  uneasy  at  these 
appearances,  foretold  by  him,  and  now  visible  for  the  second 
time  in  thirty  years." 

"No  matter  for  that,  Samuel,  it  does  strike  one  as  if  it 
was  something  supernatural." 

"The  days  of  miracles  are  over."  said  the  Jew,  shaking 
his  head  sorrowfully:  "many  of  the  old  houses  in  this 
quarter  have  subterraneous  communications  with  distant 
places — some  extending  even  to  the  Seine  and  the  Cata- 
combs. Doubtless,  this  house  is  so  situated,  and  the  per- 
sons who  make  these  rare  visits  enter  by  some  such  means." 

"But  that  the  belvidere  should  be  thus  lighted  up?" 

"According  to  the  plan  of  the  building,  you  know  that 
the  belvidere  forms  a  kind  of  skylight  to  the  apartment 
called  the  Great  Hall  of  Mourning,  situated  on  the  upper 
story.  As  it  is  completely  dark,  in  consequence  of  the 
closing  of  all  the  windows,  they  must  use  a  light  to  visit  this 
Hall  of  Mourning — a  room  which  is  said  to  contain  some 
very  strange  and  gloomy  things,"  added  the  Jew,  with  a 
shudder. 

Bathsheba,  as  well  as  her  husband,  gazed  attentively  on 
the  seven  luminous  points,  which  diminished  in  brightness 
as  the  daylight  gradually  increased. 

"As  you  say,  Samuel,  the  mystery  may  be  thus  ex- 
plained," resumed  the  Hebrew's  wife.  "Besides,  the  day 
is  so  important  a  one  for  the  family  of  Rennepont,  that  this 
apparition  ought  not  to  astonish  us  under  the  circumstances." 

"Only  to  think,"  remarked  Samuel,  "that  these  lights 
have  appeared  at  several  different  times  throughout  a  cen- 
tury and  a  half  !  There  must,  therefore,  be  another  family 
that,  like  ours,  has  devoted  itself,  from  generation  to  gener- 
ation, to  accomplish  a  pious  duty." 

"But  what  is  this  duty?  It  will  perhaps  be  explained  to- 
day." 

"Come,  come,  Bathsheba,"  suddenly  exclaimed  Samuel,  as 
if  roused  from  his  reverie,  and  reproaching  himself  with 
idleness ;  this  is  the  day,  and,  before  eight  o'clock,  our  cash 
account  must  be  in  order,  and  these  titles  to  immense  prop- 
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erty  arranged,  so  that  they  may  be  delivered  to  the  rightful 
owners" — and  he  pointed  to  the  cedar-wood  box. 

"You  are  right,  Samuel:  this  day  does  not  belong  to  us. 
It  is  a  solemn  day — one  that  would  have  been  sweet,  oh! 
very  sweet  to  you  and  me — if  now  any  days  could  be  sweet 
to  us,"  said  Bathsheba  bitterly,  for  she  was  thinking  of  her 
son. 

"Bathsheba,"  said  Samuel,  mournfully,  as  he  laid  his  hand 
on  his  wife's;  "we  shall  at  least  have  the  stern  satisfaction 
of  having  done  our  duty.  And  has  not  the  Lord  been  very 
favorable  to  us,  though  He  has  thus  severely  tried  us  by  the 
death  of  our  son?  Is  it  not  thanks  to  His  providence  that 
three  generations  of  my  family  have  been  able  to  commence, 
continue,  and  finish  this  great  work?" 

"Yes,  Samuel."  said  the  Jewess,  affectionately,  "and  for 
vou  at  least  this  satisfaction  will  be  combined  with  calm  and 
quietness,  for  on  the  stroke  of  noon  you  will  be  delivered 
from  a  very  terrible  responsibility." 

So  saying,  Bathsheba  pointed  to  the  box. 

"It  is  true,"  replied  the  old  man;  "I  had  rather  these  im- 
mense riches  were  in  the  hands  of  those  to  whom  they  be- 
long, than  in  mine ;  but,  to-day,  I  shall  cease  to  be  their 
trustee.  Once  more  then.  I  will  check  the  account  for  the 
last  time,  and  compare  the  register  with  the  cash-book  that 
you  hold  in  your  hand." 

Bathsheba  bowed  her  head  affirmatively,  and  Samuel, 
taking  up  his  pen,  occupied  himself  once  more  with  his  cal- 
culations. His  wife,  in  spite  of  herself,  again  yielded  to  the 
sad  thoughts  which  that  fatal  date  had  awakened,  by  re- 
minding her  of  the  death  of  her  son. 

Let  us  now  trace  rapidly  the  history,  in  appearance  so 
romantic  and  marvellous,  in  reality  so  simple,  of  the  fifty 
thousand  crown-,  which,  thanks  to  the  law  of  accumulation, 
and  to  a  prudent,  intelligent  and  faithful  investment,  had 
naturally,  and  necessarily,  been  transformed,  in  the  space  of 
a  century  and  a  half,  into  a  sum  far  more  important  than 
the  forty  millions  estimated  by  Father  d'Aigrigay — who, 
partially  informed  on  this  subject,  and  reckoning  the  disas- 
trous accidents,  losses,  and  bankruptcies  which  might  have 
occurred  during  so  long  a  period,  believed  that  forty  millions 
might  well  be  considered  enormous. 

The  history  of  this  fortune  being  closely  connected  with 


606  THE   WANDERING    JEW 

that  of  the  Samuel  family,  by  whom  it  had  been  managed 
for  three  generations,  we  shall  give  it  again  in  a  few  words. 
About  the  period  1670,  some  years  before  his  death, 
Marius  de  Rennepont,  then  travelling  in  Portugal,  had  been 
enabled,  by  means  of  powerful  interest,  to  save  the  life  of  an 
unfortunate  Jew,  condemned  to  be  burnt  alive  by  the  Inquisi- 
tion, because  of  his  religion.  This  Jew  was  Isaac  Samuel, 
grandfather  of  the  present  guardian  of  the  house  in  the  Rue 
Saint-Franqois. 

Generous  men  often  attach  themselves  to  those  they  have 
served,  as  much,  at  least,  as  the  obliged  parties  are  attached 
to  their  benefactors.     Having  ascertained  that  Isaac,  who 
at  that  time  carried  on  a  petty  broker's  business  at  Lisbon, 
was   industrious,   honest,  active,   laborious,   and   intelligent, 
M.   de  Rennepont,   who  then   possessed   large  property   in 
France,  proposed  to  the  Jew  to  accompany  him,  and  under- 
take the  management  of  his  affairs.     The  same  hatred  and 
suspicion  with  which  the  Israelites  have  always  been  fol- 
lowed, was  then  at  its  height.     Isaac  was  therefore  doubly 
grateful  for  this  mark  of  confidence  on  the  part  of  M.  de 
Rennepont.     He  accepted  the  offer,  and  promised  from  that 
day  to  devote  his  existence  to  the  service  of  him  who  had 
first  saved  his  life,  and  then  trusted  implicitly  to  his  good 
faith  and  uprightness,  although  he  was  a  Jew,  and  belonged 
to  a  race  generally  suspected  and  despised.     M.  de  Renne- 
pont, a  man  of  great  soul,  endowed  with  a  good  spirit   was 
not  deceived  in  his  choice.     Until  he  was  depneved  of  his 
fortune,   it   prospered   wonderfully   in   the   hands   of    Isaac 
Samuel,  who,  gifted  with  an  admirable  aptitude  for  business, 
applied  himself  exclusively  to  advance  the  interests  of  his 
benefactor. 

Then  came  the  persecution  and  ruin  of  M.  de  Rennepont, 
whose  property  was  confiscated  and  given  up  to  the  reverend 
fathers  of  the  Company  of  Jesus  only  a  few  days  before  his 
death.  Concealed  in  the  retreat  he  had  chosen,  therein  to 
put  a  violent  end  to  his  life,  he  sent  secretly  for  Isaac  Samuel, 
and  delivered  to  him  fifty  thousand  crowns  in  gold,  the  last 
remains  of  his  fortune.  This  faithful  servant  was  to  invest 
the  money  to  the  best  advantage,  and,  if  he  should  have  a 
son  transmit  to  him  the  same  obligation ;  or,  should  he  have 
no  child,  he  was  to  seek  out  some  relation  worthy  of  con- 
tinuing this  trust,  to  which  would  moreover  be  annexed 
fair  reward.     It  was  thus  to  be  transmitted  and  perpetuated 
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from  relative  to  relative,  until  the  expiration  of  a  century 
and  a  halt.  M.  de  Rennepont  also  begged  Isaac  to  take 
charge,  during  his  life,  of  the  house  in  the  Rue  Saint-Fran- 
cois, where  he  would  be  lodged  gratis,  and  to  leave  this 
function  likewise  to  his  descendants,  if  it  were  possible. 

If  even  Isaac  Samuel  had  not  had  children,  the  powerful 
bund  of  union  which  exists  between  certain  Jewish  families, 
would  have  rendered  practicable  the  last  will  of  De  Renne> 
pont.  The  relations  of  Isaac  would  have  become  partner! 
in  his  gratitude  to  his  benefactor,  and  they,  and  their  suc- 
ceeding generations,  would  have  religiously  accomplished 
the  task  imposed  upon  one  of  their  race.  But,  several  yean 
after  the  death  of  De  Rennepont,  Isaac  had  a  son. 

This  son,  Levy  Samuel,  born  in  1689,  not  having  had  any 
children  by  his  first  wife,  married  again  at  nearly  sixty 
years  of  age,  and,  in  1750,  he  also  had  a  son — David  Samuel, 
the  guardian  of  the  house  in  the  Rue  Saint-Franqois,  who, 
in  1832  (the  date  of  this  narrative),  was  eighty-two  years 
and  seemed  likely  to  live  as  long  as  his  father,  who  had 
died  at  the  age  of  ninety-three.  Finally,  Abel  Samuel,  the 
son  whom  Bathsheba  so  bitterly  regretted,  born  in  1790,  had 
perished  under  the  Russian  knout.,  at  the  age  of  thirty-six. 

Having  established  this  humble  genealogy,  we  easily  un- 
derstand how  this  successive  longevity  of  three  members 
of  the  Samuel  family,  all  of  whom  had  been  guardians  of 
the  walled  house,  by  uniting,  as  it  were,  the  nineteenth  with 
the  seventeenth  century,  simplified  and  facilitated  the  execu- 
tion of  M.  de  Rennepont's  will;  the  latter  having  declared 
hi<  desire  to  the  grandfather  of  the  Samuels,  that  the  capital 
should  only  be  augmented  by  interest  at  five  per  cent. — so 
that  the  fortune  might  come  to  his  descendants  free  from 
all  taint  of  usurious  speculation. 

The  fellow  men  of  the  Samuel  family,  the  first  inventors 
of  the  bill  of  exchange,  which  served  them  in  the  Middle 
Ages  to  transport  mysteriously  considerable  amounts  from 
one  end  of  the  world  to  the  other,  to  conceal  their  fortune, 
and  to  shield  it  from  the  rapacity  of  their  enemies — the 
Jews,  we  say,  having  almost  the  monopoly  of  the  trade  in 
money  and  exchanges,  until  the  end  of  the  eighteenth  cen- 
tury, aided  the  secret  transactions  and  financial  operations 
of  this  family,  which,  up  to  about  1820,  placed  their  different 
securities,  which  had  become  progressively  immense,  in  the 
hands   of    the   principal    Israelitish   bankers   and    merchants 


608  THE    WANDERING    JEW 

of   Europe.     This   sure  and   secret  manner   of   acting  had 
enabled  the  present  guardian  of  the  house  m  the  Rue  baint- 
Francois,  to  effect  enormous  investments,  unknown  to  all , 
and  it  was  more  especially  during  the  period  of  his  man- 
agement, that  the  capital  sum  had  acquired,  by  the  mere  fact 
of   compound  interest,   an  almost  incalculable  development. 
Compared  with  him,  his   father  and  grandfather  had  only 
small  amounts  to  manage.     Though  it  had  only  been  neces- 
sary to   find   successively   sure  and   immediate   investments, 
so  that  the  money  might  not  remain  as  it  were  one  aay 
without  bearing  interest,  it  had  acquired  financial  capacity 
to  attain  this  result,  when  so  many  millions  were  in  question. 
The  last  of  the  Samuels,  brought  up  in  the  school  of  his 
father,  had  exhibited  this  capacity  in  a  very  high  degree,  as 
will  be  seen  immediately  by  the  results.     Nothing  could  be 
more  touching,  noble,  and  respectable,  than  the  conduct  of 
the  members  of  this  Jewish  family,  who,  partners  in  the 
engagement   of    gratitude   taken   by   their   ancestor,    devote 
themselves  for  long  years,  with  as  much  disinterestedness 
as   intelligence  and   honesty,   to   the   slow   acquisition   of   a 
kingly   fortune,   of   which  they  expect  no  part  themselves, 
but  which,  thanks  to  them,  would  come  pure    as  immense 
to  the  hands  of  the  descendants  of  their  benefactor!     Nor 
could  anything  be  more  honorable  to  him  who  made,  and 
him  who  received  this  deposit,  than  the  simple  promise  by 
word  of  mouth,  unaccompanied  by  any  security  save  mutual 
confidence  and  reciprocal  esteem,  when  the  result  was  onl> 
to  be  produced  at  the  end  of  a  century  and  a  halt ! 

******* 

After  once  more  reading  his  inventory  with  attention, 
Samuel  said  to  his  wife:  "1  am  certain  of  the  correctness 
of  my  additions.  Now  please  to  compare  with  the  account- 
book  in  your  hand  the  summary  of  the  investments  that  1 
have  usf  entered  in  the  register.  I  will  assure  myself  at 
the  same  time,  that  the  bonds  and  vouchers  are  property 
arranged  in  this  casket,  that,  on  the  opening  of  the  will, 
tViPv  mav  be  delivered  in  order  to  the  notary. 
th'yBegin,  my  dear,  and  I  will  check,  you,"  said  Bathsheba 

Samuel  read  as  follows,  examining  as  he  went  on.  the 
contents  of  his  casket : — 
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Statement  of  the  account  of  the  heirs  of  M.  de  Ke.vnetokt,  delivered 

by  David  Samuels. 


Debit. 

■1.000  francs  per  an- 
num in  the  French  5 
P.  C,  bought  from 
1825  to  1832,  at  an  av- 
erage price  of  99f. 
50c 

900.000  francs,  ditto,  in 
the  French  3  P.  C, 
bought  during  t  h  e 
same  years,  at  an  aver- 
age of  74 f  25c 

5.1X10  shares  in  the  Bank 
of    France,    bought   at 

^  1.900   

3,000  shares  in  the  Four 
Canals,  in  a  certificate 
from  the  Company, 
bought   at   l,115f 

125,000  ducats  of  Nea- 
politans, at  an  average 
of  82.  2,050,000  du- 
cats, at  4f.    400 

5,000  Austrian  Metallics, 
of  1,000  florins,  at  93 
—say  4/ .50,000  florins, 
at  2i.    50c 

75,000  pounds  sterling 
per  annum,  English 
Consolidated  3  P.  C, 
at    88*J— say    £2,218,- 

750,  at  25f 

florins,    Dutch 

C,  at  60—28,- 

florins,   at  2f. 


0*0.000 

2  ,  P. 

860,000 

100 

Cash  in  bank 

and   silver  . 


notes,  gold 


39,800,000 

22,275,000 
9,500,000 

3,345,000 

9,020,000 

11,625,000 

55,468,750 

60,606,000 
535,250 


Francs  212.175.000 


Credit. 
150,000   francs   re- 
ceived   from    M. 
de       Rennepont, 

in  1682,  by  Isaac 
Samuel,  my 
grandfath'r ;  and 
invested  by  him, 
my  father,  and 
myself,  in  differ- 
ent securities,  at 
Five  per  Cent. 
Interest,  with  a 
settlement  of  ac- 
count and  In- 
vestment of  in- 
terest every  six 
months,  produc- 
ing, as  by  an- 
nexed vouchers,  225,950,000 
Less  losses  sus- 
tained by  fail- 
ures, expenses  of 
commission  and 
brokerage,  and 
salary  of  three 
generations  of 
trustees,  as  per 
statement  an- 
nexed       13,775,000 


212,175,000 


Francs  212.175.01 10 


Paris,  12th  February,  1832. 

'It  is  quite  right,"  said  Samuel,  after  examining  the  papers, 

contained  in  the  cedar-wood  box..     "There  remains  in  hand, 

at  the  absolute  disposal  of  the  heirs  of  the  Rennepont  family, 

he  sum  of  two  iilwdrkd  and  twelve  millions,  one  ttUN- 

JRED   AND    SEVENTY-FIVE    THOUSAND    FRANCS."       And    the   old 
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man  looked  at  his  wife  with  an  expression  of  legitimate  pride. 
"It  is  hardly  credible!"  cried  Bathsheba,  struck  with 
surprise.  "I  knew  that  you  had  immense  property  in  your 
hands;  but  I  could  never  have  believed,  that  one  hundred 
and  fifty  thousand  francs,  left  a  century  and  a  half  ago, 
;hould  be  the  only  source  of  this  immense  fortune." 

"It  is  even  so,  Bathsheba,"  answered  the  old  man,  proudly. 
'  Doubtless,  my  grandfather,  my  father,  and  myself,  have 
all  been  exact  and  faithful  in  the  management  of  these  funds ; 
doubtless,  we  have  required  some  sagacity  in  the  choice  of 
investments,  in  times  of  revolution  and  commercial  panics; 
but  all  this  was  easy  to  us,  thanks  to  our  relations  with  our 
brethren  in  all  countries — and  never  have  I,  or  any  of  mine, 
made  an  usurious  investment,  or  even  taken  the  full  _  ad- 
vantage of  the  legal  rate  of  interest.  Such  were  the  positive 
demands  of  M.  de  Rennepont,  given  to  my  grandfather ;  nor 
is  there  in  the  world  a  fortune  that  has  been  obtained  by 
purer  means.  Had  it  not  been  for  this  disinterestedness,  we 
might  have  much  augmented  this  two  hundred  and  twelve 
millions,  only  by  taking  advantage  of  a  few  favorable  cir- 
cumstances." 

"Dear  me!  is  it  possible?" 

"Nothing  is  more  simple,  Bathsheba.  Every  one  knows, 
'.hat  in  fourteen  years  a  capital  will  be  doubled,  by  the  mere 
accumulation  of  interest  and  compound  interest  at  five  per 
cent.  Now  reflect,  that  in  a  century  and  a  half  there  are  ten 
times  fourteen  years,  and  that  these  one  hundred  and  fifty 
thousands  francs  have  thus  been  doubled  and  redoubled,  over 
and  over  again.  All  that  astonishes  you  will  then  appear 
plain  enough.  In  1682,  M.  de  Rennepont  entrusted  my 
grandfather  with  a  hundred  and  fifty  thousand  francs;  this 
sum,  invested  as  I  have  told  you,  would  have  produced  in 
1696,  fourteen  years  after,  three  hundred  thousand  francs. 
These  last,  doubled  in  1710,  would  produce  six  hundred 
thousand.  On  the  death  of  my  grandfather  in  1719,  the 
amount  was  already  near  a  million ;  in  1724,  it  would  be 
twelve  hundred  thousand  francs;  in  1738,  two  millions  four 
hundred  thousand;  in  1752,  about  two  years  after  my  birth, 
four  millions  eight  hundred  thousand;  in  1766,  nine  millions 
six  hundred  thousand;  in  1780,  ninteen  millions  two  hundred 
thousand ;  in  1794,  twelve  years  after  the  death  of  my  father, 
thirty-eight  millions  four  hundred  thousand  ;  in  1808,  seventy- 
six  millions  eight  hundred  thousand;  in  1822.  one  hundred 
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and  fifty-three  millions  six  hundred  thousand;  and,  at  this 
time,  taking  the  compound  interest  for  ten  years,  it  should  be 
at  least  two  hundred  and  twenty-five  millions.  But  losses 
and  inevitable  charges,  of  which  the  account  has  been  strictly 
kept,  have  reduced  the  sum  to  two  hundred  and  twelve 
millions  one  hundred  and  seventy-five  thousand  francs  the 
securities  for  which  are  in  this  box." 

"1  now  understand  you.  my  dear,"  answered  Bathsheba. 
thoughtfully;  "but  how  wonderful  is  this  power  of  accumu. 
lation  .  and  what  admirable  provision  mav  be  made  for  the 
tuture,  with  the  smallest  present  resources!" 

Such,  no  doubt,  was  the  idea  of  M.  de  Rennepont;  for  my 
tather  has  often  told  me,  and  he  derived  it  from  his  father, 
that  M.  de  Rennepont  was  one  of  the  soundest  intellects  of 
time,"  said  Samuel,  as  he  closed  the  cedar-box. 
"God  grant  his  descendants  mav  be  worthv  of  this  kin^h 
fortune,  and  make  a  noble  use  of  it!"  said  Bathsheba,  rising 
It  was  now  broad  day.  and  the  clock  had  just  struck  seven. 
1  he   masons    will    soon    be   here."    said    Samuel,    as    ha 
replaced  the  cedar-box  in  the  iron  safe,  concealed  behind  the 
antique   press.     "Like   you,    Bathsheba.    I    am   curious   and. 
anxious  to  know,  what  descendants  of  M.  de  Rennepont  will 
now  present  themselves." 

Two  or  three  loud  knocks  on  the  outer  gate  resounded 
through  the  house.  The  barking  of  the  watch-dogs  re- 
sponded to  this  summons. 

tmuel  said  to  his  wife:  "It  is  no  doubt  the  masons,  whom 
the  notary  has  sent  with  his  clerk.  Tie  all  the  kevs  and  their 
Is  together;  I  will  come  back  and  fetch  them." 
So  saying,  Samuel  went  down  to  the  door  with  much 
nimbleness,  considering  his  age,  prudently  opened  a  small 
wicket,  and  saw  three  workmen,  in  the  garb  of  masons, 
accompanied  by  a  young  man  dressed  in  black. 

"What  may  you  want,  gentlemen?"  said  the  Tew.  before 
opening  the  door,  as  he  wished  first  to  make  sure  of  the 
identity  of  the  personages. 

"I  am   sent  by  M.   Dumesnil,  the  notarv."  answered  the 
ierk.    "to  be  present  at  the  unwalling  of  a 'door.     Here  is  a 
letter  from  my  master,  addressed  to  M.  Samuel,  guardian  of 
the  house. 

"I  am  he    sir."  said  the  Jew;   "please  to  put  the  lettej 
nrough  tne  slide,  and  I  will  take  it." 
The  clerk  did  as  Samuel  desired,  but  shrugged  his  shoul 
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ders  at  what  he  considered  the  ridiculous  precautions  of 
a  suspicious  old  man.  The  housekeeper  opened  the  box, 
took  the  letter,  went  to  the  end  of  the  vaulted  passage  in  order 
to  read  it,  and  carefully  compared  the  signature  with  that  of 
another  letter  which  he  drew  from  the  pocket  of  his  long 
coat ;  then,  after  all  these  precautions,  he  chained  up  his  dogs, 
and  returned  to  open  the  gate  to  the  clerk  and  masons. 

"What  the  devil,  my  good  man !"  said  the  clerk,  as  he 
entered ;  "there  would  not  be  more  formalities  in  opening 
the  gates  of  a  fortress  !" 

The  Jew  bowed,  but  without  answering. 

"Are  you  deaf,  my  good  fellow?"  cried  the  clerk,  close  to 
his  ears. 

"No,  sir,"  said  Samuel,  with  a  quiet  smile,  as  he  advanced 
several  steps  beyond  the  passage.  Then  pointing  to  the  old 
house,  he  added :  "That,  sir,  is  the  door  which  you  will  have 
to  open ;  you  will  also  have  to  remove  the  lead  and  iron  from 
the  second  window  to  the  right." 

"Why  not  open  all  the  windows?"  asked  the  clerk. 

"Because,  sir,  as  guardian  of  this  house,  I  have  received 
particular  orders  on  the  subject." 

"Who  gave  you  these  orders?" 

"My  father,  sir,  who  received  them  from  his  father,  who 
transmitted  them  from  the  master  of  this  house.  When  I 
cease  to  have  the  care  of  it,  the  new  proprietor  will  do  as  he 
pleases." 

"Oh !  very  well,"  said  the  clerk,  not  a  little  surprised. 
Then,  addressing  himself  to  the  masons,  he  added:  "This 
is  your  business,  my  fine  fellows ;  you  are  to  unwall  the 
door,  and  remove  the  iron  frame-work  of  the  second  window 
to  the  right." 

Whilst  the  masons  set  to  work,  under  the  inspection  of 
the  notary's  clerk,  a  coach  stopped  before  the  outer  gate, 
and  Rodin,  accompanied  by  Gabriel,  entered  the  house  in  the 
Rue  Saint  Francois. 


CHAPTER  XIX. 

THE  HEIR 


Samuel  opened  the  door  to  Gabriel  and  Rodin. 
The  latter  said  to  the  Jew,  "You,  sir,  are  the  keeper  of 
this  house  ?" 
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"Yes,  sir,"  replied  Samuel. 

"This  is  Abbe  Gabriel  de  Rennepont,"  said  Rodin,  as  he 
introduced  his  companion,  "one  of  the  descendants  of  the 
family  of  the  Renneponts." 

"Happy  to  hear  it,  sir,"  said  the  Jew,  almost  involuntarily, 
struck  with  the  angelic  countenance  of  Gabriel — for  noble- 
ness and  serenity  of  soul  were  visible  in  the  glance  of  the 
young  priest,  and  were  written  upon  his  pure,  white  brow, 
already  crowned  with  the  halo  of  martyrdom.  Samuel 
looked  at  Gabriel  with  curiosity  and  benevolent  interest : 
but  feeling  that  this  silent  contemplation  must  cause  some 
embarrassment  to  his  guest,  he  said  to  him.  "M,  Abbe,  the 
notary  will  not  be  here  before  ten  o'clock." 

Gabriel  looked  at  him  in  turn,  with  an  air  of  surprise,  and 
answered,  "What  notary,  sir?" 

"Father  d'Aigrigny  will  explain  all  this  to  you,"  said 
Rodin,  hastily.  Then  addressing  Samuel,  he  added,  "We 
are  a  little  before  the  time.  Will  you  allow  us  to  wait  for 
the  arrival  of  the  notary?" 

"Certainly,"  said  Samuel,  "if  you  please  to  walk  into  my 
house." 

"I  thank  you,  sir,"  answered  Rodin,  "and  accept  your 
offer." 

"Follow  me,  then,  gentlemen,"  said  the  old  man. 

A  few  moments  after,  the  young  priest  and  the  socius, 
preceded  by  Samuel,  entered  one  of  the  rooms  occupied  by 
the  latter,  on  the  ground-floor  of  the  building,  looking  out 
upon  the  court-yard. 

"The  Abbe  d'Aigrigny,  who  has  been  the  guardian  of  M. 
Gabriel,  will  soon  be  coming  to  ask  for  us,"  added  Rodin  ; 
"will  you  have  the  kindness,  sir  to  show  him  into  this  room  ?" 

"I  will  not  fail  to  do  so,  sir,"  said  Samuel,  as  he  went  out. 

The  socius  and  Gabriel  were  left  alone.  To  the  adorable 
gentleness  which  usually  gave  to  the  fine  features  of  the 
missionary  so  touching  a  charm,  there  had  succeeded  in  this 
moment  a  remarkable  expression  of  sadness,  resolution,  and 
severity.  Rodin  not  having  seen  Gabriel  for  some  days, 
was  greatly  struck  by  the  change  he  remarked  in  him.  He 
had  watched  him  silently  all  the  way  from  the  Rue  des 
Postes  to  the  Rue  Saint  Francois.  The  young  priest  wore, 
as  usual,  a  long  black  cassock,  which  made  still  more  visible 
the  transparent  paleness  of  his  countenance.  When  the 
Jew  had  left  the  room.  Gabriel  said  to  Rodin,  in  a  firm  voice, 
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"Will  you  at  length  inform  me,  sir,  why,  for  some  days  past, 
I  have  been  prevented  from  speaking  to  his  reverence 
Father  d'Aigrigny  ?  Why  has  he  chosen  this  house  to  grant 
me  an  interview  ?"  „ 

"It  is  impossible  for  me  to  answer  these  questions,  re- 
plied Rodin,  coldly.  "His  reverence  will  soon  arrive,  and 
will  listen  to  you.  All  I  can  tell  you  is,  that  the  reverend 
father  lays  as  much  stress  upon  this  meeting  as  you  do.  It 
he  has  chosen  this  house  for  the  interview,  it  is  because  you 
have  an  interest  to  be  here.  You  know  it  well— though  you 
affected  astonishment  on  hearing  the  guardian  speak  of   a 

notary."  .  , 

So  saying,  Rodin  fixed  a  scrutinizing,  anxious  look  upon 
Gabriel,  whose  countenance  expressed  only  surprise. 

"I  do  not  understand  you,"  said  ?  he,  in  reply  to  Rodin. 
"What  have  I  to  do  with  this  house  ?"  ,   ?> 

"It  is  impossible  that  you  should  not  know  it,  answered 
Rodin,  still  looking  at  him  with  attention.  ^ 

"I  have  told  you,  sir,  that  I  do  not  know  it,  replied  the 
other,  almost  offended  by  the  pertinacity  of  the  socius. 

"What  then,  did  your  adopted  mother  come  to  tell  you 
yesterday?  Why  did  you  presume  to  receive  her  without 
permission  from  Father  d'Aigrigny,  as  I  have  heard  this 
morning?  Did  she  not  speak  with  you  of  certain  family 
papers,  found  upon  you  when  she  took  you  in?" 

"No,  sir,"  said  Gabriel ;  "those  papers  were  delivered  at 
the  time  to  my  adopted  mother's  confessor,  and  they  after- 
wards passed  into  Father  d'Aigrigny's  hands.  This  is  the 
first  I  hear  for  a  long  time  of  these  papers." 

"So  you  affirm  that  Frances  Baudoin  did  not  come  to  speak 
to  you  on  this  subject?"  resumed  Rodin,  obstinately,  laying 
great  emphasis  on  his  words. 

'  "This  is  the  second  time,  sir,  that  you  seem  to  doubt  my 
affirmation,"  said  the  young  priest,  mildly,  while  he  re- 
pressed a  movement  of   impatience;     I  assure  you  that  1 

speak  the  truth."  ■  « 

"He  knows  nothing,"  thought  Rodin;  for  he  was  too  well 
convinced  of  Gabriel's  sincerity  to  retain  the  least  doubt 
after  so  positive  a  declaration.  "I  believe  you,"  went  on  he. 
"The  idea  dttly  occurred  to  me  in  reflecting  what  could  be 
the  reason  of  sufficient  weight  to  induce  you  to  trangress 
Father  d'Aigrigny's  orders  with  regard  to  the  absolute  re- 
tirement he  had  commanded,  which  was  to  exclude  all  com- 
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munication  with  those  without.  Much  more,  contrary  to  all 
the  rules  of  our  house,  you  ventured  to  shut  the  door  of 
your  room,  whereas  it  ought  to  remain  half-open,  that  the 
mutual  inspection  enjoined  us  might  he  the  more  easily 
practiced.  I  could  only  explain  these  sins  against  discipline. 
by  the  necessity  of  some  very  important  conversation  with 
your  adopted  mother." 

"It  was  to  a  priest,  and  not  to  her  adopted  son.  that  Ma- 
dame Baudoin  wished  to  speak,"  replied  Gabriel,  in  a  tone  of 
deep  seriousness.  '*I  closed  my  door  because  I  was  to  hear 
a  confession." 

"And  what  had  Frances  Baudoin  of  such  importance  to 
confess ':" 

"You  will  know  that  by-and-bye,  when  I  speak  to  his 
reverence — if  it  be  his  pleasure  that  you  should  hear  me." 

These  words  were  so  firmly  spoken,  that  a  long  silence  en- 
sued. Let  us  remind  the  reader  that  Gabriel  had  hitherto 
n  kept  by  his  superiors  in  the  most  complete  ignorance 
of  the  importance  of  the  family  interests  which  required  his 
presence  in  the  Rue  Saint-Franqois.  The  day  before,  Frances 
Baudoin,  absorbed  in  her  own  grief,  had  forgotten  to  tell 
him  that  the  two  orphans  also  should  be  present  at  this 
meeting,  and  had  she  even  thought  of  it,  Dagobert  would 
have  prevented  her  mentioning  this  circumstance  to  the 
y<  lung  priest. 

<  rabriel  was  therefore  quite  ignorant  of  the  family  ties 
which  united  him  with  the  daughters  of  Marshal  Simon, 
with  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville,  with  M.  Hardy,  Prince  Djalma, 
and  Sleepinbuff.  In  a  word,  if  it  had  then  been  revealed  to- 
him  that  he  was  the  heir  of  Marius  de  Rennepont,  he  would 
have  believed  himself  the  only  descendant  of  the  family. 
During  the  moment's  silence  which  succeeded  his  conversa- 
tion with  Rodin.  Gabriel  observed  through  the  windows  the 
masons  at  their  work  of  unwalling  the  door.  Having  finished 
this  first  operation,  they  set  about  removing  the  bars  of  iron 
by  which  a  plate  of  lead  was  fixed  over  the  same  entrance. 

At  this  juncture.  Father  d'Aigrigny,  conducted  by  Samuel, 
entered  the  room.  Before  Gabriel  could  turn  around.  Rodin 
had  time  to  whisper  to  the  reverend  father,  "He  knows 
nothing — and  we  have  no  longer  anything  to  fear  from  the 
Indian." 

Notwithstanding   his   affected   calmness,    Father   d'Aigri- 
s  countenance  was  pale  and  contracted,   like  that  of  a 
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player  who  is  about  to  stake  all  on  a  last,  decisive  game. 
Hitherto,  all  had  favored  the  designs  of  the  Society ;  but  he 
could  not  think  without  alarm  of  the  four  hours  which  still 
remained  before  they  should  reach  the  fatal  moment. 
Gabriel  having  turned  towards  him,  Father  d'Aigrigny 
offered  him  his  hand  with  a  smile,  and  said  to  him  in  an 
affectionate  and  cordial  tone,  "My  dear  son,  it  has  pained 
me  a  good  deal  to  have  been  obliged  to  refuse  you  till  now 
the  interview  that  you  so  much  desired.  It  has  been  no  less 
distressing  to  me  to  impose  on  you  a  confinement  of  some 
days.  Though  I  cannot  give  any  explanation  of  what  I  may 
think  fit  to  order,  I  will  just  observe  to  you  that  I  have 
acted  only  for  your  interest." 

"I  am  bound  to  believe  your  reverence,"  answered  Gabriel, 
bowing  his  head. 

In  spite  of  himself,  the  young  priest  felt  a  vague  sense  of 
fear,  for  until  his  departure  for  his  American  mission,  Father 
d'Aigrigny,  at  whose  feet  he  had  pronounced  the  formidable 
vows  which  bound  him  irrevocably  to  the  Society  of  Jesus, 
had  exercised  over  him  that  frightful  species  of  influence 
which,  acting  only  by  despotism,  suppression,  and  intimi- 
dation, breaks  down  all  the  living  forces  of  the  soul,  and 
leaves  it  inert,  trembling,  and  terrified.  Impressions  of 
early  youth  are  indelible,  and  this  was  the  first  time,  since 
his  return  from  America,  that  Gabriel  found  himself  in  pres- 
ence of  Father  d'Aigrigny ;  and  although  he  did  not  shrink 
from  the  resolution  he  had  taken,  he  regretted  not  to  have 
been  able,  as  he  had  hoped,  to  gather  new  strength  and  cour- 
age from  an  interview  with  Agricola  and  Dagobert.  Father 
d'Aigrigny  knew  mankind  too  well  not  to  have  remarked  the 
emotion  of  the  young  priest,  and  to  have  endeavored  to  ex- 
plain its  cause.  This  emotion  appeared  to  him  a  favorable 
omen ;  he  redoubled,  therefore,  his  seductive  arts,  his  air  of 
tenderness  and  amenity,  reserving  to  himself,  if  necessary, 
the  choice  of  assuming  another  mask.  He  sat  down,  while 
Gabriel  and  Rodin  remained  standing  in  a  respectful  position, 
and  said  to  the  former:  "You  desire,  my  dear  son,  to  have 
an  important  interview  with  me?" 

"Yes,  father,"  said  Gabriel,  involuntarily  casting  down  his 
eyes  before  the  large,  glittering  gray  pupil  of  his  superior.  ' 

"And  I  also  have  matters  of  great  importance  to  communi- 
cate to  you.     Listen  to  me  first ;  you  can  speak  afterwards." 

"I  listen,  father." 
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•'It  is  about  twelve  years  ago,  my  dear  son,*'  said  Father 
d'Aigrigny,  affectionately,  "that  the  confessor  of  your 
adopted  mother,  addressing  himself  to  me  through  M.  Rodin, 
called  my  attention  to  yourself,  by  reporting  the  astonishing 
progress  you  had  made  at  the  school  of  the  Brothers.  I 
n  found,  indeed,  that  your  excellent  conduct,  your  gentle, 
modest    character,    and    your   precocious    intelligence,    were 

rthy  of  the  most  tender  interest.  From  that  moment  I 
kept  my  eves  upon  you,  and  at  the  end  of  some  time,  seeing 
that  you  did  not  fall  off,  it  appeared  to  me  that  there  was 
ething  more  in  you  than  the  stuff  that  makes  a  work- 
man. We  agreed  with  your  adopted  mother,  and  through 
my  intervention,  you  were  admitted  gratuitously  to  one  of 
the  schools  of  our  Company.  Thus  one  burden  the  less 
weighed  upon  the  excellent  woman  who  had  taken  charge  of 
you.  and  you  received  from  our  paternal  care  all  the  benefits 
of  a  religious  education.     Is  not  this  true,  my  dear  son?" 

"It  is  true,  father,"  answered  Gabriel,  casting  down  his 
eyes. 

"As  you  grew  up,  excellent  and  rare  virtues  displayed 
themselves  in  your  character.  Your  obedience  and  mildnes? 
were  above  all  exemplary.  You  made  rapid  progress  in  your 
studies.  I  knew  not  then  to  what  career  you  wished  to  de- 
vote yourself,  but  I  felt  certain  that,  in  every  station  of  life, 
you  would  remain  a  faithful  son  of  the  Church.  I  was  not 
deceived  in  my  hopes,  or  rather,  my  dear  son,  you  surpassed 
them  all.  Learning,  by  a  friendly  communication,  that  your 
adopted  mother  ardently  desired  to  see  you  take  orders,  you 
acceded  generously  and  religiously  to  the  wish  of  the  excel- 
lent woman  to  whom  you  owed  so  much.  But  as  the  Lord 
Iways  just  in  His  recompenses,  He  willed  that  the  most 
touching  work  of  gratitude  you  could  show  to  your  adopted 
mother,  should  at  the  same  time  be  divinely  profitable  by 
making  you  one  of  the  militant  members  of  our  holy  Church.* 
these  words,  Gabriel  could  not  repress  a  significant 
start,  a^  be  remembered  Frances'  sad  confidences.  But  he 
restrained    himself,    whilst    Rodin    stood    leaning    with    his 

>v  on  the  corner  of  the  chimney-piece,  continuing  to  i 
amine  him  with  singular  and  obstinate  attention. 

Father  d'Aigrigny  resumed:  "I  do  not  conceal  from  you, 
my  dear  son.  that  your  resolution  filled  me  with  joy.  I  saw 
in  you  one  of  the  future  lights  of  the  Church,  and  I  was 
anxious  to  see  it  shine  in  the  midst  of  our  Company.     You 
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submitted  courageously  to  our  painful  and  difficult  tests; 
you  were  judged  worthy  of  belonging  to  us,  and,  after  taking 
in  my  presence  the  irrevocable  and  sacred  oath,  which  binds 
you  for  ever  to  our  Company  for  the  greater  glory  of  God, 
you  answered  the  appeal  of  our  Holy  Father*  to  willing 
souls,  and  offered  yourself  as  a  missionary,  to  preach  to 
savages  the  one  Catholic  faith.  Though  it  was  painful  to 
us  to  part  with  our  dear  son,  we  could  not  refuse  to  accede 
to  such  pious  wishes.  You  set  out  a  humble  missionary — 
you  return  a  glorious  martyr — and  we  are  justly  proud  to 
reckon  you  amongst  our  number.  This  rapid  sketch  of  the 
past  was  necessary,  my  dear  son,  to  arrive  at  what  follows, 
for  we  wish  now,  if  it  be  possible,  to  draw  still  closer  the 
bonds  that  unite  us.  Listen  to  me,  my  dear  son ;  what  I  am 
about  to  say  is  confidential,  and  of  the  highest  importance, 
not  only  for  you,  but  the  whole  Company." 

"Then,  father,"  cried  Gabriel  hastily,  interrupting  the 
Abbe  d'Aigrigny,  "  I  cannot — I  ought  not  to  hear  you." 

The  young  priest  became  deadly  pale;  one  saw,  by  the  al- 
teration of  his  features,  that  a  violent  struggle  was  taking 
place  within  him,  but  recovering  his  first  resolution,  he 
raised  his  head,  and  casting  an  assured  look  on  Father 
d'Aigrigny  and  Rodin,  who  glanced  at  each  other  in  mute 
surprise,  he  resumed :  "I  repeat  to  you,  father,  that  if  it 
concerns  confidential  matters  of  the  Company,  I  must  not 
hear  you." 

"Really,  my  dear  son,  you  occasion  me  the  greatest  aston- 
ishment. What  is  the  matter? — Your  countenance  changes, 
your  emotion  is  visible.  Speak  without  fear ;  why  can  you 
not  hear  me?" 

"I  cannot  tell  you,  father,  until  I  also  have,  in  my  turn, 
rapidly  sketched  the  past — such  as  I  have  learned  to  judge 
it  of  late.     You  will  then  understand,  father,  that  I  am  no^ 
longer  entitled  to  your  confidence,  for  an  abyss  will  doubt- 
lessly soon  separate  us." 

At  these  words,  it  is  impossible  to  paint  the  look  rapidly 
exchanged  between  Rodin  and  Father  d'Aigrigny.  The 
socius  began  to  bite  his  nails,  fixing  his  reptile  eye  angrily 
upon  Gabriel ;  Father  d'Aigrigny  grew  livid,  and  his  brow 
was  bathed  in  cold  sweat.     He  asked  himself  with  terror, 


*  It  is  only  in  respect  to  Missions  that  the  Jesuits  acknowledge  the 
oapal  supremacy. 
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if,  at  the  moment  of  reaching  the  goal,  the  obstacle  was 
going  to  come  from  Gabriel,  in  favor  of  whom  all  other  ob- 
stacles had  been  removed.  This  thought  filled  him  with  de- 
spair. Yet  the  reverend  father  contained  himself  admir- 
ably, remained  calm,  and  answered  with  affectionate  unction  : 
"it  is  impossible  to  believe,  my  dear  son,  that  you  and  I 
can  ever  be  separated  by  an  abyss — unless  by  the  abyss  of 
grief,  which  would  be  caused  by  any  serious  danger  to  your 
salvation.     But  speak ;  I  listen  to  you." 

"it  is  true,  that,  twelve  years  ago,  father,"  proceeded 
Gabriel,  in  a  firm  voice,  growing  more  animated  as  he  pro- 
ceeded, "I  entered,  through  your  intervention,  a  college  of 
the  Company  of  Jesus.  I  entered  it  loving,  truthful,  confid- 
ing. How  did  they  encourage  those  precious  instincts  of 
childhood?  I  will  tell  you.  The  day  of  my  entrance,  the 
Superior  said  to  me,  as  he  pointed  out  two  children  a  little 
older  than  myself :  'These  are  the  companions  that  you 
will  prefer.  You  will  always  walk  three  together.  The 
rules  of  the  house  forbid  all  intercourse  between  two  per- 
51  ins  only.  They  also  require,  that  you  should  listen  atten- 
tively to  what  your  companions  say,  so  that  you  may  report 
it  to  me ;  for  these  dear  children  may  have,  without  know- 
ing it,  bad  thoughts  or  evil  projects.  Now.  if  you  love  your 
comrades,  you  must  inform  me  of  these  evil  tendencies,  that 
my  paternal  remonstrances  may  save  them  from  punish- 
ment ;  it  is  better  to  prevent  evil  than  to  punish  it' " 

"Such  are,  indeed,  my  dear  son,"  said  Father  d'Aigrigny, 
"the  rules  of  our  house,  and  the  language  we  hold  to  all  our 
pupils  on  their  entrance." 

"I  know  it,  father,"  answered  Gabriel,  bitterly ;  "three 
days  after,  a  poor,  submissive,  and  credulous  child,  I  was 
already  a  spy  upon  my  comrades,  hearing  and  remembering 
their  conversation,  and  reporting  it  to  the  superior,  who 
congratulated  me  on  my  zeal.  What  they  thus  made  me  do 
Was  shameful,  and  yet,  God  knows !  I  thought  I  was  accom- 
plishing a  charitable  duty.  I  was  happy  in  obeying  the 
commands  of  a  superior  whom  I  respected,  and  to  whose 
words  I  listened,  in  my  childish  faith,  as  I  should  have 
listened  to  those  of  Heaven.  One  day,  that  1  bad  broken 
some  rule  of  the  house,  the  superior  said  to  me:  'My  child, 
you  have  deserved  a  severe  punishment ;  but  you  will  be 
pardoned,  if  you  succeed  in  surprising  one  of  your  comrades 
in  the  same  fault  that  you  have  committed.'     And  for  fear 
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that,  notwithstanding  my  faith  and  blind  obedience,  this  en- 
couragement to  turn  informer,  from  the  motive  of  personal 
interest,  might  appear  odious  to  me,  the  superior  added. 
'I  speak  to  you,  my  child,  for  the  sake  of  your  comrade's 
salvation.  Were  he  to  escape  punishment,  his  evil  habits 
would  become  habitual.  But  by  detecting  him  in  a  fault,  and 
exposing  him  to  salutary  correction,  you  will  have  the  double 
advantage  of  aiding  in  his  salvation,  and  escaping  yourself  a 
merited  punishment,  which  will  have  been  remitted  because 
of  your  zeal  for  your  neighbor " 

"Doubtless,"  answered  Father  d'Aigrigny,  more  and  more 
terrified  by  Gabriel's  language;  "and  in  truth,  my  dear  son, 
all  this  is  conformable  to  the  rule  followed  in  our  colleges, 
and  to  the  habits  of  the  members  of  our  Company,  'who 
may  denounce  each  other  without  prejudice  to  mutual  love 
and  charity,  and  only  for  their  greater  spiritual  advance- 
ment, particularly  when  questioned  by  their  superior,  or 
commanded  for  the  greater  glory  of  God,'  as  our  Constitution 
has  it." 

"I  know  it,"  cried  Gabriel ;  "I  know  it.  Tis  in  the  name 
of  all  that  is  most  sacred  amongst  men,  that  we  are  encour- 
aged to  do  evil." 

"My  dear  son,"  said  Father  d'Aigrigny,  trying  to  conceal 
his  secret  and  growing  terror  beneath  an  appearance  of 
wounded  dignity,  "from  you  to  me  these  words  are  at  least 
strange." 

At  this,  Rodin  quitted  the  mantelpiece,  on  which  he  had 
been  leaning,  begin  to  walk  up  and  down  the  room,  with  a 
meditative  air,  and  without  ceasing  to  bite  his  nails. 

"It  is  cruel  to  be  obliged  to  remind  you,  my  dear  son,  that 
your  are  indebted  to  us  for  the  education  you  have  received," 
added  Father  d'Aigrigny. 

"Such  were  its  fruits,  father,"  replied  Gabriel.  "Until 
then  I  had  been  a  spy  on  the  other  children,  from  a  sort  of 
disinterestedness;  but  the  orders  of  the  superior  made  me 
advance  another  step  on  that  shameful  road.  I  had  become 
an  informer,  to  escape  a  merited  punishment.  And  yet, 
such  was  my  faith,  my  humility,  my  confidence,  that  I  per- 
formed with  innocence  and  candor  this  doubly  odious  part. 
Once,  indeed,  tormented  by  vague  scruples,  the  last  remains 
of  generous  aspirations  that  they  were  stifling  within  me, 
I  asked  myself  if  the  charitable  and  religious  end  could 
justify  the  means,  and  I   communicated  my  doubts  to  the 
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Superior.  He  replied,  that  I  had  not  to  judge,  but  to  obey, 
and  that  to  him  alone  belonged  the  responsibility  of  niv  acts." 

"<  k)  on,  my  dear  son,"  said  Father  d'Aigrigny,  yielding, 
in  spite  of  himself,  to  the  deepest  dejection.  "Alas!  I  was 
right  in  opposing  your  travel  to  America." 

"And  yet  it  was  the  will  of  Providence,  in  that  new,  pro- 
ductive, and  free  country,  that,  enlightened  by  a  singular 
chance,  on  past  and  present,  my  eyes  were  at  length  opened. 
Vc-I"  cried  Gabriel,  "it  was  in  America  that,  released  from 
the  gloomy  abode  where  I  had  spent  so  many  years  of  my 
youth,  and  finding  myself  for  the  first  time  face  to  face  with 
the  divine  majesty  of  Nature,  in  the  heart  of  immense  soli- 
tudes through  which  I  journeyed — it  was  there  that,  over- 
come  by   so   much   magnificence   and   grandeur,    I    made   a 

vow "     Here  Gabriel   interrupted  himself,  to  continue: 

"Presently,  father,  I  will  explain  to  you  that  vow;  but  be- 
lieve me,"  added  the  missionary,  with  an  accent  of  deep 
sorrow,  "  it  was  a  fatal  day  to  me  when  I  first  learned  to 
fear  and  condemn  all  that  I  had  hitherto  most  revered  and 
blessed.  Oh !  I  assure  you  father,"  added  Gabriel,  with 
moist  eyes,  "it  was  not  for  myself  alone,  that  I  then  wept." 

"I  know  the  goodness  of  your  heart,  my  dear  son,"  re- 
plied Father  d'Aigrigny,  catching  a  glimpse  of  hope,  on  see- 
ing Gabriel's  emotion;  "I  fear  that  you  have  been  led  astray. 
But  trust  yourself  to  us,  as  to  your  spiritual  fathers,  and  I 
doubt  not  we  shall  confirm  your  faith,  so  unfortunately 
shaken,  and  disperse  the  darkness  which  at  present  obscures 
your  sight.  Alas,  my  dear  son,  in  your  vain  illusions,  you 
h;ive  mistaken  some  false  glimmer  for  the  pure  light  of  day. 
But  go  on." 

Whilst  Father  d'Aigrigny  was  thus  speaking,  Rodin 
stopped,  took  a  pocket-book  from  his  coat,  and  wrote  down 
ral  notes.  Gabriel  was  becoming  more  and  more  pale  and 
agitated.  It  required  no  small  courage  in  him,  to  speak  as 
he  was  speaking,  for,  since  his  journey  to  America,  he  had 
learned  to  estimate  the  formidable  power  of  the  Company. 
But  this  revelation  of  the  past,  looked  at  from  the  vantage- 
ground  of  a  more  enlightened  present,  was  for  the  young 
priest  the  excuse,  or  rather  the  cause  of  the  determination 
he  had  just  signified  to  his  superior,  and  he  wished  to  ex- 
plain all  faithfully,  notwithstanding  the  danger  he  knowingly 
encountered.  He  continued  therefore,  in  an  agitated  voice: 
"You  know,  father,  that  the  last  days  of  my  childhood,  that 
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happy  age  of  frankness  and  innocent  joy,  were  spent  in  an 
atmosphere  of  terror,  suspicion,  and  restraint.     Alas !  how 
could  I  resign  myself  to  the  least  impulse  of  confiding  trust, 
when  I  was  recommended  to  shun  the  looks  of  him  who  spoke 
with  me,   in  order  to   hide  the   impression  that  his   words 
might  cause — to  conceal  whatever  I  felt,  and  to  observe  and 
listen  to  everything?     Thus  I  reached  the  age  of  fifteen;  by 
degrees,  the  rare  visits  that  I  was  allowed  to  pay,  but  always 
in  presence  of  one  of  our  fathers,  to  my  adopted  mother  and 
brother,    were   quite    suppressed,    so   as    to    shut   my    heart 
against  all  soft  and  tender  emotions.     Sad  and  fearful  in 
that  large,  old  noiseless,  gloomy  house,  I  felt  that  I  became 
more  and  more  isolated  from  the  affections  and  the  freedom 
of    the   world.     My    time    was    divided    between    mutilated 
studies,   without   connection   and   without   object,   and   long 
hours  of  minute  devotional  exercises.     I  ask  you,  father,  did 
they  ever  seek  to  warm  our  young  souls  by  words  of  tender- 
ness or  evangelic  love  ?     Alas,  no !     For  the  words  of  the  di- 
vine Saviour — Love  ye  one  another,  they  had  substituted  the 
command :  Suspect  ye  one  another.     Did  they  ever,  father, 
speak  to  us  of  our  country  or  of  liberty? — No!  ah,  no!  for 
those  words  make  the  heart  beat  high ;  and  with  them,  the 
heart  must  not  beat  at  all.     To  our  long  hours  of  study  and 
devotion,  there  only  succeeded  a  few  walks,  three  by  three — 
never  two  and  two — because  by  threes,  the  spy-system  is 
more   practicable,    and    because   intimacies    are   more    easily 
formed  by  two  alone ;  and  thus  might  have  arisen  some  of 
those  generous  friendships,  which  also  make  the  heart  beat 
more  than  it  should.*     And  so,  by  the  habitual  repression  of 
every  feeling,  there  came  a  time  when  I  could  not  feel  at  all. 
For  six  months,   I   had   not   seen  my  adopted  mother  and 
brother ;  they  came  to  visit  me  at  the  college ;  a  few  years 
before,    I   should   have   received   them   with   transports  and 
tears ;  this  time  my  eyes  were  dry,  my  heart  was  cold.     My 
mother  and  brother  quitted  me  weeping.     The  sight  of  this 
grief  struck  me.  and  I  became  conscious  of  the  icy  insensi- 
bility which  had  been  creeping  upon  me  since   I  inhabited 
this  tomb.     Frightened  at  myself,  I  wished  to  leave  it,  while 
I  had  still  strength  to  do  so.    Then,  father,  I  spoke  to  you  of 
the  choice  of  a  profession ;  for  sometimes,  in  waking  mo- 

*  This  rule  is  so  strict  in  Jesuit  Colleges,  that  if  one  of  three  pupils 
leaves  the  other  two,  they  separate  out  of  earshot  till  the  first  comes 
back. 
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ments,  I  seemed  to  catch  from  afar  the  sound  of  an  active 
and  useful  life,  laborious  and  free,  surrounded  by  family 
affections.  Oh  !  then  I  felt  the  want  of  movement  and  liberty. 
of  noble  and  warm  emotions — of  that  life  of  the  soul,  which 
lied  before  me.  I  told  it  you,  father  on  my  knees,  bathing 
your  hands  with  my  tears.  The  life  of  a  workman  or  a 
soldier — anything  would  have  suited  me.  It  was  then  you 
informed  me,  that  my  adopted  mother,  to  whom  I  owed  my 
life — for  she  had  taken  me  in,  dying  of  want,  and,  poor  her- 
self, had  shared  with  me  the  scanty  bread  of  her  child — 
admirable  sacrifice  for  a  mother ! — that  she."  continued  Ga- 
briel, hesitating  and  casting  down  his  eyes,  for  noble  natures 
blush  for  the  guilt  of  others,  and  are  ashamed  of  the  infamies 
of  which  they  are  themselves  victims,  "that  she,  that  my 
adopted  mother,  had  but  one  wish,  one  desire " 

"That  of  seeing  you  takes  orders,  my  dear  son,"  replied 
Father  d'Aigrigny ;  "for  this  pious  and  perfect  creature 
hoped,  that,  in  securing  your  salvation,  she  would  provide 
for  her  own :  but  she  did  not  venture  to  inform  you  of  this 
thought,  for  fear  you  might  ascribe  it  to  an  interested 
motive." 

"Enough,  father !"  said  Gabriel,  interrupting  the  Abbe 
d'Aigrigny,  with  a  movement  of  involuntary  indignation; 
"it  is  painful  for  me  to  hear  you  assert  an  error.  Frances 
Baudoin  never  had  such  a  thought." 

"My  dear  son,  you  are  too  hasty  in  your  judgments," 
replied  Father  d'Aigrigny,  mildly.  "I  tell  you,  that  such  was 
the  one,  sole  thought  of  your  adopted  mother." 

"Yesterday,  father,  she  told  me  all.  She  and  I  were 
equally  deceived." 

"Then,  my  dear  son,"  said  Father  d'Aigrigny,  sternly, 
u  take  the  word  of  your  adopted  mother  before  mine?" 

"Spare  me  an  answer  painful  for  both  of  us,  father,"  said 
Gabriel,  casting  down  his  eyes. 

"Will  you  now  tell  me,"  resumed  Father  d'Aigrigny,  with 
anxiety,  "what  you  mean  to " 

The  reverend  father  was  unable  to  finish.  Samuel  entered 
the  room,  and  said:  "A  rather  old  man  wishes  to  speak 
to  M.  Rodin." 

"That  is  my  name,  sir,"  answered  the  socius.  in  surprise ; 
"I  am  much  obliged  to  you."  But,  before  following  the  Jew, 
he  gave  to  Father  d'Aigrigny  a  few  words  written  with  a 
pencil  upon  one  of  the  leaves  of  his  pocket-book. 
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Rodin  went  out  in  very  uneasy  mood,  to  learn  who  could 
have  come  to  seek  him  in  the  Rue  Saint-Francois.  Father 
d'Aigrigny  and  Gabriel  were  left  alone  together. 


CHAPTER  XX. 


THE   RUPTURE. 


Plunged  into  a  state  of  mortal  anxiety,  Father  d'Aigrigny 
had  taken  mechanically  the  note  written  by  Rodin,  and  held 
it  in  his  hand  without  thinking  of  opening  it.  The  rever- 
end father  asked  himself  in  alarm,  what  conclusion  Gabriel 
would  draw  from  these  recriminations  upon  the  past;  and 
he  durst  not  make  any  answer  to  his  reproaches,  for  fear  of 
irritating  the  young  priest,  upon  whose  head  such  immense 
interests  now  reposed.  Gabriel  could  possess  nothing  for 
himself,  according  to  the  constitutions  of  the  Society  of 
Jesus.  Moreover,  the  reverend  father  had  obtained  from 
him,  in  favor  of  the  Order,  an  express  renunciation  of  all 
property  that  might  ever  come  to  him.  But  the  commence- 
ment of  his  conversation  seemed  to  announce  so  serious  a 
change  in  Gabriel's  views  with  regard  to  the  Company,  that  he 
might  choose  to  break  through  the  ties  which  attached  him  to 
it ;  and  in  that  case,  he  would  not  be  legally  bound  to  fulfil  any 
of  his  engagements.*  The  donation  would  thus  be  cancelled 
de  facto,  just  at  the  moment  of  being  so  marvellously  realized 
by  the  possession  of  the  immense  fortune  of  the  Rennepont 
family,  and  d'Aigrigny 's  hopes  would  thus  be  completely 
and  for  ever  frustrated.  Of  all  these  perplexities  which 
the  reverend  father  had  experienced  for  some  time  past,  with 
regard  to  this  inheritance,  none  had  been  'more  unexpected 
and  terrible  than  this.  Fearing  to  interrupt  or  question 
Gabriel,  Father  d'Aigrigny  waited,  in  mute  terror,  the  end 
of  this  interview,  which  already  bore  so  threatening  an 
aspect. 

The  missionary  resumed :     "It  is  my  duty,  father,  to  con- 
tinue this  sketch  of  my  past  life,  until  the  moment  of  my 


*  The  statutes  formally  state  that  the  Company  can  expel  all  drones 
and  wasps,  but  that  no  man  can  break  his  ties,  if  the  Order  wishes  to 
retain  him. 
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departure  for  America.    You  will  understand,  presently,  why 
.ve  imposed  on  myself  this  obligation." 

•her  d'Aigrigny  nodded  for  him  to  proceed, 
'nee  informed  of  the  pretended  wishes  of  my  adopted 
mother,  I  resigned  myself  to  them,  though  at  some  cost  of 
feeling.  I  left  the  gloomy  abode,  in  which  I  had  passed  my 
childhood  and  part  of  my  youth,  to  enter  one  of  the  semi- 
naries of  the  Company.  My  resolution  was  not  caused  by 
an  irrestible  religious  vocation,  but  by  a  wish  to  discharge 
the  debt   1  owed  my  adopted  mother.     Yet  the  true 

spirit  of  the  religion  of  Christ  is  so  vivifying,  that  I  felt 
myself  animated  and  warmed  by  the  idea  of  carrying  out 
the  adorable  precepts  of  our  Blessed  Saviour.  To  my 
imagination,  a  seminary,  instead  of  resembling  the  college 
where  I  had  lived  in  painful  restraint,  appeared  like  a  holy 
place,  where  all  that  was  pure  and  warm  in  the  fraternity 
of  the  Gospel  would  be  applied  to  common  life — where,  for 
example,  the  lessons  most  frequently  taught  would  be  the 
ardent  love  of  humanity,  and  the  ineffable  sweets  of  com- 
miseration and  tolerance — where  the  everlasting  words  of 
Christ  would  be  interpreted  in  their  broadest  sense — and 
where,  in  hne.  by  the  habitual  exercise  and  expansion  of 
the  most  generous  sentiments,  men  were  prepared  for  the 
_:iincent  apostolic  mission  of  making  the  rich  and  happy 
sympathize  with  the  sufferings  of  their  brethren,  by  unveil- 
ing the  frightful  miseries  of  humanity — a  sublime  and  sacred 
which  none  are  able  to  withstand,  when  it  is 
preached  with  eyes  full  of  tears,  and  hearts  overflowing  with 
tenderness  and  charity  !" 

As  he  delivered  these  last  words  with  profound  emotion, 
Gabriel's  eyes  became  moist,  and  his  countenance  shone 
with  angelic  beauty. 

"Such  is.  indeed,  my  dear  son,  the  spirit  of  Christianity ; 
one  mu>t  also  study  and  explain  the  letter."  answered 
Father   d'.  coldly.      "It    is    to   this    study    that    the 

seminaries   of   our   Company   are   specially   destined.      Now 
the  interpretation  of   the  letter  is  a  work  of  an.  dis- 

cipline, and  submission — and  not  one  of  heart  and  sentiment." 

"I  perceive  that  only  too  well,  father.  On  entering  this 
new  house,  I  found,  alas!  all  my  hopes  defeated.  Dilating 
for  a  moment,  my  heart  soon  sunk  within  me.  Instead  of 
this  centre  of  life,  affection,  youth,  of  which  I  had  dreamed, 
I  found,  in  the  silent  and  ice-cold  seminary,  the  same  sup- 
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pression  of  every  generous  emotion,  the  same  inexorable 
discipline,  the  same  system  of  mutual  prying,  the  same  sus- 
picion, the  same  invincible  obstacles  to  all  ties  of  friend- 
ship. The  ardor  which  had  warmed  my  soul  for  an  instant 
soon  died  out ;  little  by  little,  I  fell  back  into  the  habits 
of  a  stagnant,  passive,  mechanical  life,  governed  by  a  pitiless 
power  with  mechanical  precision,  just  like  the  inanimate 
works  of  a  watch.' 

"But  order,  submission  and  regularity  are  the  first  foun- 
dations of  our  Company,  my  dear  son." 

"Alas,  father !  it  was  death,  not  life,  that  I  found  thus 
organized.  In  the  midst  of  this  destruction  of  every  gener- 
ous principle,  I  devoted  myself  to  scholastic  and  theological 
studies — gloomy  studies — a  wily,  menacing,  and  hostile 
science  which,  always  awake  to  ideas  of  peril,  contest,  and 
war,  is  opposed  to  all  those  of  peace,  progress,  and  liberty." 

"Theology,  my  dear  son,"  said  Father  d'Aigrigny,  sternly, 
"is  at  once  a  buckler  and  a  sword ;  a  buckler,  to  protect 
and  cover  the  Catholic  faith — a  sword,  to  attack  and  combat 
heresy." 

"And  yet,  father,  Christ  and  His  apostles  knew  not  this 
subtle  science :  their  simple  and  touching  words  regener- 
ated mankind,  and  set  freedom  over  slavery.  Does  not  the 
divine  code  of  the  Gospel  suffice  to  teach  men  to  love  one 
another  ?  But,  alas !  far  from  speaking  to  us  this  language, 
our  attention  was  too  often  occupied  with  wars  of  religion, 
and  the  rivers  of  blood  that  had  flowed  in  honor  of  the 
Lord,  and  for  the  destruction  of  heresy.  These  terrible 
lessons  made  our  life  still  more  melancholy.  As  we  grew 
near  to  manhood,  our  relations  at  the  seminary  assumed  a 
growing  character  of  bitterness,  jealousy  and  suspicion. 
The  habit  of  tale-bearing  against  each  other,  applied  to 
more  serious  subjects,  engendered  silent  hate  and  profound 
resentments.  I  was  neither  better  nor  worse  than  the  others. 
All  of  us,  bowed  down  for  years  beneath  the  iron  yoke 
of  passive  obedience,  unaccustomed  to  reflection  or  free- 
will, humble  and  trembling  before  our  superiors,  had  the 
same  pale,  dull,  colorless  disposition.  At  last  I  took  orders; 
once  a  priest,  you  invited  me,  father,  to  enter  the  Compam 
of  Jesus,  or  rather  I  found  myself  insensibly  brought  to  this 
determination.  How,  I  do  not  know.  For  a  long  time 
before,  my  will  was  not  my  own.  I  went  through  all  my 
proofs ;  the  most  terrible  was  decisive ;  for  some  months,  I 
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^Ved  in  the  silence  of  my  cell,  practicing  with  resignation 
the  strange  and  mechanical  exercises  that  you  ordered  me. 
With  the  exception  of  your  reverence,  nobody  approached  me 
during  that  long  space  of  time;  no  human  voice  but  yours 
Miunded  in  my  ear.  Sometimes,  in  the  night,  I  felt  vague 
terrors;  my  mind,  weakened  by  fasting,  austerity,  and  soli- 
tude, was  impressed  with  frightful  visions.  At  other  times, 
on  the  contrary.  I  felt  a  sort  of  quiescence,  in  the  idea  that, 
having  once  pronounced  my  vows,  I  should  be  delivered  for 
ever  from  the  burden  of  thought  and  will.  Then  I  abandoned 
myself  to  an  insurmountable  torpor,  like  those  unfortunate 
wretches,  who,  surprised  by  a  snow-storm,  yield  to  a  suicidal 
repose.  Thus  I  awaited  the  fatal  moment.  At  last,  according 
to  the  rule  of  discipline,  choking  with  tJic  death  rattle*  I 
hastened  the  moment  of  accomplishing  the  final  act  of  my 
expiring  will — the  vow  to  renounce  it  for  ever." 

"Remember,  my  dear  son,"  replied  Father  d'Aigrigny, 
pale  and  tortured  by  increasing  anguish,  "remember,  that, 
on  the  eve  of  the  day  fixed  for  the  completion  of  your  vows. 
I  offered,  according  to  the  rule  of  our  Company,  to  absolve 
you  from  joining  us — leaving  you  completely  free,  for  we 
accept  none  but  voluntary  vocations." 

"It  is  true,  father,"  answered  Gabriel,  with  sorrowful 
bitterness ;  "when,  worn  out  and  broken  by  three  months 
of  solitude  and  trial,  I  was  completely  exhausted,  and  unable 
to  move  a  step,  you  opened  the  door  of  my  cell,  and  said 
to  me:  Tf  you  like,  rise  and  walk;  you  are  free;'  Alas! 
I  had  no  more  strength.  The  only  desire  of  my  soul,  inert 
and  paralyzed  for  so  long  a  period,  was  the  repose  of  the 
grave  :  and  pronouncing  those  irrevocable  vows,  I  fell,  like 
a  corpse,  into  your  hands." 

"And,  till  now,  my  dear  son,  you  have  never  failed  in 
this  corpsedike  obedience, — to  use  the  expression  of  our 
ious  founder — because,  the  more  absolute  this  obedience, 
the  more  meritorious  it  must  be.' 

Alter  a  moment's  silence,  Gabriel  resumed:  "You  had 
always  concealed  from  me,  father,  the  true  ends  of  the 
Society  into  which  I  entered.  I  was  asked  to  abandon  my 
free-will  to  my  superiors,  in  the  name  of  the  Greater  Glory 

•This  is  their  own  command.  The  constitution  expressly  bids  the 
novice  wait  for  this  decisive  climax  of  the  ordeal  before  taking  the 

TOV. 
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of  God.  My  vows  once  pronounced,  I  was  to  be  in  your 
hands  a  docile  and  obedient  instrument ;  but  I  was  to  be 
employed,  you  told  me,  in  a  holy,  great  and  beauteous  work. 
I  believed  you,  father — how  should  I  not  have  believed  you? 
but  a  fatal  event  changed  my  destiny — a  painful  malady 
caused  by " 

"My  son,"  cried  Father  d'Aigrigny,  interrupting  Gabriel, 
"it  is  useless  to  recall  these  circumstances." 

"Pardon  me,  father,  I  must  recall  them.  I  have  the  right 
to  be  heard.  I  cannot  pass  over  in  silence  any  of  the  facts, 
which  have  led  me  to  take  the  immutable  resolution  that  I 
am  about  to  announce  to  you." 

"Speak  on,  my  son,"  said  Father  d'Aigrigny,  frowning; 
for  he  was  much  alarmed  at  the  words  of  the  young  priest, 
whose  cheeks,  until  now  pale,  were  covered  with  a  deep 
blush. 

"Six  months  before  my  departure  for  America,"  resumed 
Gabriel,  casting  down  his  eyes,  "you  informed  me,  that  I 
was  destined  to  confess  penitents ;  and  to  prepare  me  for 
that  sacred  ministry,  you  gave  me  a  book." 

Gabriel  again  hesitated.  His  blushes  increased.  Father 
d'Aigrigny  could  scarcely  restrain  a  start  of  impatience  and 
anger. 

"You  gave  me  a  book,"  resumed  the  young  priest,  with  a 
great  effort  to  control  himself,  "a  book  containing  questions 
to  be  addressed  by  a  confesor  to  youths,  and  young  girls, 
and  married  women,  when  they  present  themselves  at  the 
tribunal  of  penance.  My  God !"  added  Gabriel,  shuddering 
at  the  rememberance.  "I  shall  never  forget  that  awful 
moment.  It  was  night.  I  had  retired  to  my  chamber,  taking 
with  me  this  book,  composed,  you  told  me,  by  one  of  our 
fathers,  and  completed  by  a  holy  bishop.*  Full  of  respect, 
faith,  and  confidence,  I  opened  those  pages.  At  first,  I  did 
not  understand  them — afterwards  I  understood — and  then  I 
was  seized  with  shame  and  horror — struck  with  stupor — and 
had  hardly  strength  to  close,  with  trembling  hand,  this 
abominable  volume.  I  ran  to  you,  father,  to  accuse  myself 
of  having  involuntarily  cast  my  eyes  on  those  nameless  pages, 
which,  by  mistake,  you  had  placed  in  my  hands." 

"Remember,  also,  my  dear  son,"  said  Father  d'Aigrigny, 


*  It  ic  impossible,  even  in  Latin,  to  gr«e  our  readers  an  idea  of  this 
infamous  work. 
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gravely,  "that  I  calmed  your  scruples,  and  told  you  that  a 
priest,  who  is  bound  to  hear  everything  under  the  seal  of 
confession,  must  be  able  to  know  and  appreciate  everything; 
and  that  our  Company  imposes  the  task  of  reading  this  Com- 
pendium, as  a  classical  work,  upon  young  deacons  semi- 
narists, and  priests,  who  are  destined  to  be  confessors." 

"1  believed  you,  father.  In  me  the  habit  of  inert  obedience 
was  so  powerful,  and  I  was  so  unaccustomed  to  independent 
reflection,  that,  notwithstanding  my  horror  (with  which  I 
now  reproached  myself  as  with  a  crime),  I  took  the  volume 
back  into  my  chamber,  and  read.  Oh.  father !  what  a  dread- 
ful revelation  of  criminal  fancies,  guilty  of  guiltiest  in  their 

refinement !" 

******* 

"You  speak  of  this  book  in  blamable  terms,"  said  Father 
d'Aigrigny,  severely :  "you  were  the  victim  of  a  too  lively 
imagination.  It  is  to  it  that  you  must  attribute  this  fatal 
impression,  and  not  to  an  excellent  work,  irreproachable  for 
its    special    purpose,    and    duly   authorized    by    the    Church. 

You  are  not  able  to  judge  of  such  a  production." 

******* 

"I  will  speak  of  it  no  more,  father,"  said  Gabriel :  and  he 
thus  resumed:  "A  long  illness  followed  that  terrible  night. 
Many  times,  they  feared  for  my  reason.  When  I  recovered, 
the  past  appeared  to  me  like  a  pai  .ful  dream.  You  told  me, 
then,  father,  that  I  was  not  yet  ripe  for  certain  functions; 
and  it  was  then  that  I  earnestly  entreated  you  to  be  allowed 
to  go  on  the  American  missions  After  having  long  refused 
my  prayer,  you  at  length  consented.  From  my  childhood, 
I  had  always  lived  in  the  college  or  seminary,  in  a  state  of 
continual  restraint  and  subjection.  By  constantly  holding 
down  my  head  and  eyes.  I  had  lost  the  habit  of  contemplat- 
ing the  heavens  and  the  splendors  of  nature.  But.  oh  !  what 
deep,  religious  happiness  I  felt,  when  I  found  myself  sud- 
denly transported  to  the  centre  of  the  imposing  grandeur  of 
the  seas — half-way  between  the  ocean  and  the  sky! — I  seemed 
to  come  forth  from  a  place  of  thick  darkness:  for  the  first 
time,  for  many  years,  I  felt  my  heart  beat  freely  in  my 
bosom;  for  the  first  time.  I  felt  myself  master  of  my  own 
thoughts,  and  ventured  to  examine  my  past  life,  as  from  the 
summit  of  a  mountain,  one  looks  down  into  a  gloomy  vale. 
Then  strange  doubts  rose  within  me.  I  asked  myself  by 
''hat    right,    and    for    what    end.    any    beings    had    so    long 
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repressed,  almost  annihilated,  the  exercise  of  my  will,  of  my 
liberty,  of  my  reason,  since  God  had  endowed  me  with  these 
gifts.  But  I  said  to  myself,  that  perhaps,  one  day,  the  great, 
beauteous,  and  holy  work,  in  which  I  was  to  have  my  share, 
would  be  revealed  to  me,  and  would  recompense  my  obedi- 
ence and  resignation." 

At  this  moment,  Rodin  re-entered  the  room.  Father 
d'Aigrigny  questioned  him  with  a  significant  look.  The 
socius  approached,  and  said  to  him  in  a  low  voice,  so  that 
Gabriel  could  not  hear:  "Nothing  serious.  It  was  only  to 
inform  me,  that  Marshal  Simon's  father  is  arrived  at  M. 
Hardy's  factory." 

Then,  glancing  at  Gabriel,  Rodin  appeared  to  interrogate 
Father  'd'Aigrigny,  who  hung  his  head  with  a  desponding 
air.  Yet  he  resumed,  again  addressing  Gabriel,  whilst  Rodin 
took  his  old  place,  with  his  elbow  on  the  chimney-piece: 
"Go  on,  my  dear  son.  I  am  anxious  to  learn  what  resolution 
you  have  adopted." 

"I  will  tell  you  in  a  moment,  father.  I  arrived  at  Charles- 
ton. The  superior  of  our  establishment  in  that  place,  to 
whom  I  imparted  my  doubts  as  to  the  object  of  our  Society, 
took  upon  himself  to  clear  them  up,  and  unveiled  it  all  to  me 
with  alarming  frankness.  He  told  me  the  tendency— not 
perhaps  of  all  the  members  of  the  Company,  for  a  great 
number  must  have  shared  my  ignorance— but  the  objects 
which  our  leaders  have  pertinaciously  kept  in  view,  ever 
since  the  foundation  of  the  Order.  I  was  terrified.  I  read 
the  casuists.  Oh,  father!  that  was  a  new  and  dreadful 
revelation,  when,  at  every  page,  I  read  the  excuse  and  justi- 
fication of  robbery,  slander,  adultery,  psrjury,  murder,  regi- 
cide. When  I  considered  that  I,  the  priest  of  a  God  of 
diaritv,  justice,  pardon,  and  love,  was  to  belong  henceforth 
to  a  Company,  whose  chiefs  professed  and  glorified  in  such 
doctrines,  I  made  a  solemn  oath  to  break  for  ever  the  ties 
which  bound  me  to  it  !"* 

On  these  words  of  Gabriel,  Father  d'Aigrigny  and  Rodin 
exchanged  a  look  of  terror.  All  was  lost;  their  prey  had 
escaped  them.  Deeply  moved  by  the  remembrances  he 
recalled,  Gabriel  did  not  perceive  the  action  of  the  reverend 
father  and  the  socius,  and  thus  continued:     "In  spite  of  my 

*  This  is  true.    See  the  extracts  from  the  Compendium  for  the  use  of 
Schools,  published  under  the  title  of  "Discoveries  by  a  Bibliophihst. 
Strasburg,  1843.     For  regicide,  see  Sanchez  and  others. 
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•lution.  father,  to  quit  the  Company,  the  discovery  I  had 
made  was  very  painful  to  me.  Oh !  believe  me,  for  the  honest 
and  loving  soul,  nothing  is  more  frightful  than  to  have  to 

renounce  what  it  has  long  respected !— I  suffered  so  much 
that,  when  1  thought  of  the  dangers  of  my  mission,  I  hoped' 
with  a  secret  joy,  that  God  would  perhaps  take  me  to  Him- 
under  these  circumstances:   but,   on   the  contrary    He 
watched  over  me  with  providential  solicitude." 

As  he  said  this.  Gabriel  felt  a  thrill,  for  he  remembered  a 
-Mysterious    Woman    who   had    saved    his    life    in    America 
After  a  moment's  silence,  he  resumed:     "My  mission  termi- 
nated, I  returned  hither  to  beg,  father,  that  vou  would  release 
me  from  my  vows.     Many  times,  but  in  vain,  I  solicited  an 
interview.     Yesterday,  it  pleased  Providence  that  I  should 
have  a  long  conversation   with   my  adopted   mother;    from 
her   I   learned   the   trick    by   which   my   vocation   had   been 
forced  upon  me— and  the  sacrilegious  abuse  of  the  confes- 
sional, by  which  she  had  been  induced  to  entrust  to  other 
persons  the  orphans  that  a  dying  mother  had  confided   to 
the  care  of  an  honest  soldier.     You  understand,  father   that 
it  even  I  had  before  hesitated  to  break  these  bonds    what  I 
heard  yesterday  must  have  rendered  mv  decision  irre- 
tble.    But  at  this  solemn  moment,  father,' I  am  bound  to 
tell  you,  that  I  do  not  accuse  the  whole  Society ,  many  simple, 
ulous,  and  confiding  men.  like  myself,  must  no  doubt 
torm  part  of  it.     Docile  instruments,  they  see  not  in  their 
blindness  the  work  to  which  they  are  destined.     I  pity  them 
and  pray  God  to  enlighten  them,  as  he  has  enlightened  me  " 

bo,  my  s.,n.  said  Father  d'Aigrignv.  rising  with  livid 
and  despairing  look,  "you  come  to  ask  of  me  to  break  the 
ties  which  attach  you  to  the  Society?-' 

"Yes,    father ;   you   received   my'  vows— it   is    for  vou   to 
release  me  from  them." 

"So  my  son,  you  understand  that  engagements  once  freely 
taken  by  you.  are  now  to  be  considered  as  null  and  void  ?" 
A  es,  father." 

my  son.  there  is  to  be  henceforth  nothing  in  common 
between  you  and  our  Company?" 

'No,    father— since  I   request  vou  to  absolve  me  of   mv 

Vow-. 

"Rut.   you   know,   my   son.   that  the   Society   may   release 
Y°u — but  that  you  cannot  release  yourself." 
"The  step  I  take  proves  to  you.  father,  the  importance  1 
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attach  to  an  oath,  since  I  come  to  you  to  release  me  from  it. 
Nevertheless,  were  you  to  refuse  me,  I  should  not  think  my- 
self bound  in  the  eyes  of  God  or  man." 

"It  is  perfectly  clear,"  said  Father  d'Aigrigny  to  Rodin, 
his  voice  expiring  upon  his  lips,  so  deep  was  his  despair. 

Suddenly,  whilst  Gabriel,  with  downcast  eyes,  waited  for 
the  answer  of  Father  d'Aigrigny,  who  remained  mute  and 
motionless,  Rodin  appeared  struck  with  a  new  idea,  on  per- 
ceiving that  the  reverend  father  still  held  in  his  hand  the 
note  written  in  pencil.  The  socius  hastily  approached  Father 
d'Aigrigny,  and  said  to  him  in  a  whisper,  with  a  look  of 
tloubt  and  alarm:    "Have  you  not  read  my  note?" 

"I  did  not  think  of  it,"  answered  the  reverend  father, 
mechanically. 

Rodin  appeared  to  make  a  great  effort  to  repress  a  move- 
ment of  violent  rage.  Then  he  said  to  Father  d'Aigrigny, 
in  a  calm  voice  :    "Read  it  now." 

Hardly  had  the  reverend  father  cast  his  eyes  upon  this 
note,  than  a  sudden  ray  of  hope  illumined  his  hitherto 
despairing  countenance.  Pressing  the  hand  of  the  socius 
with  an  expression  of  deep  gratitude,  he  said  to  him  in  a  low 
Voice :    "You  are  right.    Gabriel  is  ours." 


CHAPTER  XXI. 

THE    CHANGE. 


Before  again  addressing  Gabriel,  Father  d'Aigrigny  care- 
fully reflected;  and  his  countenance,  lately  so  disturbed, 
became  gradually  once  more  serene.  He  appeared  to  medi- 
tate and  calculate  the  effects  of  the  eloquence  he  was  about 
to  employ,  upon  an  excellent  and  safe  theme,  which  the 
socius  struck  with  the  danger  of  the  situation,  had  suggested 
in  a  few  lines  rapidly  written  with  a  pencil,  and  which,  in 
his  despair  the  reverend  father  had  at  first  neglected.  Rodin 
resumed  his  post  of  observation  near  the  mantelpiece,  on 
which  he  leaned  his  elbow,  after  casting  at  Father  d'Aigrigny 
a  glance  of  disdainful  and  angry  superiority,  accompanied 
by  a  significant  shrug  of  the  shoulders. 

After  this  involuntary  manifestation,  which  was  luckily 
not  perceived  by  Father  d'Aigrigny,  the  cadaverous  face  ot 
the  socius  resumed  its  icy  calmness,  and  his  flabby  eyelids, 
raised  a  moment  with  anger  and  impatience,  fell,  and  halt- 
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veiled  his  little,  dull  eves.     It  must  be  confessed  that  Father 
d*Aigrigny,    notwithstanding  the  ease  and   elegance  of   his 
speech.,  notwithstanding  the  seduction  of  his  exquisite  man- 
ners, his  agreeable  features,  and  the  exterior  of  an  accom- 
plished and   refined  man  of   the  world,  was  often   subdued 
and  governed  by  the  unpitying  firmness,  the  diabolical  craft 
and    depth    of    Rodin,    the    old,    repulsive,    dirty,    miserably 
dressed    man.    who   seldom   abandoned    his    humble   pan    of 
secretary  and  mute  auditor.     The  inlluence  of  education  is 
SO  powerful,  that  Gabriel,  notwithstanding  the  formal  rupture 
he  had  just  provoked,   felt  himself  still  intimidated  in  pres- 
ence of  Father  d'Aigrigny,  and  waited  with  painful  anxiety 
the  answer  of  the  reverend  father  to  his  express  demand 
to  be  released   from   his  old  vows.     His  reverence  having, 
doubtless,  regularly  laid  his  plan  of  attack,  at  length  broke 
silence,  heaved  a  deep  sigh,  gave  to  his  countenance,  lately 
so  severe  and  irritated,  a  touching  expression  of  kindness, 
and  said  to  Gabriel,  in  an  affectionate  voice:     "Forgive  me,' 
bay   dear   son,    for   having   kept   silence   so   long;   but   your 
abrupt   determination   has    so   stunned   me,    and    has    raised 
within  me  so  many  painful   thoughts,   that   I   have  had   to 
reflect  for  some  moments,  to  try  and  penetrate  the  cause  of 
this  rupture,  and  I  think  I  have  succeeded.     You  have  well 
considered,  my  dear  son,  the  serious  nature  of  the  step  vou 
are  taking?"  j   J 

"Yes,  father." 

'"And  you  have  absolutely  decided  to  abandon  the  Society 
even   against   my   will?" 

"It  would  be  painful  to  me,  father— but  I  must  resign 
myself  to  it."  6 

"h  should  be  very  painful  to  you,  indeed,  my  dear  son; 
for  you  took  the  irrevocable  vow  freely,  and  this  vow, 
according  to  our  statutes,  binds  you  not  to  quit  the  Society,' 
unless  with  the  consent  of  your  superiors.' 

'I  did  not  then  know,  father,  the  nature  of  the  engagement 
I  took.  More  enlightened  now,  I  ask  to  withdraw  myself; 
my  only  desire  is  to  obtain  a  curacv  in  some  villa-.;  Ear  from 
s.  1  leel  an  irresistible  vocation  for  such  humble  and 
useful  functions.  In  the  country,  there  is  so  much  misery, 
and  such  ignorance  of  all  that  could  contribute  to  ameliorate 
the  condition  of  the  agricultural  laborer,  that  his  existence 
is  as  unhappy  as  that  of  a  negro  slave;  for  what  liberty  has 
lie:  and,  what  instruction?     Oh!  it  seems  to  me,  that,' with 
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God's  help,  I  might,  as  a  village  curate,  render  some  services 
to  humanity.  It  would  therefore  be  painful  to  me,  father, 
to  see  you  refuse " 

"Be  satisfied,  my  son,"  answered  Father  d'Aigrigny;  "I 
will  no  longer  seek  to  combat  your  desire  to  separate  your- 
self from  us." 

"Then,  father,  you  release  me  from  my  vows  ?" 

"I  have  not  the  power  to  do  so,  my  dear  son;  but  I  will 
write  immediately  to  Rome,  to  ask  the  necessary  authority 
from  our  general." 

"I  thank  you,  father." 

"Soon,  my  dear  son,  you  will  be  delivered  from  these 
bonds,  which  you  deem  so  heavy ;  and  the  men  you  abandon 
will  not  the  less  continue  to  pray  for  you,  that  God  may 
preserve  you  from  still  greater  wanderings.  You  think  your- 
self released  with  regard  to  us,  my  dear  son ;  but  we  do  not 
think  ourselves  released  with  regard  to  you.  It  is  not  thus 
that  we  can  get  rid  of  the  habit  of  paternal  attachment. 
What  would  you  have?  We  look  upon  ourselves  as  bound 
to  our  children,  by  the  very  benefits  with  which  we  have 
loaded  them.  You  were  poor,  and  an  orphan ;  we  stretched 
out  our  arms  to  you,  as  much  from  the  interest  which  you 
deserved,  my  dear  son,  as  to  spare  your  excellent  adopted 
mother  too  great  a  burden." 

"Father,"  said  Gabriel,  with  suppressed  emotion,  "I  am 
not  ungrateful." 

"I  wish  to  believe  so,  my  dear  son.  For  long  years,  we 
gave  to  you,  as  to  our  beloved  child,  food  for  the  body  and 
the  soul.  It  pleases  you  now  to  renounce  and  abandon  us. 
Not  only  do  we  consent  to  it — but  now  that  I  have  penetrated 
the  true  motives  of  your  rupture  with  us,  it  is  my  duty 
to  release  you  from  your  vow." 

"Of  what  motives  do  you  speak,  Father?" 

"Alas !  my  dear  son,  I  understand  your  fears.  Dangers 
menace  us — you  know  it  well." 

"Dangers,  father?"  cried  Gabriel. 

"It  is  impossible,  my  dear  son,  that  you  should  not  be 
aware  that,  since  the  fall  of  our  legitimate  sovereigns,  our 
natural  protectors,  revolutionary  impiety  becomes  daily  more 
and  more  threatening.  We  are  oppressed  with  persecutions. 
I  can,  therefore,  comprehend  and  appreciate,  my  dear  son, 
the  motive  which  under  such  circumstances,  induces  you  to 
separate  from  us." 
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"Father !"  cried  Gabriel,  with  as  much  indignation  as 
grief,  "you  do  not  think  that  of  me — you  cannot  think  it." 

Without    noticing    the    protestations    of    Gabriel.    Father 
d'Aigrigny  continued  his  imaginary  picture  of  the  dan| 
of  the  Company,  which,  far  from  being  really  in  peril,  was 
already  beginning  secretly  to  recover  its  influence. 

"Oh!  if  our  Company  were  now  as  powerful  as  it  was 
some  years  ago,"  resumed  the  reverend  father;  "if  it  were 
still  surrounded  by  the  respect  and  homage  which  are  due 
to  it  from  all  true  believers — in  spite  of  the  abominable 
calumnies  with  which  we  are  assailed — then,  my  dear  son, 
we  should  perhaps  have  hesitated  to  release  you  from  your 
vows,  and  have  rather  endeavored  to  open  your  eyes  to  the 
light,  and  save  you  from  the  fatal  delusion  to  which  you  are 
a  prey.  But  now  that  we  are  weak,  oppressed,  threatened 
on  every  side,  it  is  our  duty,  it  is  an  act  of  charity,  not  to 
force  you  to  share  in  perils  from  which  you  have  the  pru- 
dence to  wish  to  withdraw  yourself." 

So,  saying,  Father  d'Aigrigny  cast  a  rapid  glance  at  his 
socius,  who  answered  with  a  nod  of  approbation,  accom- 
panied by  a  movement  of  impatience  that  seemed  to  say : 
"Go  on  !  go  on  !" 

Gabriel  was  quite  overcome.  There  was  not  in  the  whole 
world  a  heart  more  generous,  loyal,  and  brave  than  his. 
"We  may  judge  of  what  he  must  have  suffered,  on  hearing 
the  resolution  he  had  come  to  thus  misinterpreted. 

"Father,"  he  resumed,  in  an  agitated  voice,  whilst  his 
eyes  filled  with  tears,  "your  words  are  cruel  and  unjust. 
You  know  that  I  am  not  a  coward." 

"No,"  said  Rodin,  in  his  sharp,  cutting  voice,  addressing 
Father  d'Aigrigny,  and  pointing  to  Gabriel  with  a  disdainful 
look  :  "your  dear  son  is  only  prudent." 

These  words  from  Rodin  made  Gabriel  start ;  a  slight 
blush  colored  his  pale  cheeks  ;  his  large  and  blue  eyes  sparkled 
with  a  generous  anger;  then,  faithful  to  the  precepts  of 
Christian  humility  and  resignation,  he  conquered  this  irritable 
impulse,  hung  down  his  head,  and,  too  much  agitated  to  reply, 
remained  silent,  and  brushed  away  an  unseen  tear.  This 
tear  did  not  escape  the  notice  of  the  socius.  He  saw  in  it 
no  doubt,  a  favorable  symptom,  for  he  exchanged  a  glance 
of  satisfaction  with  Father  d'Aigrigny.  The  latter  was 
about  to  touch  on  a  question  of  great  interest,  so,  notwith- 
standing his  self-command,  his  voice  trembled  slightly;  but 
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encouraged,  or  rather  pushed  on  by  a  look  from  Rodin, 
who  had  become  extremely  attentive,  he  said  to  Gabriel: 
"Another  motive  obliges  us  not  to  hesitate  in  releasing  you 
from  your  vow,  my  dear  son.  It  is  a  question  of  pure 
delicacy.  You  probably  learned  yesterday  from  your  adopted 
mother,  that  you  will  perhaps  be  called  upon  to  take  poses- 
sion  of  an  inheritance,  of  which  the  value  is  unknown." 

Gabriel  raised  his  head  hastily  and  said  to  Father  d'Aigrig- 
ny:  "As  I  have  already  stated  to  M.  Rodin,  my  adopted 
mother  only  talked  of  her  scruples  of  conscience,  and  I  was 
completely  ignorant  of  the  existence  of  the  inheritance  of 
which  you  speak." 

The  expression  of  indifference  with  which  the  young 
priest  pronounced  these  last  words,  was  remarked  by  Rodin. 
"Be  it  so,"  replied  Father  d'Aigrigny.  "You  were  not 
aware  of  it — I  believe  you— though  all  appearances  would 
tend  to  prove  the  contrary — to  prove,  indeed,  that  the  knowl- 
edge of  this  inheritance  was  not  unconnected  with  your  reso- 
lution to  separate  from  us." 

"I  do  not  understand  you,  Father." 

"It  is  very  simple.  Your  rupture  with  us  would  then 
have  two  motives.     First,  we  are  in  danger,  and  you  think 

it  prudent  to  leave  us " 

"Father ! " 

"Allow  me  to  finish,  my  dear  son,  and  come  to  the  second 
motive.  If  I  am  deceived,  you  can  tell  me  so.  These  are 
the  facts.  Formerly,  on  the  hypothesis  that  your  family, 
of  which  you  knew  nothing,  might  one  day  leave  you  some 
property,  you  made,  in  return  for  the  care  bestowed  on  you 
by  the  Company,  a  free  gift  of  all  you  might  hereafter 
possess,  not  to  us— but  to  the  poor,  of  whom  we  are  the  born 
shepherds." 

"Well,  father?"  asked  Gabriel,  not  seeing  to  what  this 
preamble  tended.  .     . 

"Well,  my  dear  son — now  that  you  are  sure  of  enjoying 
a  competence,  you  wish,  no  doubt,  by  separating  from  us, 
to  annul  this  donation  made  under  other  circumstances." 

"To  speak  plainly,  you  violate  your  oath,  because  we  are 
persecuted,  and  because  you  wish  to  take  back  your  gifts, 
added  Rodin,  in  a  sharp  voice,  as  if  to  describe  in  the  clearest 
and  plainest  manner  the  situation  of   Gabriel   with  regard 

to  the  Society. 

At  this  infamous  accusation,  Gabriel  could  only  raise  his 
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hands  and  eves  to  heaven,  and  exclaim,  with  an  expression 
of  despair.  "Oh,  heaven  !" 

Once  more  exchanging  a  look  of  intelligence  with  Rodin. 
Father  d'Aigrigny   said   to   him,    in   a   severe   tone,    as   if 
reproaching  him  for  his  too  savage  frankness:  "I  think  you 
go  too  far.  I  )ur  dear  son  could  only  have  acted  in  the  I 
and  cowardly  manner  you  suggest.' had  he  known  his  posi- 
tion as  an  heir;  hut.  since  he  affirms  the  contrary,  we  are 
md  to  believe  him — in  spite  of  appearances." 
"Father,"  said  Gabriel,  pale,  agitated  trembling,  and  with 
-suppressed    grief    and    indignation.    "I    thank    you,    at 
it,  for  having  suspended  your  judgment.    No.  I  am  not  a 
ard  :  for  heaven  is  my  witness,  that  I  knew  of  no  danger 
to  which   the   Society   was   exposed.      Nor  am    I   hase   and 
iricious;  for  heaven  is  also  my  witness,  that  only  at  this 
moment   I   learn   from  you.  father,  that  I   may  he  "destined 

to  inherit  property,  and " 

"One  word,  my  dear  son.     It  is  quite  lately  that  I  became 
informed  ot  this  circumstance,  by  the  greatest  chance  in  the 
:d,"  said  Father  d'Aigrigny.'  interrupting  Gabriel ;  '"and 
that  was  thanks  to  some  family  papers  which  vour  adopted 
her  had  given  to  her  confessor,  and  which  were  entrusted 
.hen  you  entered  our  college.     A  little  before  your 
:rn  from  America,  in  arranging  the  archives  of  the  Com- 
.  your  file  of  papers  fell  into  the  hands  of  our  father- 
attorney.     It  was  examined,  and  we  thus  learned  that  one  of 
r  paternal  ancestors,  to  whom  the  house  in  which  we  now 
■:d.  left  a  will  which  is  to  be  opened  to-day  at 
noon.     Yesterday,  we  believed  you  one  of  us:  our  statutes 
mand  that  we  should  possess  nothing  of  our  own:  you 
had  corroborated  those  statutes,  by  a  donation  in   favor 
the  patrimony  of  the  poor — which   we  administer.      It   was 
.no  Ion-  ;.  therefore,  but  the  Company,  which,   in  my 

son,  presented   itself  as  the  inheritor  in 'vour  place,  fur- 
nished with  your  titles,  which  I  have  here  'readv  in  or' 
But  now.  my  dear  son.  that  you  separate  from  us,  you  n 

It  in  your  own  name.     We  came  b 
represents  [  the  poor,  to   whom   in   former    '         you 

abandoned  what  .ods  might  fall  to  vour  .hare, 

n  the  contrary,   the  hope  of  a   fortune  i  our 

sentiments.    You  are  free  to  resume  vour  gift-." 

Gabriel   had   listened   to    Father   d\  ny   with   painful 

impatience.     At  length  he  exclaimed.     "Do  you  mean  to  say, 
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father,  that  you  think  me  capable  of  canceling  a  donation 
freely  made,  in  favor  of  the  Company,  to  which  I  am  in- 
debted for  my  education  ?  You  believe  me  infamous  enough 
to  break  my  word,  in  the  hope  of  possessing  a  modest  patri- 
mony ?" 

"This  patrimony,  my  dear  son,  may  be  small ;  but  it  may 
also  be  considerable." 

"Well,  father  !  if  it  were  a  king's  fortune,"  cried  Gabriel, 
with  proud  and  noble  indifference,  "I  should  not  speak 
otherwise — and  I  have,  I  think,  the  right  to  be  believed, 
listen  to  my  fixed  resolution.  The  Company  to  which  I 
belong  runs,  you  say,  great  dangers.  I  will  inquire  into  these 
dangers.  Should  they  prove  threatening — strong  in  the  de- 
termination which  morally  separates  me  from  you — I  will 
not  leave  you  till  I  see  the  end  of  your  perils.  As  for  the 
inheritance,  of  which  you  believe  me  so  desirous,  I  resign  it 
to  you  formally,  father,  as  I  once  freely  promised.  My  only 
wish  is,  that  this  property  may  be  employed  for  the  relief  of 
the  poor.  I  do  not  know  what  may  be  the  amount  of  this 
fortune,  but  large  or  small,  it  belongs  to  the  Company, 
because  I  have  thereto  pledged  my  word.  I  have  told  you, 
father,  that  my  chief  desire  is  to  obtain  a  humble  curacy  in 
some  poor  village — poor,  above  all — because  there  my  services 
will  be  most  useful.  Thus,  father,  when  a  man,  who  never 
spoke  falsehood  in  his  life,  affirms  to  you,  that  he  only  sighs 
for  so  humble  an  existence,  you  ought,  I  think,  to  believe 
him  incapable  of  snatching  back,  from  motives  of  avarice, 
gifts  already  made." 

Father  d'Aigrigny  had  now  as  much  trouble  to  restrain  his 
joy,  as  he  before  had  to  conceal  his  terror.  He  appeared, 
however,  tolerably  calm,  and  said  to  Gabriel :  "I  did  not 
expect  less  from  you,  my  dear  son." 

Then  he  made  a  sign  to  Rodin,  to  invite  him  to  interpose. 
The  latter  perfectly  understood  his  superior.  He  left  the 
chimney,  drew  near  to  Gabriel,  and  leaned  against  the  table, 
upon  which  stood  paper  and  inkstand.  Then,  beginning 
mechanically  to  beat  the  tattoo  with  the  tips  of  his  coarse 
fingers,  in  all  their  array  of  flat  and  dirty  nails,  he  said  to 
Father  d'Aigrigny:  "All  this  is  very  fine!  but  your  dear 
son  gives  you  no  security  for  the  fulfilment  of  his  promise — 
except  an  oath — and  that,  we  know,  is  of  little  value." 

"Sir  !"  cried  Gabriel. 
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"Allow  me,"  said  Rodin,  coldly.  "The  law  does  not 
acknowledge  our  existence  and  therefore  can  take  no  cogni- 
zancQ  of  donations  made  in  favor  of  the  Company.  You 
might  resume  to-morrow  what  you  are  pleased  to  give  us 
to-day." 

"But  my  oath,  sir !"  cried  Gabriel. 

Rodin  looked  at  him  fixedly,  as  he  answered  :  "Your  oath  ? 
Did  you  not  swear  eternal  obedience  to  the  Company,  and 
never  to  separate  from  us? — and  of  what  weight  now  are 
these  oaths?" 

For  a  moment  Gabriel  was  embarrassed ;  but,  feeling  how 
false  was  this  logic,  he  rose,  calm  and  dignified,  went  to  seat 
himself  at  the  desk,  took  up  a  pen,  and  wrote  as  follows: 

"Before  God,  who  sees  and  hears  me,  and  in  the  presence  of  you, 
Father  d'Aigrigny  and  M.  Rodin,  I  renew  and  confirm,  freely  and  vol- 
untarily, the  absolute  donation  made  by  me  to  the  Society  of  Jesus,  in 
the  person  of  the  said  Father  d'Aigrigny,  of  all  the  property  which 
may  hereafter  belong  to  me,  whatever  may  be  its  value.  I  swear,  on 
pain  of  infamy,  to  perform  this  irrevocable  promise,  whose  accomplish- 
ment I  regard,  in  my  soul  and  conscience,  as  the  discharge  of  a  debt, 
and  the  fulfilment  of  a  pious  duty. 

'This  donation  having  for  its  object  the  acknowledgment  of  past 
services,  and  the  relief  of  the  poor,  no  future  occurrences  can  at  all 
modify  it.  For  the  very  reason  that  I  know  I  could  one  day  legally 
cancel  the  present  free  and  deliberate  act,  I  declare,  that  if  ever  I  were 
to  attempt  such  a  thing,  under  any  possible  circumstances,  I  should 
deserve  the  contempt  and  horror  of  all  honest  people. 

"In  witness  whereof  I  have  written  this  paper,  on  the  13th  of  Feb- 
ruary, 1832,  in  Paris,  immediately  before  the  opening  of  the  testament 
of  one  of  my  paternal  ancestors. 

"Gabriel  de  Rennepont." 

As  he  rose,  the  young  priest  delivered  this  document  to 
Rodin,  without  uttering  a  word.  The  socius  read  it  atten- 
tively, and,  still  impassible,  answered,  as  he  looked  at  Gabriel : 
"Well,  it  is  a  written  oath — that  is  all." 

Gabriel  dwelt  stupefied  at  the  audacity  of  Rodin,  who 
ventured  to  tell  him.  that  this  document,  in  which  he  renewed 
his  donation  in  so  noble,  generous,  and  spontaneous  a  manner, 
was  not  all  sufficient.  The  socius  was  the  first  again  to  break 
the  silence,  and  he  said  to  Father  d'Aigrigny,  with  his  usuaJ 
cool  impudence.  "One  of  two  things  must  be.  Either  youi 
dear  son  means  to  render  his  donation  absolutely  valuable 
and  irrevocable. — or " 

"Sir,"   exclaimed    Gabriel,    interrupting   him,   and    hardly 
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able  to  restrain  himself,  "spare  yourself  and  me  such  a 
shameful  supposition." 

"Well,  then,"  resumed  Rodin,  impassible  as  ever,  "as 
you  are  perfectly  decided  to  make  this  donation  a  serious 
reality,  what  objection  can  you  have  to  secure  it  legally?" 

"None,  sir,"  said  Gabriel,  bitterly,  "since  my  written  and 
sworn  promise  will  not  suffice  you." 

"My  dear  son,"  said  Father  d'Aigrigny,  affectionately,  "if 
this  were  a  donation  for  my  own  advantage,  believe  me  I 
should  require  no  better  security  than  your  word.  But  here 
I  am,  as  it  were,  the  agent  of  the  Society,  or  rather  the  trus- 
tee of  the  poor,  who  will  profit  by  your  generosity.  For  the 
sake  of  humanity,  therefore,  we  cannot  secure  this  gift  by 
too  many  legal  precautions,  so  that  the  unfortunate  objects 
of  our  care  may  have  certainty  instead  of  vague  hopes  to 
depend  upon.  God  may  call  you  to  him  at  any  moment,  and 
who  shall  say  that  your  heirs  will  be  so  ready  to  keep  the 
oath  you  have  taken  ?" 

"You  are  right,  father,"  said  Gabriel,  sadly;  "I  had  not 
thought  of  the  case  of  death,  which  is  yet  so  probable." 

Hereupon,  Samuel  opened  the  door  of  the  room,  and  said : 
"Gentlemen,  the  notary  has  just  arrived.  Shall  I  show  him 
in  ?  At  ten  o'clock  precisely,  the  door  of  the  house  will  be 
opened." 

"We  are  the  more  glad  to  see  the  notary,"  said  Rodin, 
"as  we  just  happen  to  have  some  business  with  him.  Pray 
ask  him  to  walk  in." 

"I  will  bring  him  to  you  instantly,"  replied  Samuel,  as  he 
went  out." 

"Here  is  a  notary,"  said  Rodin  to  Gabriel.  "If  you  have 
still  the  same  intentions,  you  can  legalize  your  donation  in 
presence  of  this  public  officer,  and  thus  save  yourself  from  a 
great  burden  for  the  future." 

"Sir,"  said  Gabriel,  "happen  what  may,  I  am  as  irrevocably 
engaged  by  this  written  promise,  which  I  beg  you  to  keep, 
father" — and  he  handed  the  paper  to  Father  d'Aigrigny — 
"as  by  the  legal  document,  which  I  am  about  to  sign,"  he 
added,  turning  to  Rodin. 

"Silence,  my  dear  son,"  said  Father  d'Aigrigny;  "here  is 
the  notary,"  just  as  the  latter  entered  the  room. 

During  the  interview  of  the  administrative  officer  with 
Rodin,  Gabriel,  and  Father  d'Aigrigny,  we  shall  conduct  the 
reader  to  the  interior  of  the  walled-up  house. 
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CHAPTER  XXII. 

THE   RED   ROOM. 

As  Samuel  had  said,  the  door  of  the  walled-Up  house  had 
just  heen  disencumbered  of  the  bricks,  lead,  and  iron,  which 
had  kept  it  from  view,  and  its  panels  of  carved  oak  appeared 
as  fresh  and  sound,  as  on  the  day  when  they  had  first  been 
withdrawn  from  the  influence  of  the  air  and  time.  The 
laborers,  having  completed  their  work,  stood  waiting  upon  the 
steps,  as  impatient  and  curious  as  the  notary's  clerk,  who 
had  superintended  the  operation,  when  they  saw  Samuel 
slowly  advancing  across  the  garden,  with  a  great  bunch  of 
keys  in  his  hand. 

"Now,  my  friends,"  said  the  old  man,  when  he  had  reached 
the  steps,  "your  work  is  finished.  The  master  of  this  gentle- 
man will  pay  you,  and  I  have  only  to  show  you  out  by  the 
street  door." 

"Come,  come,  my  good  fellow,"  cried  the  clerk,  "you 
don't  think.  We  are  just  at  the  most  interesting  and  curious 
moment ;  I  and  these  honest  masons  are  burning  to  see  the 
interior  of  this  mysterious  house,  and  you  would  be  cruel 
enough  to  send  us  away?    Impossible!" 

"I  regret  the  necessity,  sir,  but  so  it  must  be.  I  must  be 
the  first  to  enter  this  dwelling,  absolutely  alone,  before  intra- 
ducing  the  heirs,  in  order  to  read  the  testament." 

"And  who  gave  you  such  ridiculous  and  barbarous  orders?" 
cried  the  clerk,  singularly  disappointed. 

"My  father,  sir." 

"A  most  respectable  authority,  no  doubt;  but  come,  my 
worthy  guardian,  my  excellent  guardian,"  resumed  the  clerk, 
"be  a  good  fellow,  and  let  us  just  take  a  peep  in  at  the  door." 

"Yes,  yes,  sir,  only  a  peep !"  cried  the  heroes  of  the  trowel, 
with  a  supplicating  air. 

"It  is  disagreeable  to  have  to  refuse  you,  gentlemen,'1 
answered  Samuel;  "but  I  cannot  open  this  door,  until  I  am 
alone." 

The  masons,  seeing  the  inflexibility  of  the  old  man.  un- 
willingly descended  the  steps;  but  the  clerk  had  resolved 
to  dispute  the  ground  inch  by  inch,  and  exclaimed:  "I  shall 
wait  for  my  master.  I  do  not  leave  the  house  without  him. 
He  may  want  me — and  whether  I  remain  on  these  steps  or 
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elsewhere,  can  be  of  little  consequence  to  you  my  worthy 
keeper." 

The  clerk  was  interrupted  in  his  appeal  by  his  master 
himself,  who  called  out  from  the  further  side  of  the  court- 
yard, with  an  air  of  business:  "M.  Piston!  quick,  M.  Piston 
— come  directly !" 

"What  the  devil  does  he  want  with  me?"  cried  the  clerk, 
in  a  passion.  "He  calls  me  just  at  the  moment  when  I 
might  have  seen  something." 

"M.  Piston,"  resumed  the  voice,  approaching,  "do  you  not 
hear  ?" 

While  Samuel  let  out  the  masons,  the  clerk  saw,  through 
a  clump  of  trees,  his  master  running  towards  him  bare- 
headed, and  with  an  air  of  singular  haste  and  importance. 
The  clerk  was  therefore  obliged  to  leave  the  steps,  to 
answer  the  notary's  summons,  towards  whom  he  went  with  a 
very  bad  grace. 

"Sir,  sir,"  said  M.  Dumesnil,  "I  have  been  calling  you 
this  hour  with  all  my  might." 

"I  did  not  hear  you  sir,"  said  M.  Piston. 

"You  must  be  deaf,  then.  Have  you  any  change  about 
you?" 

"Yes,  sir,"  answered  the  clerk,  with  some  surprise. 

"Well,  then,  you  must  go  instantly  to  the  nearest  stamp- 
office,  and  fetch  me  three  or  four  large  sheets  of  stamped 
paper,  to  draw  up  a  deed.    Run !  it  is  wanted  directly." 

"Yes,  sir,"  said  the  clerk,  casting  a  rueful  and  regretful 
glance  at  the  door  of  the  walled-up  house. 

"But  make  haste,  will  you,  M.  Piston,"  said  the  notary. 

"I  do  not  know,  sir,  where  to  get  any  stamped  paper." 

"Here  is  the  guardian,"  replied  M.  Dumesnil.  "He  will 
no  doubt  be  able  to  tell  you." 

At  this  instant,  Samuel  was  returning,  after  showing  the 
masons  out  bv  the  street-door. 

J 

"Sir,"  said  the  notary  to  him,  "will  you  please  to  tell  me 
where  we  can  get  stamped  paper?" 

"Close  by,  sir,"  answered  Samuel ;  "in  the  tobacconist's, 
No.  17,  Rue  Vieille-du-Temple." 

"You  hear,  M.  Piston?"  said  the  notary  to  his  clerk. 
"You  can  get  the  stamps  at  the  tobacconist's,  No.  17,  Rue 
Vieille-du-Temple.  Be  quick !  for  this  deed  must  be  executed 
immediately  before  the  opening  of  the  will.    Time  presses." 

"Very  well,  sir ;  I  will  make  haste,"  answered  the  clerk, 
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discontentedly,  as  he  followed  his  master,  who  hurried  hack 
into  the  room  where  he  had  left  Rodin,  Gabriel,  and  Father 
d'Aigrigny. 

During  this  time,  Samuel,  ascending  the  steps,  had  reached 
the  door,  now  disencumbered  of  the  stone,  iron,  and  lead 
with  which  it  had  been  blocked  up.  It  was  with  deep  emotion 
that  the  old  man,  having  selected  from  his  bunch  of  keys 
the  one  he  wanted,  inserted  it  in  the  keyhole,  and  made  the 
door  turn  upon  its  hinges.  Immediately  he  felt  on  his  face  a 
current  of  damp,  cold  air,  like  that  which  exhales  from  a 
cellar  suddenly  opened.  Having  carefully  re-closed  and 
double-locked  the  door,  the  Jew  advanced  along  the  hall, 
lighted  by  a  glass  trefoil  over  the  arch  of  the  door.  The 
panes  had  lost  their  transparency  by  the  effect  of  time,  and 
now  had  the  appearance  of  ground-glass.  This  hall,  paved 
with  alternate  squares  of  black  and  white  marble,  was  vast, 
sonorous,  and  contained  a  broad  staircase  leading  to  the  first 
story.  The  walls  of  smooth  stone  offered  not  the  least 
appearance  of  decay  or  dampness ;  the  stair-rail  of  wrought 
iron  presented  no  traces  of  rust;  it  was  inserted,  just  above 
the  bottom  step,  into  a  column  of  gray  granite,  which  sus- 
tained a  statue  of  black  marble,  representing  a  negro  bearing 
a  flambeau.  This  statue  had  a  strange  countenance,  the 
pupils  of  the  eyes  being  made  of  white  marble. 

The  Jew's  heavy  tread  echoed  beneath  the  lofty  dome  of 
the  hall.  The  grandson  of  Isaac  Samuel  experienced  a 
melancholy  feeling,  as  he  reflected  that  the  footsteps  of  his 
ancestor  had  probably  been  the  last  which  had  resounded 
through  this  dwelling,  of  which  he  had  closed  the  doors  a 
hundred  and  fifty  years  before;  for  the  faithful  friend,  in 
favor  of  whom  M.  de  Rennepont  had  made  a  feigned  transfer 
of  the  property,  had  afterwards  parted  with  the  same,  to 
place  it  in  the  name  of  Samuel's  grandfather,  who  had 
transmitted  it  to  his  descendants,  as  if  it  had  been  his  own 
inheritance. 

To  these  thoughts,  in  which  Samuel  was  wholly  absorbed, 
was  joined  the  rememberance  of  the  light  seen  that  morning 
through  the  seven  openings  in  the  leaden  cover  of  the  beh 
videre ;  and,  in  spite  of  the  firmness  of  his  character,  the 
old  man  could  not  repress  a  shudder,  as,  taking  a  second 
key  from  his  bunch,  and  reading  upon  the  label,  The  Key 
of  the  Red  Room,  he  opened  a  pair  of  large  folding  doors, 
leading  to  the  inner  apartments.     The  window  which,  of  aU 
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those  in  the  house,  had  alone  been  opened,  lighted  this  large 
room,  hung  with  damask,  the  deep  purple  of  which  had 
undergone  no  alteration.  A  thick  Turkey  carpet  covered 
the  floor,  and  large  arm-chairs  of  gilded  wood,  in  the  severe 
Louis  XIV.  style,  were  symmetrically  arranged  along  the 
Wall.  A  second  door,  leading  to  the  next  room,  was  just 
opposite  the  entrance.  The  wainscoting  and  the  cornice 
were  white,  relieved  with  fillets  and  mouldings  of  burnished 
gold.  On  each  side  of  this  door  was  a  large  piece  of  buhl- 
furniture,  inlaid  with  brass  and  porcelain,  supporting  orna- 
mental sets  of  sea-crackle  vases.  The  window  was  hung 
with  heavy  deep-fringed  damask  curtains,  surmounted  by 
scalloped  drapery,  with  silk  tassels,  directly  opposite  the 
chimney-piece  of  dark-gray  marble,  adorned  with  carved 
brass-work.  Rich  chandeliers,  and  a  clock  in  the  same 
style  as  the  furniture,  were  reflected  in  a  large  Venice  glass, 
with  basiled  edges.  A  round  table,  covered  with  a  cloth  of 
crimson  velvet,  was  placed  in  the  centre  of  this  saloon. 

As  he  approached  this  table,  Samuel  perceived  a  piece  of 
white  vellum,  on  which  were  inscribed  these  words:  "My 
testament  is  to  be  opened  in  this  saloon.  The  other 
apartments  are  to  remain  closed,  until  after  the  reading  of 
my  last  will— M  de  R." 

"Yes,"  said  the  Jew,  as  he  perused  with  emotion  these 
lines  traced  so  long  ago ;  "this  is  the  same  recommendation 
as  that  which  I  received  from  my  father ;  for  it  would  seem 
that  the  other  apartments  of  this  house  are  filled  with 
objects,  on  which  M.  de  Rennepont  set  a  high  value,  not  for 
their  intrinsic  worth,  but  because  of  their  origin.  The  Hall 
of  Mourning  must  be  a  strange  and  mysterious  chamber. 
Well,"  added  Samuel,  as  he  drew  from  his  pocket  a  register 
bound  in  black  shagreen,  with  a  brass  lock,  from  which  he 
drew  the  key,  after  placing  it  upon  the  table,  "here  is  the 
statement  of  the  property  in  hand,  which  I  have  been  ordered 
to  bring  hither,  before  the  arrival  of  the  heirs." 

The  deepest  silence  reigned  in  the  room,  at  the  moment 
when  Samuel  placed  the  register  on  the  table.  Suddenly 
a  simple  and  yet  most  startling  occurrence  roused  him  from 
his  reverie.  In  the  next  apartment  was  heard  the  clear, 
silvery  tone  of  a  clock,  striking  slowly  ten.  And  the  hour 
was  ten !  Samuel  had  too  much  sense  to  believe  in  perpetual 
motion,  or  in  the  possibility  of  constructing  a  clock  to  go 
for  one  hundred  and  fifty  years.     He  asked  himself,  there- 
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fore,  with  surprise  and  alarm,  how  this  clock  could  still 
be  going,  and  how  it  could  mark  so  exactly  the  hour  of  the. 
day.  Urged  with  restless  curiosity,  the  old  man  was  about 
to  enter  the  room;  but  recollecting  the  recommendation  of 
his  father,  which  had  now  been  confirmed  by  the  tew  lines 
he  had  just  read  from  De  Rennepont's  pen,  he  stopped  at 
the  door,  and   listened  with  extreme  attention. 

He  heard  nothing — absolutely  nothing,  but  the  last  dying 
vibration  of  the  clock.  After  having  long  reflected  upon  this 
strange  fact,  Samuel,  comparing  it  with  the  no  less  extraordi- 
nary circumstance  of  the  light  perceived  that  morning 
through  the  apertures  in  the  belvidere,  concluded  that  there 
must  be  some  connection  between  these  two  incidents.  If  the 
old  man  could  not  penetrate  the  true  cause  of  these  extraor- 
dinary appearances,  he  at  least  explained  them  to  himself,  by 
remembering  the  subterraneous  communications,  which, 
according  to  tradition,  were  said  to  exist  between  the  cellars 
of  this  house  and  distant  places ;  and  he  conjectured  that 
unknown  and  mysterious  personages  thus  gained  access  to  it 
two  or  three  times  in  a  century.  Absorbed  in  these  thoughts 
Samuel  approached  the  fireplace,  which,  as  we  have  said, 
was  directly  opposite  the  window.  Just  then,  a  bright  ray 
of  sunlight,  piercing  the  clouds,  shone  full  upon  two  large 
portraits,  hung  upon  either  side  of  the  fireplace,  and  not 
before  remarked  by  the  Jew.  They  were  painted  life-size, 
and  represented  one  a  woman,  the  other  a  man.  By  the 
sober  yet  powerful  coloring  of  these  paintings,  by  the  large 
and  vigorous  style,  it  was  easy  to  recognize  a  master's  hand. 
It  would  have  been  difficult  to  find  models  more  fitted  to 
inspire  a  great  painter.  The  woman  appeared  to  be  from 
five-and-twenty  to  thirty  years  of  age.  Magnificent  brown 
hair,  with  golden  tints,  crowned  a  forehead,  white,  noble, 
and  lofty.     Her  hea  s,  far  from  recalling  the  fashion, 

which  Madame  de  Sevigne  brought  in  during  the  age  of 
Louis  XIV.,  reminded  one  rather  of  some  of  the  portraits  of 
Paul  Veronese,  in  which  the  hair  encircles  the  face  in  broad, 
undulating  bands,  surmounted  by  a  thick  plait,  like  a  crown, 
at  the  hack  of  the  head.  The  eyebrows,  finely  pencilled, 
were  arched  over  large  eyes  of  bright,  sapphire  blue.  Their 
gaze,  at  once  proud  and  mournful,  had  something  fatal  about 
it.  The  nose,  finely  formed,  terminated  in  slight  dilated 
nostrils:  a  half  smile,  almost  of  pain,  contracted  the  mouth: 
the   face   was  a   long  oval,   and   the  complexion,   extremely 
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pale,  was  hardly  shaded  on  the  cheek  by  a  light  rose-color. 
The  position  of  the  head  and  neck  announced  a  rare  mixture 
of  grace  and  dignity.  A  sort  of  tunic  or  robe,  of  glossy 
black  material,  came  as  high  as  the  commencement  of  her 
shoulders,  and  just  marking  her  lithe  and  tall  figure,  reached 
down  to  her  feet,  which  were  almost  entirely  concealed  by 
the  folds  of  this  garment. 

The  attitude  was  full  of  nobleness  and  simplicity.  The 
head  looked  white  and  luminous,  standing  out  from  a  dark 
gray  sky,  marbled  at  the  horizon  by  purple  clouds,  upon 
which  were  visible  the  bluish  summits  of  distant  hills,  in 
deep  shadow.  The  arrangement  of  the  picture,  as  well  as 
the  warm  tints  of  the  foreground,  contrasting  strongly  with 
these  distant  objects,  showed  that  the  woman  was  placed 
upon  an  eminence,  from  which  she  could  view  the  whole 
horizon.  The  countenance  was  deeply  pensive  and  despond- 
ing. There  was  an  expression  of  supplicating  and  resigned 
grief,  particularly  in  her  look,  half  raised  to  heaven,  which 
one  would  have  thought  impossible  to  picture.  On  the  left 
side  of  the  fireplace  was  the  other  portrait,  painted  with 
like  vigor.  It  represented  a  man,  between  thirty  and  thirty- 
five  years  of  age,  of  tall  stature.  A  large  brown  cloak, 
which  hung  round  him  in  graceful  folds,  did  not  quite  con- 
ceal a  black  doublet,  buttoned  up  to  the  neck,  over  which 
fell  a  square  white  collar.  The  handsome  and  expressive 
head  was  marked  with  stern  powerful  lines,  which  did  not 
exclude  an  admirable  air  of  suffering,  resignation,  and  in- 
effable goodness.  The  hair,  as  well  as  the  beard  and  eye- 
brows, was  black ;  and  the  latter,  by  some  singular  caprice 
of  nature,  instead  of  being  separated  and  forming  two  dis- 
tinct arches,  extended  from  one  temple  to  the  other,  in  a 
single  bow,  and  seemed  to  mark  the  forehead  of  this  man 
with  a  black  line. 

The  background  of  this  picture  also  represented  a  stormy 
sky ;  but,  beyond  some  rocks  in  the  distance,  the  sea  was 
visible,  and  appeared  to  mingle  with  the  dark  clouds.  The 
sun,  just  now  shining  upon  these  two  remarkable  figures 
(which  it  appeared  impossible  to  forget,  after  once  seeing 
them),  augmented  their  brilliancy. 

Starting  from  his  reverie,  and  casting  his  eyes  by  chance 
upon  these  portraits,  Samuel  was  greatly  struck  with  them. 
They  appeared  almost  alive.  "What  noble  and  handsome 
faces !"  he  exclaimed,   as   he  approached   to  examine  them 
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more  closely.  "Whose  are  these  portraits?  They  are  not 
those  of  any  of  the  Rennepont  family,  for  my  father  told  me 
that  they  arc  all  in  the  Hall  of  Mourning.  Alas!"  added 
the  old  man,  "one  might  think,  from  the  great  sorrow 
expressed  in  their  countenances,  that  they  ought  to  have 
a  place  in  that  mourning-chamber.1 

After  a  moment's  silence,  Samuel  resumed:  "Let  me 
prepare  everything  for  this  solemn  assembly,  for  it  has  struck 
ten.  "So  saying,  he  placed  the  gilded  arm-chairs  round  the 
table,  and  then  continued,  with  a  pensive  air:  "The  hour 
approaches,  and  of  the  descendants  of  my  grandfather's  ben- 
efactor, we  have  seen  only  this  young  priest,  with  the  angelic 
countenance.  Can  he  be  the  sole  representative  of  the 
Rennepont  family?  He  is  a  priest,  and  this  family  will 
finish  with  him !  Well !  the  moment  is  come  when  I  must 
open  this  door,  that  the  will  may  be  read.  Bathsheba  is 
bringing  hither  the  notary.  They  knock  at  the  door;  it  is 
time!"  And  Samuel,  after  casting  a  last  glance  towards 
the  place  where  the  clock  had  struck  ten,  hastened  to  the 
outer  door,  behind  which  voices  were  now  audible. 

He  turned  the  key  twice  in  the  lock,  and  threw  the  portals 
open.  To  his  great  regret,  he  saw  only  Gabriel  on  the  steps, 
between  Rodin  and  Father  d'Aigrigny.  The  notary,  and 
Bathsheba,  who  had  served  them  as  a  guide,  waited  a  little 
behind  the  principal  group. 

Samuel  could  not  repress  a  sigh,  as  he  stood  bowing 
on  the  threshold,  and  said  to  them:  "All  is  ready,  gentle- 
men.    You  may  walk  in." 


CHAPTER  XXIII. 

THE    TESTAMENT. 

When  Gabriel,  Rodin,  and  Father  d'Aigrigny  entered  the 
Red  Room,  they  were  differently  affected.  Gabriel,  pale  and 
sad,  felt  a  kind  of  painful  impatience.  He  was  anxious  to 
quit  this  house,  though  he  had  already  relieved  himself  of  a 
great  weight,  by  executing  before  the  notary,  secured  by 
every  legal  formality,  a  deed  making  over  all  his  rights  of 
inheritance  to  Father  d'Aigrigny.  Until  now  it  had  not 
ocurred  to  the  young  priest,  that  in  bestowing  the  care 
upon  him,  which  he  was  about  to  reward  so  generously,  and 
in  forcing  his  vocation  by  a  sacrilegious  falsehood,  the  only 
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object  of  Father  d'Aigrigny  might  have  been  to  secure  the 
success  of  a  dark  intrigue.  In  acting  as  he  did,  Gabriel  was 
not  yielding,  in  his  view  of  the  question,  to  a  sentiment  of 
exaggerated  delicacy.  He  had  made  this  donation  freely, 
many  years  before.  He  would  have  looked  upon  it  as  infamy 
now  to  withdraw  it.  It  was  hard  enough  to  be  suspected  of 
cowardice:  for  nothing  in  the  world  would  he  have  incurred 
the  least  reproach  of  cupidity. 

The  missionary  must  have  been  endowed  with  a  very  rare 
and  excellent  nature,  or  this  flower  of  scrupulous  probity 
would  have  withered  beneath  the  deleterious  and  demoraliz- 
ing influence  of  his  education ;  but  happily,  as  cold  some- 
times preserves  from  corruption,  the  icy  atmosphere  in  which 
he  had  passed  a  portion  of  his  childhood  and  youth  had 
benumbed,  but  not  vitiated,  his  generous  qualities,  which 
had  indeed  soon  revived  in  the  warm  air  of  liberty.  Father 
d'Aigrigny,  much  paler  and  more  agitated  than  Gabriel, 
strove  to  excuse  and  explain  his  anxiety  by  attributing  it  to 
the  sorrow  he  experienced  at  the  rupture  of  his  dear  son  with 
the  Order.  Rodin,  calm,  and  perfectly  master  of  himself,  saw 
with  secret  rage  the  strong  emotion  of  Father  d'Aigrigny, 
which  might  have  inspired  a  man  less  confiding  than  Gabriel 
with  strange*  suspicions.  Yet,  notwithstanding  his  apparent 
indifference,  the  socius  was  perhaps  still  more  ardently  im- 
patient than  his  superior  for  the  success  of  this  important 
affair.  Samuel  appeared  quite  desponding,  no  other  heir 
but  Gabriel  having  presented  himself.  No  doubt  the  old 
man  felt  a  lively  sympathy  for  the  young  priest ;  but  then 
he  was  a  priest,  and  with  him  would  finish  the  line  of 
Rennepont ;  and  this  immense  fortune,  accumulated  with  so 
much  labor,  would  either  be  again  distributed,  or  employed 
otherwise  than  the  testator  had  desired.  The  different  actors 
in  this  scene  were  standing  around  the  table.  As  they  were 
about  to  seat  themselves,  at  the  invitation  of  the  notary, 
Samuel  pointed  to  the  register  bound  in  black  shagreen,  and 
said:  "I  was  ordered,  sir,  to  deposit  here  this  register.  It 
is  locked.  I  will  deliver  up  the  key,  immediately  after  the 
reading  of  the  will." 

"This  course  is,  in  fact,  rlirected  by  the  note  which  accom- 
panies the  will,"  said  M.  Dumesnil,  "as  it  was  deposited,  in 
the  year  1682,  in  the  hands  of  Master  Thomas  Le  Semelier, 
king's  counsel,  and  notary  of  the  Chatelet  of  Paris,  then  liv- 
ing at  No.  13,  Place  Royale." 
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So  saying,  M.  Dumesnil  drew  from  a  portfolio  of  red 
morocco  a  large  parchment  envelope,  grown  yellow  with 
time  ;  to  this  envelope  was  annexed,  by  a  silken  thread,  a 
note  also  upon   vellum. 

"Gentlemen,"  said  the  notary,  "if  you  please  to  sit  down, 
1  will  read  the  subjoined  note,  to  regulate  the  formalities  at 
the  opening  of  the  will." 

The  notary,  Rodin,  Father  d'Aigrigny,  and  Gabriel,  took 
-cats.  The  young  priest,  having  his  back  turned  to  the  fire- 
place, could  not  see  the  two  portraits.  In  spite  of  the 
notary's  invitation,  Samuel  remained  standing  behind  the 
chair  of  that  functionary,  who  read  as  follows 

'  'On  the  13th  February,  1832,  my  will  shall  be  carried  to 
No.  3.  in  the  Rue  Saint-Franqois. 

'At  ten  o'clock  precisely,  the  door  of  the  Red  Room  shal1 
be  opened  to  my  heirs,  who  will  no  doubt  have  arrived  long 
before  at  Paris,  in  anticipation  of  this  day,  and  will  have  had 
time  to  establish  their  line  of  descent. 

'  'As  soon  as  they  are  assembled,  the  will  shall  be  read, 
and,  at  the  last  stroke  of  noon,  the  inheritance  shall  be 
finally  settled  in  favor  of  those  of  my  kindred,  who  accord- 
ing to  my  recommendation  (preserved,  I  hope,  by  tradition 
in  my  family,  during  a  century  and  a  half),  shall  present 
themselves  in  person,  and  not  by  agents,  before  twelve 
o'clock,  on  the  13th  of  February,  in  the  Rue  Saint- 
Francois.'  " 

Having  read  these  words  in  a  sonorous  voice,  the  notary 
stopped  an  instant,  and  resumed,  in  a  solemn  tone:  "M. 
Gabriel  Francois  Marie  de  Rennepont,  priest,  having  estab- 
lished, by  legal  documents,  his  descent  on  the  father's  side, 
and  his  relationship  to  the  testator,  and  being  at  this  hour 
the  only  one  of  the  descendants  of  the  Rennepont  family 
here  present,  I  open  the  testament  in  his  presence,  as  it  has 
been  ordered." 

So  saying,  the  notary  drew  from  its  envelope  the  will, 
which  had  been  previously  opened  by  the  President  of  the 
Tribunal,  with  the  formalities  required  by  law.  Father 
d'Aigrigny  leaned  forward,  and  resting  his  elbow  on  the 
table,  seemed  to  pant  for  breath.  Gabriel  prepared  himself 
to  listen  with  more  curiosity  than  interest.  Rodin  was 
seated  at  some  distance  from  the  table,  with  his  old  hat 
between  his  knees,  in  the  bottom  of  which,  half  hidden  by 
the    folds   of    a    shabby    blue   cotton    handkerchief,    he    had 
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placed  his  watch.  The  attention  of  the  socius  was  divided 
between  the  least  noise  from  without,  and  the  slow  evolu- 
tion of  the  hands  of  the  watch,  which  he  followed  with  his 
little,  wrathful  eye,  as  if  hastening  their  progress,  so  great 
was  his  impatience  for  the  hour  of  noon. 

The  notary,  unfolding  the  sheet  of  parchment,  read  what 
follows,  in  the  midst  of  profound  attention : 

Hameau  de  Villetaneuse, 
'  "February  13th,  1682. 

"  'I  am  about  to  escape,  by  death,  from  the  disgrace  of 
the  galleys,  to  which  the  implacable  enemies  of  my  family 
have  caused  me  to  be  condemned  as  a  relapsed  heretic. 

'  'Moreover,  life  is  too  bitter  for  me  since  the  death  of 
my  son,  the  victim  of  a  mysterious  crime. 

"  'At  nineteen  years  of  age — poor  Henry ! — and  his 
murderers  unknown — no,  not  unknown — if  I  may  trust  my 
presentiments. 

'To  preserve  my  fortune  for  my  son,  I  had  feigned  to 
abjure  the  Protestant  faith.  As  long  as  that  beloved  boy 
lived,  I  scrupulously  kept  up  Catholic  appearances.  The 
imposture  revolted  me,  but  the  interest  of  my  son  was  con- 
cerned. 

'  'When  they  killed  him,  this  deceit  became  insupport- 
able to  me.  I  was  watched,  accused,  and  condemned  as 
relapsed.  My  property  has  been  confiscated,  and  I  am 
sentenced  to  the  galleys. 

'Tis  a  terrible  time  we  live  in !  Misery  and  servitude ! 
sanguinary  despotism  and  religious  intolerance !  Oh,  it  is 
sweet  to  abandon  life !  sweet  to  rest  and  see  no  more  such 
"ivils  and  such  sorrows  ! 

"  'In  a  few  hours,  I  shall  enjoy  that  rest.  I  shall  die. 
Let  me  think  of  those  who  will  survive — or  rather,  of  those 
who  will  live  perhaps  in  better  times. 

"  'Out  of  all  my  fortune,  there  remains  to  me  a  sum  of 
fifty  thousand  crowns,  deposited  in  a  friend's  hands. 

"  T  have  no  longer  a  son ;  but  I  have  numerous  rela- 
tions, exiled  in  various  parts  of  Europe.  This  sum  of  fifty 
thousand  crowns,  divided  between  them,  would  profit  each 
of  them  very  little.     I  have  disposed  of  it  differently. 

'In  this  I  have  followed  the  wise  counsels  of  a  man, 
whom  I  venerate  as  the  image  of  God  on  earth,  for  his  in- 
telligence, wisdom,  and  goodness  are  almost  divine. 
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"  'Twice  in  the  course  of  my  life  have  I  seen  this  man. 
under  very  fatal  circumstances — twice  have  I  owed  him 
safety,  once  of  the  soul,  once  of  the  body. 

"  'Alas  !  he  might  perhaps  have  saved  my  poor  child,  but 
he  came  too  late — too  late. 

"  Before  he  left  me,  he  wished  to  divert  me  from  the  in- 
tention of  dying — for  he  knew  all.  But  his  voice  was 
powerless.  My  grief,  my  regret,  my  discouragement,  were 
too  much  for  him. 

"  'It  is  strange  !  when  he  was  convinced  of  my  resolution 
to  finish  my  days  by  violence,  some  words  of  terrible  bitter- 
ness escaped  him.  making  me  believe  that  he  envied  me — 
my  fate — my  death  ! 

Is  he  perhaps  condemned  to  live? 

"  'Yes ;  he  has.  no  doubt,  condemned  himself  to  be  useful 
to  humanity,  and  yet  life  is  heavy  on  him.  for  I  heard  him 
repeat  one  day.  with  an  expression  of  despair  and  weariness 
that  I  have  never  forgotten :  "Life  !  life  !  who  will  deliver 
me  from  it  ?" 

"  'Is  life  then  so  very  burdensome  to  him  ? 

"  'He  is  gone.  His  last  words  have  made  me  look  for  my 
departure  with  serenity.  Thanks  to  him,  my  death  shall 
not  be  without  fruit. 

'Thanks  to  him.  these  lines,  written  at  this  moment  by 
a  man  who.  in  a  few  hours,  will  have  ceased  to  live,  may 
perhaps  be  the  parents  of  great  things  a  century  and  a  half 
hence — yes  !  great  and  noble  things,  if  my  last  will  is  piously 
followed  by  my  descendants,  for  it  is  to  them  that  I  here 
address  myself. 

'That  they  may  understand  and  appreciate  this  last 
will — which  I  commend  to  the  care  of  the  unborn,  who 
dwell  in  the  future  whither  I  am  hastening — they  must 
know  the  persecutors  of  my  family  and  avenge  their  ances- 
tor, but  by  a  noble  vengeance. 

"  'My  grandfather  was  a  Catholic.     Induced  by  perfidi 
counsels    rather    than    religious    zeal,    he    attached    himself, 
though  a  layman,  to  a  Society  whose  power  has  always  been 
terrible  and  mysterious — the  Society  of  Jesus 

At  these  words  of  the  testament.  Father  d'Aigrigny, 
Rodin,  and  Gabriel  looked  involuntarily  at  each  other.  The 
notary,  who  had  not  perceived  this  action,  continued  to  read  : 

"  'After  some  years,  during  which  he  had  never  ceased  to 
profess  the  most  absolute  devotion  to  this  Society,  he  was 
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suddenly  enlightened  by  fearful  revelations  as  to  the  secret 
ends  it  pursued,  and  the  means  it  employed. 

"  'This  was  in  1610,  a  month  before  the  assassination  of 
Henry  IV. 

"  'My  grandfather,  terrified  at  the  secret  of  which  he  had 
become  the  unwilling  depositary,  and  which  was  to  be  fully 
explained  by  the  death  of  the  best  of  kings,  not  only  broke 
with  the  Society,  but,  as  if  Catholicism  itself  had  been 
answerable  for  the  crimes  of  its  members,  he  abandoned  the 
Romish  religion,  in  which  he  had  hitherto  lived,  and  became 
a  Protestant. 

"  'Undeniable  proofs,  attesting  the  connivance  of  two 
members  of  the  Company  with  Ravaillac,  a  connivance  also 
proved  in  the  case  of  Jean  Chatel,  the  regicide,  were  in  my 
grandfather's  possession. 

"  'This  was  the  first  cause  of  the  violent  hatred  of  the 
Society  for  our  family.  Thank  Heaven,  these  papers  have 
been  placed  in  safety,  and  if  my  last  will  is  executed,  will  be 
found  marked  A.  M.  C.  D.  G.,  in  the  ebony  casket  in  the 
Hall  of  Mourning,  in  the  house  in  the  Rue  Saint-Franqois. 

"  'My  father  was  also  exposed  to  these  secret  persecutions. 
His  ruin,  and  perhaps  his  death,  would  have  been  the  con- 
sequence, had  it  not  been  for  the  intervention  of  an  angelic 
woman,  towards  whom  he  felt  an  almost  religious  veneration. 

"  'The  portrait  of  this  woman,  whom  I  saw  a  few  years 
ago,  as  well  as  that  of  the  man  whom  I  hold  in  the  greatest 
reverence,  were  painted  by  me  from  memory,  and  have  been 
placed  in  the  Red  Room  in  the  Rue  Saint-Frangois — to  be 
gratefully  valued,  I  hope,  by  the  descendants  of  my  family.' ' 

For  some  moments  Gabriel  had  become  more  and  more 
attentive  to  the  reading  of  this  testament.  He  thought 
within  himself  by  how  strange  a  coincidence  one  of  his 
ancestors  had.  two  centuries  before,  broken  with  the  Society 
of  Jesus,  as  he  himself  had  just  done ;  and  that  from  this 
rupture,  two  centuries  old,  dated  also  that  species  of  hatred 
with  which  the  Society  of  Jesus  had  always  pursued  his 
family.  Nor  did  the  young  priest  find  it  less  strange  that 
this  inheritance,  transmitted  to  him  after  a  lapse  of  a  hun- 
dred and  fifty  years,  from  one  of  his  kindred  (the  victim  of 
the  Society  of  Jesus),  should  return  by  a  voluntary  act  to 
the  coffers  of  this  same  society.  When  the  notary  read  the 
passage  relative  to  the  two  portraits,  Gabriel,  who,  like 
Father  d'Aigrigny,  sat  with  his  back  towards  the  pictures. 
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turned  round  to  look  at  them.  Hardly  had  the  missionary 
cast  his  eyes  on  the  portrait  of  the  woman,  than  he  uttered 
a  loud  cry  of  surprise,  and  almost  terror.  The  notary  paused 
in  his  reading,  and  looked  uneasily  at  the  young  priest. 


CHAPTER  XXIV. 

THE  LAST  STROKE  OF   NOON. 

At  the  cry  uttered  hy  Gabriel,  the  notary  had  stopped  read- 
ing the  testament,  and  Father  d'Aigrigny  hastily  drew  near 
the  young  priest.  The  latter  rose  trembling  from  his  seat, 
and  gazed  with  increasing  stupor  at  the  female  portrait. 

Then  he  said  in  a  low  voice,  as  if  speaking  to  himself. 
"Good  Heaven !  is  it  possible  that  nature  can  produce  such 
resemblances?  Those  eyes — so  proud  and  yet  so  sad — that 
forehead — that  pale  complexion — yes,  all  her  features,  are 
the  same — all  of  them." 

"My  dear  son.  what  is  the  matter?"  said  Father  d'Ai- 
grigny. as  astonished  as  Samuel  and  the  notary. 

"Fight  months  ago,"  replied  the  missionary,  in  a  voice  of 
deep  emotion,  without  once  taking  his  eyes  from  the  picture, 
"I  was  in  the  power  of  the  Indians,  in  the  heart  of  the  Rocky 
Mountains.  They  had  crucified,  and  were  begining  to  scalp 
me;  I  was  on  the  point  of  death,  when  Divine  Providence 
sent  me  unexpected  aid — sent  me  this  woman  for  a  de- 
liverer." 

"That  woman  !"  cried  Samuel,  Father  d'Aigrigny,  and  the 
notary,  all  together. 

Rodin  alone  appeared  completely  indifferent  to  this  episode 
of  the  picture.  I  lis  face  contracted  with  angry  impatience. 
he  bit  his  nails  to  the  quick,  as  he  contemplated  with  agon) 
the  slow  pr  -  of  the  hands  of  his  watch. 

"What!  that  woman  saved  your  life?"  resumed  Father 
d'Aigrigny. 

"Yes.  this  woman,"  replied  Gabriel,  in  a  still  lower  and 
more  trembling  voice;  "this  woman — or  rather  a  woman  so 
much  resembling  her.  that  if  this  picture  had  not  been  here 
for  a  century  and  a  half,  I  should  have  felt  sure  it  was  the 
same — nor  can  I  explain  to  myself  that  so  striking  a  re- 
semblance could  be  the  effect  of  chance.     Well,"  added  he. 
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after  a  moment's  silence,  as  he  heaved  a  profound  sigh,, 
"the  mysteries  of  Nature,  and  the  will  of  God,  are  im- 
penetrable." 

Gabriel  fell  back  into  his  chair,  in  the  midst  of  a  general 
silence,  which  was  broken  by  Father  d'Aigrigny  saying,  "It 
is  a  case  of  extraordinary  resemblance ;  that  is  all,  my  dear 
son.  Only,  the  natural  gratitude  which  you  feel  towards 
your  benefactress,  makes  you  take  a  deep  interest  in  this 
singular  coincidence." 

Rodin,  bursting  with  impatience,  here  said  to  the  notary, 
by  whose  side  he  stood,  "It  seems  to  me,  sir,  that  all  this 
little  romance  has  nothing  to  do  with  the  testament." 

"You  are  right,"  answered  the  notary,  resuming  his  seat; 
"but  the  fact  is  so  extraordinary,  and  as  you  say,  romantic, 
that  one  cannot  help  sharing  in  this  gentleman's  astonish- 
ment." 

He  pointed  to  Gabriel,  who,  with  his  elbow  resting  on  the 
arms  of  the  chair,  leaned  his  forehead  upon  his  hand,  ap- 
parently quite  absorbed  in  thought.  The  notary  continued 
the  reading  of  the  will,  as  follows : — 

"  'Such  are  the  persecutions  to  which  my  family  has  been 
exposed  on  the  part  of  the  Society  of  Jesus. 

"  'The  Society  possesses  at  this  hour  the  whole  of  my  con- 
fiscated property.  I  am  about  to  die.  May  its  hatred  perish 
with  me,  and  spare  my  kindred,  whose  fate  at  this  solemn 
moment  is  my  last  and  only  thought. 

"  'This  morning  I  sent  for  a  man  of  long-tried  probity — 
Isaac  Samuel.  He  owes  his  life  to  me,  and  every  day  I  con- 
gratulate myself  on  having  been  able  to  preserve  to  the  world 
so  honest  and  excellent  a  creature. 

"  'Before  the  confiscation  of  my  property,  Isaac  Samuel 
had  long  managed  it  with  as  much  intelligence  as  upright- 
ness. I  have  entrusted  him  with  the  fifty  thousand  crowns, 
returned  to  me  by  a  faithful  friend.  Isaac  Samuel,  and  his 
descendants  after  him,  to  whom  he  will  leave  this  debt  of 
gratitude,  will  invest  the  above  sum,  and  allow  it  to  accu- 
mulate, until  the  expiration  of  the  hundred  and  fiftieth  year 
from  this  time. 

"  'The  amount  thus  accumulated  may  become  enormous, 
and  constitute  a  royal  fortune,  if  no  unfavorable  event  should 
occur.  May  my  descendants  attend  to  my  wishes,  as  to  the 
division  and  employment  of  this  immense  sum ! 

"  Tn  a  century  and  a  half,  there  happen  so  many  changes, 
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so  many  varieties  of  fortunes,  such  a  rise  and  fall  in  the 
condition  of  the  successive  generations  of  a  family,  that 
probably,  a  hundred  and  fifty  years  hence,  my  descendants 

will  belong  to  various  classes  of  society,  and  thus  represent 
the  divers  social  elements  of  their  time. 

*'  'There  may.  perhaps,  be  among  them  men  of  great  in- 
teligence,  great  courage,  or  great  virtue — learned  men,  or 
names  illustrious  in  arts  and  arms.  There  may,  perhaps, 
also  be  obscure  workmen,  or  humble  citizens — perhaps,  also, 
alas !  great  criminals. 

"'However,  this  may  be,  my  most  earnest  desire  is  that 
my  descendants  should  combine  together,  and,  reconstitut- 
ing one  family,  by  a  close  and  sincere  union,  put  into  practice 
the  divine  words  of  Christ,  "Love  ye  one  another." 

"'This  union  would  have  a  salutary  tendency;  for  it 
seems  to  me  that  upon  union,  upon  the  association  of  men 
together,  must  depend  the  future  happiness  of  mankind. 

"  'The  Company,  which  so  long  persecuted  my  family,  is 
one  of  the  most  striking  examples  of  the  power  of  associ- 
ation, even  when  applied  to  evil. 

"  'There  is  something  so  fruitful  and  divine  in  this  prin- 
ciple, that  it  sometimes  forces  to  good  the  worst  and  most 
dangerous  combinations. 

"  'Thus,  the  missions  have  thrown  a  scanty  but  pure  and 
generous  light  on  the  darkness  of  this  Company  of  Jesus — 
founded  with  the  detestable  and  impious  aim  of  destroying, 
by  a  homicidal  education,  all  will,  thought,  liberty,  and  intelli- 
gence, in  the  people,  so  as  to  deliver  them,  trembling,  super- 
stitious, brutal,  and  helpless,  to  the  despotism  of  kings,  gov- 
erned in  their  turn  by  confessors  belonging  to  the  Societv.'  " 

At  this  passage  of  the  will,  there  was  another  strange 
look  exchanged  between  Gabriel  and  Father  d'Aigrigny. 
The  notary  continued  : — 

"  'If  a  perverse  association,  based  upon  the  degradation 
of  humanity,  upon  fear  and  despotism,  and  followed  by  the 
maledictions  of  the  people,  has  survived  for  centuries,  and 
often  governed  the  world  by  craft  and  terror — how  would  it 
be  with  an  association,  which,  taking  fraternity  and  evan- 
gelic love  for  its  means,  had  for  its  end  to  deliver  man  and 
woman  from  all  degrading  slavery,  to  invite  to  the  enjoy- 
ment of  terrestrial  happiness  those  who  have  hitherto  known 
nothing  of  life  but  its  sorrows  and  miseries,  and  to  glorify 
and    enrich   the    labor    that    feeds    the    state? — to    enlighten 
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those  whom  ignorance  has  depraved? — to  favor  the  free 
expansion  of  all  the  passions,  which  God,  in  His  infinite 
wisdom,  and  inexhaustible  goodness,  gave  to  man  as  so  many 
powerful  levers? — to  sanctify  all  the  gifts  of  Heaven:  love, 
maternity,  strength,  intelligence,  beauty,  genius? — to  make 
men  truly  religious,  and  deeply  grateful  to  their  Creator,  by 
making  them  understand  the  splendors  of  Nature,  and  be- 
stowing on  them  their  rightful  share  in  the  treasures  which 
have  been  poured  upon  us  ? 

"  'Oh !  if  it  be  Heaven's  will  that,  in  a  century  and  a  half, 
the  descendants  of  my  family,  faithful  to  the  last  wishes  of 
a  heart  that  loved  humanity,  meet  in  this  sacred  union ! — 
if  it  be  Heaven's  will  that  amongst  them  be  found  charitable 
and  passionate  souls,  full  of  commiseration  for  those  who 
suffer,  and  lofty  minds,  ardent  for  liberty !  warm  and  elo- 
quent natures !  resolute  characters !  women,  who  unite  beauty 
and  wit  with  goodness — oh !  then,  how  fruitful,  how  power- 
ful will  be  the  harmonious  union  of  all  these  ideas,  and 
influences,  and  forces — of  all  these  attractions  grouped 
round  that  princely  fortune,  which,  concentrated  by  associ- 
ation, and  wisely  managed,  would  render  practicable  the 
most  admirable  Utopias ! 

"  'What  a  wondrous  centre  of  fertile  and  generous 
thoughts !  What  precious  and  life-giving  rays  would  stream 
incessantly  from  this  focus  of  charity,  emancipation,  and 
love !  What  great  things  might  be  attempted,  what  magnif- 
icent examples  given  to  the  world  !  What  a  divine  mission ! 
What  an  irresistible  tendency  towards  good  might  be  im- 
pressed on  the  whole  human  race  by  a  family  thus  situated, 
and  in  possession  of  such  means  ! 

;<  'And,  then,  such  a  beneficent  association  would  be  able 
to  combat  the  fatal  conspiracy  of  which  I  am  the  victim, 
and  which,  in  a  century  and  a  half,  may  have  lost  none  of  its 
formidable  power. 

"  'So,  to  this  work  of  darkness,  restraint,  and  despotism, 
which  weighs  heavily  on  the  Christian  world,  my  family 
would  oppose  their  work  of  light,  expansion,  and  liberty ! 

"  'The  genii  of  good  and  evil  would  stand  face  to  face. 
The  struggle  would  commence,  and  God  would  protect  the 
right. 

"  'And  that  these  immense  pecuniary  resources,  which  will 
give  so  much  power  to  my  family,  may  not  be  exhausted  by 
the  course  of  years,  my  heirs,  following  my  last  will,  are  to 
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place  out.  upon  the  same  conditions,  double  the  sum  that  I 
have  invested — so  that,  a  century  and  a  halt  later,  a  new- 
source  of  power  and  action  will  be  at  the  disposal  of  their 
de-cendants.     What  a  perpetuity  of  good! 

"  in  the  ebony  cabinet  of  the  Hall  of  Mourning  will  be 
found    some    practical    suggestions    on    the    subject    of    this 

sociation. 

"  "Such  is  my  last  will — or  rather,  such  are  my  last  hopes. 

"  'When  I  require  absolutely  that  the  members  of  my 
family  should  appear  in  person  in  the  Rue  Saint-Franc,oi-, 
on  the  dav  of  the  opening  of  this  testament,  it  is  so  that, 
united  in  that  solemn  moment,  they  may  see  and  know  each 
other.  My  words  may  then,  perhaps,  have  some  effect  upon 
them :  and.  instead  of  living  divided,  they  will  combine 
together.  It  will  be  for  their  own  interest,  and  my  wishes 
will  thus  be  accomplished. 

"  'When  1  sent,  a  few  days  ago,  to  those  of  my  family 
whom  exile  has  dispersed  over  Europe,  a  medal  on  which  is 
engraven  the  date  of  the  convocation  of  my  heirs,  a  century 
and  a  half  from  this  time,  I  was  forced  to  keep  secret  my 
true  motive,  and  only  to  tell  them,  that  my  descendants 
would  find  it  greatly  to  their  interest  to  attend  this  meeting. 

"  i  have  acted  thus,  because  I  know  the  craft  and  perse- 
verance of  the  society  of  which  I  have  been  the  victim.  If 
they  could  guess  that  my  descendants  would  hereafter  have 
to  divide  immense  sums  between  them,  my  family  would  run 
the  risk  of  much  fraud  and  malice,  through  the  fatal  recom- 
mendations handed  down  from  age  to  age  in  the  Society  of 
Jesus. 

"'May  these  precautions  be  successful!  May  the  wish, 
expressed  upon  these  medals,  be  faithfully  transmitted  from 
generation  to  generation ! 

"  'If  I  fix  a  day  and  hour,  in  which  my  inheritance  shall 
irrevocably  fall  to  those  of  my  descendants  who  shall  appear 
in  the  Rue  Saint-Francois  on  the  13th  February,  in  1832,  it  is 
that  all  delays  must  have  a  term,  and  that  my  heirs  will 
have  been  sufficiently  informed  years  before  of  the  great 
importance  of  this  meeting. 

'  'After  the  reading  of  my  testament,  the  person  who  shall 

then  l>e  the  trustee  of   the  accumulated    funds,    shall    make 

known  their  amount,  so  that,  with  the  last  stroke  of  noon, 

'hey  may  be  divided  between  my  heir>  then  and  there  present. 

'The  different   apartments   of   the   house   shall   then   be 
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opened  to  them.  They  will  see  in  them  divers  objects,  well 
worthy  of  interest,  pity,  and  respect — particularly  in  the 
Hall  of  Mourning. 

"  'My  desire  is,  that  the  house  may  not  be  sold,  but  that  it 
may  remain  furnished  as  it  is,  and  serve  as  a  place  of  meeting 
for  my  descendants,  if,  as  I  hope,  they  attend  to  my  last 
wishes. 

"  'If,  on  the  contrary,  they  are  divided  amongst  them- 
selves— if,  instead  of  uniting  for  one  of  the  most  generous 
enterprises  that  ever  signalized  an  age,  they  yield  to  the 
influence  of  selfish  passions — if  they  prefer  a  sterile  individ- 
uality to  a  fruitful  association — if,  in  this  immense  fortune, 
they  see  only  an  opportunity  for  frivolous  dissipation,  or 
sordid  interest — may  they  be  accursed  by  all  those  whom 
they  might  have  loved,  succored,  and  disfettered ! — and 
then  let  this  house  be  utterly  demolished  and  destroyed,  and 
the  papers,  of  which  Isaac  Samuel  possesses  the  inventory, 
as  well  as  the  two  portraits  in  the  Red  Room,  be  burnt  by 
the  guardian  of  the  property. 

"  'I  have  spoken.  My  duty  is  accomplished.  In  all  this, 
I  have  followed  the  counsels  of  the  man  whom  I  revere  and 
love  as  the  image  of  God  upon  earth. 

"  'The  faithful  friend,  who  preserved  for  me  the  fifty 
thousand  crowns,  the  wreck  of  my  fortune,  knows  the  use 
I  mean  to  make  of  them.  I  could  not  refuse  his  friendship 
this  mark  of  confidence.  But  I  have  concealed  from  him  the 
name  of  Isaac  Samuel — for  to  have  mentioned  it  might  have 
exposed  this  latter  and  his  descendants  to  great  dangers. 

"  'In  a  short  time,  this  friend,  who  knows  not  that  my 
resolution  to  die  is  so  near  its  accomplishment,  will  come 
hither  with  my  notary.  Into  their  hands,  after  the  usual 
formalities,  I  shall  deliver  my  sealed  testament. 

"  'Such  is  my  last  will.  I  leave  its  execution  to  the 
superintending  care  of  Providence.  God  will  protect  the 
cause  of  love,  peace,  union,  and  liberty. 

"  'This  mystic  testament,*  having  been  freely  made  by 
me,  and  written  entirely  with  my  own  hand,  I  intend  and 
will  its  scrupulous  execution  both  in  spirit  and  the  letter. 

"'This  13th  day  of  February,  1682,  at  one  o'clock  in  the 
afternoon.  "  'Marius  de  Rennepont/  " 

As   the  notary  had   proceeded  with  the  reading  of   the 


*  This  term  is  sanctioned  by  legal  usage. 
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testament.  Gabriel  was  successively  agitated  by  divers  pain- 
ful impressions.  At  first,  as  we  have  before  said,  he  was 
struck  with  the  singular  fatality  which  restored  this  immense 
fortune,  derived  from  a  victim  of  the  Society  of  Jesus,  to  the 
hands  of  that  very  association,  by  the  renewal  of  his  deed  of 
gift.  Then,  as  his  charitable  and  lofty  soul  began  fully  to 
comprehend  the  admirable  tendency  of  the  association  so 
earnestly  recommended  by  Marius  de  Rennepont,  he  reflected 
with  bitter  remorse,  that,  in  consequnce  of  his  act  of  renun- 
ciation, and  of  the  absence  of  any  other  heir,  this  great  idea 
would  never  be  realized,  and  a  fortune,  far  more  considerable 
than  had  ever  been  expected,  would  fall  to  the  share  of  an 
ill-omened  society,  in  whose  hands  it  would  become  a  terrible 
means  of  action.  At  the  same  time,  it  must  be  said  that  the 
soul  of  Gabriel  was  loo  pure  and  noble  to  feel  the  slightest 
personal  regret,  on  hearing  the  great  probable  value  of  the 
property  he  had  renounced.  He  rejoiced  rather  in  withdraw- 
ing his  mind,  by  a  touching  contrast,  from  the  thought  of 
the  wealth  he  had  abandoned,  to  the  humble  parsonage, 
where  he  hoped  to  pass  the  remainder  of  his  life,  in  the 
practice  of  most  evangelical  virtue. 

These  ideas  passed  confusedly  through  his  brain.  The 
sight  of  that  woman's  portrait,  the  dark  revelations  con- 
tained in  the  testament,  the  grandeur  of  the  views  exhibited 
in  this  last  will  of  M.  de  Rennepont,  all  these  extraordinary 
incidents  had  thrown  Gabriel  into  a  sort  of  stupor,  in  which 
he  was  still  plunged,  when  Samuel  offered  the  key  of  the 
register  to  the  notary,  saying:  "You  will  find,  sir,  in  this 
register,  the  exact  statement  of  the  sums  in  my  possession, 
derived  from  the  investment  and  accumulation  of  the  one 
hundred  and  fifty  thousand  francs,  entrusted  to  my  grand- 
father by  M.  Marius  de  Rennepont." 

"Your  grandfather!"  cried  Father  d'Aigrigny,  with  the 
utmost  surprise;  "it  is  then  your  family  that  has  always 
had  the  management  of  this  property." 

"Yes,  sir  ;  and.  in  a  few  minutes,  my  wife  will  bring  hither 
the  casket  which  contains  the  vouchers." 

"And  to  what  sum  does  this  property  amount?"  asked 
Rodin,  with  an  air  of  the  most  complete  indifference. 

"As  M.  Notary  may  convince  himself  by  this  statement," 
replied  Samuel,  with  perfect  frankness,  and  as  if  he  were 
onlv  talking  of  the  original  one  hundred  and  fifty  thousand 
francs,  "I  have  in  my  possession  various  current  securities 
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to  the  amount  of  two  hundred  and  twelve  millions,  one  hun- 
dred and  seventy " 

"You  say,  sir?"  cried  Father  d'Aigrigny,  without  giving 
Samuel  time  to  finish,  for  the  odd  money  did  not  at  all  in- 
terest his  reverence. 

"Yes,  the  sum !"  added  Rodin,  in  an  agitated  voice,  and, 
for  the  first  time,  perhaps,  in  his  life  losing  his  presence  of 
mind;  "the  sum — the  sum — the  sum!" 

"I  say,  sir,"  resumed  the  old  man,  "that  I  hold  securities 
for  two  hundred  and  twelve  millions,  one  hundred  and 
seventy-five  thousand  francs,  payable  to  self  or  bearer — as 
you  may  soon  convince  yourself,  M.  Notary,  for  here  is  my 
wife  with  the  casket." 

Indeed,  at  this  moment,  Bathsheba  entered,  holding  in  her 
arms  the  cedar-wood  chest,  which  contained  the  securities 
in  question;  she  placed  it  upon  the  table,  and  withdrew, 
after  exchanging  an  affectionate  glance  with  Samuel.  When 
the  latter  declared  the  enormous  amount  of  the  sum  in 
hand,  his  words  were  received  with  silent  stupor.  All  the 
actors  in  this  scene,  except  himself,  believed  that  they  were 
the  sport  of  some  delusion.  Father  d'Aigrigny  and  Rodin 
had  counted  upon  forty  millions.  This  sum,  in  itself  enor- 
mous, was  more  than  quintupled.  Gabriel,  when  he  heard 
the  notary  read  those  passages  in  the  testament,  which 
spoke  of  a  princely  fortune,  being  quite  ignorant  of  the 
prodigious  effects  of  eligible  investments,  had  valued  the 
property  at  some  three  or  four  millions.  He  was,  therefore, 
struck  dumb  with  amazement  at  the  exorbitant  amount 
named.  Notwithstanding  his  admirable  disinterestedness 
and  scrupulous  honor,  he  felt  dazzled  and  giddy  at  the 
thought,  that  all  these  immense  riches  might  have  belonged 
to  him — alone.  The  notary,  almost  as  much  amazed  as 
Gabriel,  examained  the  statement,  and  could  hardly  believe 
his  yes.  The  Jew  also  remained  mute,  and  seemed  painfully 
absorbed  in  thought,  that  no  other  heir  made  his  appearance. 

In  the  depth  of  this  profound  silence,  the  clock  in  the 
next  room  began  slowly  to  strike  twelve.  Samuel  started, 
and  heaved  a  deep  sigh.  A  few  seconds  more,  and  the  fatal 
term  would  be  at  an  end.  Rodin,  Father  d'Aigrigny, 
Gabriel,  and  the  notary,  were  all  under  the  influence  of  such 
complete  surprise,  that  not  one  of  them  even  remarked  how 
strange  it  was  to  hear  the  sound  of  this  clock. 

"Noon !"  cried   Rodin,  as,  by  an  involuntary  movement, 
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he  hastily  placed  his  two  hands  upon  the  casket,  as  if  to  take 
possession  of  it. 

"At  last!"  cried  Father  d'Aigrigny,  with  an  expression  of 
joy,  triumph,  transport,  which  it  is  impossible  to  describe. 

Then  he  added,  as  he  threw  himself  into  Gabriel's  arms, 
whom  he  embraced  warmly:  "Oh,  my  dear  son!  how  the 
r  will  bless  you!  You  will  be  a  second  Vincent  de  Paul. 
You  will  be  canonized,  1  promise  you." 

"Let  us  first  thank  Providence,"  said  Rodin,  in  a  grave 
and  solemn  tone,  as  he  fell  upon  his  knees,  "let  us  thank 
Providence,  that  He  has  permitted  so  much  wealth  to  be 
employed  for  His  glory!" 

Father  d'Aigrigny,  having  again  embraced  Gabriel,  took 
him  by  the  hand,  and  said:  "Rodin  is  right.  Let  us  kneel, 
my  clear  son,  and  render  thanks  to  Providence!" 

So  saying.  Father  d'Aigrigny  knelt  down,  dragging  Gabriel 
with  him,  and  the  latter,  confused  and  giddy  with  so  many 
precipitate  events,  yielded  mechanically  to  the  impulse.  It 
was  the  last  stroke  of  twelve  when  they  all  rose  together. 

Then  said  the  notary,  in  a  slightly  agitated  voice,  for 
there  was  something  extraordinary  and  solemn  in  this  scene: 
"Xo  other  heir  of  M.  Marius  de  Rennepont  having  presented 
himself,  before  noon  on  this  day.  I  execute  the  will  of  the 
testator,  by  declaring,  in  the  name  of  law  and  justice,  that 
M.  Franqois  Marie  Gabriel  de  Rennepont,  here  present,  is  the 
sole  heir  and  possessor  of  all  the  estate,  real  and  personal, 
bequeathed  under  the  said  will ;  all  which  estate  the  said 
Gabriel  de  Rennepont,  priest,  has  freely  and  voluntarily 
made  over  by  deed  of  gift  to  Frederic  Emanuel  de  Bordeville, 
Marquis  d'Aigrigny,  priest,  who  has  accepted  the  same,  and 
is,  therefore,  the  only  legal  holder  of  such  property,  in  the 
room  of  the  said  Gabriel  de  Rennepont.  by  virtue  of  the  said 
deed,  drawn  up  and  engrossed  by  me  this  morning,  and 
signed  in  my  presence  by  the  said  Gabriel  de  Rennepont  and 
Frederic  d'Aigrigny." 

At  this  moment,  the  sound  of  loud  voices  was  heard  from 
the  garden.  Bathsheba  entered  hastily,  and  said  to  her 
husband  with  an  agitated  air:  "Samuel — a  soldier — who  in- 
sists  " 

She  had  not  time  to  finish.  Dagobert  appeared  at  the 
door  of  the  Red  Room.  The  soldier  was  fearfully  pale.  He 
seemed  almost  fainting;  his  left  arm  was  in  a  sling,  and  he 
leaned  upon  Agricola.     At  sight  of  Dagobert,  the  pale  and 


662  THE    WANDERING    JEW 

flabby  eyelids  of  Rodin  were  suddenly  distended,  as  if  all  the 
blood  in  his  body  had  flowed  towards  the  head.  Then  the 
socius  threw  himself  upon  the  casket,  with  the  haste  of 
ferocious  rage  and  avidity,  as  if  he  were  resolved  to  cover  it 
with  his  body,  and  defend  it  at  the  peril  of  his  life. 


CHAPTER  XXV. 

THE      DEED      OF      GIFT. 

Father  d'Aigrigny  did  not  recognize  Dagobert,  and  had 
never  seen  Agricola.  He  could  not  therefore,  at  first  explain 
the  kind  of  angry  alarm  exhibited  by  Rodin.  But  the  rev- 
erend father  understood  it  all,  when  he  heard  Gabriel  utter 
a  cry  of  joy,  and  saw  him  rush  into  the  arms  of  the  smith, 
exclaiming :  "My  brother  !  my  second  father — oh !  it  is  heaven 
that  sends  you  to  me." 

Having  pressed  Gabriel's  hand,  Dagobert  advanced  to- 
wards Father  d'Aigrigny,  with  a  rapid  but  unsteady  step.  As 
he  remarked  the  soldier's  threatening  countenance,  the  rev- 
erend father,  strong  in  his  acquired  rights,  and  feeling  that, 
since  noon,  he  was  at  home  here,  drew  back  a  little,  and  said 
imperiously  to  the  veteran :  "Who  are  you,  sir ! — What  do 
you  want  here?" 

Instead  of  answering,  the  soldier  continued  to  advance, 
then,  stopping  just  facing  Father  d'Aigrigny,  he  looked  at 
him  for  a  second  with  such  an  astounding  mixture  of  curi- 
osity, disdain,  aversion,  and  audacity,  that  the  ex-colonel  of 
hussars  quailed  before  the  pale  face  and  glowing  eye  of  the 
veteran.  The  notary  and  Samuel,  struck  with  surprise,  re- 
mained mute  spectators  of  this  scene,  while  Agricola  and 
Gabriel  followed  with  anxiety  Dagobert's  least  movements. 
As  for  Rodin,  he  pretended  to  be  leaning  on  the  casket,  in 
order  still  to  cover  it  with  his  body. 

Surmounting  at  length  the  embarrassment  caused  by  the 
steadfast  look  of  the  soldier,  Father  d'Aigrigny  raised  his 
head,  and  repeated.  "I  ask  you,  sir,  who  you  are,  and  what 
you   want?" 

"Do  you  not  recognize  me?"  said  Dagobert,  hardly  able 
to  restrain  himself. 

"No,  sir " 
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''In  truth."  returned  the  soldier,  with  profound  contempt, 
"you  cast  down  your  eyes  for  shame,  when,  at  Leipsic,  you 
Jit  for  the  Russians  against  the  French,  and  when  Gen- 
eral Simon,  covered  with  wounds,  answered  you,  renegade 
that  you  were,  when  you  asked  him  for  his  sword,  'I  do 
not  surrender  to  a  traitor!' — and  dragged  himself  along  to 
one  of  the  Russian  grenadiers,  to  whom  he  yielded  up  his 
weapon.  Well !  there  was  then  a  wounded  soldier  by  the 
side  of  General  Simon — I  am  he." 

"In  brief,  sir,  what  do  you  want?"  said  Father  d'Aigri- 
gny.  hardly  able  to  control  himself. 

"I  have  come  to  unmask  you — you,  that  are  as  false  and 
hateful  a  priest,  as  Gabriel  is  admirable  and  beloved  by  all." 
!"  cried  the  marquis,  becoming  livid  with  rage  and 
emotion. 

"I  tell  you,  that  you  are  infamous,"  resumed  the  soldier, 
with  still  greater  force.  "To  rob  Marshal  Simon's  daughters, 
and  Gabriel,  and  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville  of  their  inheritance, 
you  have  had  recourse  to  the  most  shameful  means." 

"What  do  you  say?"  cried  Gabriel.  "The  daughters  of 
Marshal  Simon?" 

"Are  your  relations,  my  dear  boy,  as  is  also  that  worthy 
Mdlle.  de  Cardoville,  the  benefactress  of  Agricola.  Now, 
this  priest,"  he  added,  pointing  to  Father  d'Aigrigny,  "has 
had  them  shut  up — the  cne  as  mad,  in  a  lunatic  asylum — 
the  others  in  a  convent.  As  for  you,  my  dear  boy,  I  did  not 
hope  to  find  you  here,  believing  that  they  would  have  pre- 
vented you.  like  the  others,  from  coming  hither  this  morning. 
But,  thank  God,  you  are  here,  and  I  arrive  in  time.  I  should 
have  been  sooner,  but  for  my  wound.  I  have  lost  so  much 
blood,  that  I  have  done  nothing  but  faint  all  the  morning." 
"Truly!"  cried  Gabriel,  with  uneasiness.  "I  had  not  re- 
marked your  arm  in  a  sling.     What  is  the  wound?" 

At  a  sign  from  Agricola,  Dagobert  answered:  "Nothing; 
the  consequence  of  a  fall.  But  here  I  am,  to  unveil  many 
infamii  - 

It  is  impossible  to  paint  the  curiosity,  anguish,  surprise, 
or  fear,  of  the  different  actors  in  this  scene,  as  they  listened 
to  Dagobert's  threatening  words.  But  the  most  overcome 
was  Gabriel.  His  angelic  countenance  was  distorted,  his 
knees  trembled  under  him.  Struck  by  the  communication  of 
Dagobert,  which  revealed  the  existence  of  other  heirs,  he 
was  unable  to  speak  for  some  time ;  at  length,  he  cried  out, 


-564  THE    WANDERING    JEW 

in  a  tone  of  despair :  "And  it  is  I — oh,  God !  I — who  am  the 
cause  of  the  spoliation  of  this  family !" 

"You,  brother?"  exclaimed  Agricola. 

"Did  they  not  wish  to  rob  you  also?"  added  Dagobert. 

"The  will,"  cried  Gabriel,  with  increasing  agony,  "gave 
the  property  to  those  of  the  heirs  that  should  appear  before 
noon." 

"Well?"  said  Dagobert,  alarmed  at  the  emotion  of  the 
young  priest. 

"Twelve  o'clock  has  struck,"  resumed  the  latter.  "Of 
all  the  family,  I  alone  was  present.  Do  you  understand  it 
now?  The  term  is  expired.  The  heirs  have  been  thrust 
aside  by  me !" 

"By  you!"  said  Dagobert,  stammering  with  joy.  "By 
you,  my  brave  boy !  then  all  is  well." 

"But " 

"All  is  well,"  resumed  Dagobert,  radiant  with  delight. 
"You  will  share  with  the  others — I  know  you." 

"But  all  this  property  I  have  irrevocably  made  over  to 
another,"  cried  Gabriel,  in  despair. 

"Made  over  the  property !"  cried  Dagobert,  quite  petri- 
fied.    "To  whom,  then? — to  whom?" 

"To  this  gentleman,"  said  Gabriel,  pointing  to  Father 
d'Aigrigny. 

"To  him !"  exclaimed  Dagobert,  overwhelmed  by  the 
news ;  "to  him — the  renegade — who  has  always  been  the  evil 
genius  of  this  family !" 

"But,  brother,"  cried  Agricola,  "did  you  then  know  your 
claim  to  this  inheritance  ?" 

"No,"  answered  the  young  priest,  with  deep  dejection; 
"no — I  only  learned  it  this  morning,  from  Father  d'Ai- 
grigny. He  told  me,  that  he  had  only  recently  been  informed 
of  my  rights,  by  family  papers  long  ago  found  upon  me,  and 
sent  by  our  mother  to  her  confessor." 

A  sudden  light  seemed  to  dawn  upon  the  mind  of  the 
smith,  as  he  exclaimed :  "I  understand  it  all  now.  They 
discovered  in  these  papers,  that  you  would  one  day  have  a 
chance  of  becoming  rich.  Therefore,  they  interested  them- 
selves about  you — therefore,  they  took  you  into  their  col- 
lege, where  we  could  never  see  you — therefore,  they  deceived 
you  in  your  vocation  by  shameful  falsehoods,  to  force  you 
to  become  a  priest,  and  to  lead  you  to  make  this  deed  of  gift. 
Oh,  sir !"  resumed  Agricola,  turning  towards  Father  d'Ai- 
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grigny,  with  indignation.  "  my  lather  is  right — such  machi- 
nations arc  indeed  infamous !" 

During  this  scene,  the  reverend  father  and  his  socius,  at 
first  alarmed  and  shaken  in  their  audacity,  had  by  degrees 
recovered  all  their  coolness.  Rodin,  still  leaning  upon  the 
casket,  had  said  a  tew  words  in  a  low  voice  to  Father  d'Ai- 
grigny. So  that  when  Agricola.  carried  away  by  his  indigna- 
tion, reproached  the  latter  with  his  infamous  machinations, 
he  bowed  his  head  humbly,  and  answered:  "We  arc  hound 
to  forgive  injuries,  and  offer  them  to  the  Lord  as  a  mark  of 
our  humility." 

Dagobert,  confounded  at  all  he  had  just  heard,  felt  his 
reason  begin  to  wander.  After  so  much  anxiety,  his  strength 
failed  beneath  this  new  and  terrible  blow.  Agricola's  just 
and  sensible  words,  in  connection  with  certain  passages  of 
the  testament,  at  once  enlightened  Gabriel  as  to  the  views 
of  Father  d'Aigrigny.  in  taking  charge  of  his  education,  and 
leading  him  to  join  the  Society  of  Jesus.  For  the  first  time 
in  his  life.  Gabriel  was  able  to  take  in  at  a  glance  all  the 
secret  springs  of  the  dark  intrigue,  of  which  he  had  been 
the  victim.  Then,  indignation  and  desjxiir  surmounting  his 
natural  timidity,  the  missionary,  with  flashing  eye,  and 
cheeks  inflamed  with  noble  wrath,  exclaimed,  as  he  ad- 
dressed Father  d'Aigrigny:  "So,  father,  when  you  placed  me 
in  one  of  your  colleges,  it  was  not  from  any  feeling  of 
kindness  or  commiseration,  but  only  in  the  hope  of  bringing 
me  one  day  to  renounce  in  favor  of  your  Order  my  share  in 
this  inheritance:  and  it  did  not  even  suffice  you  to  sacrifice 
me  to  your  cupidity,  but  T  must  also  be  rendered  the  involun- 
tary instrument  of  a  shameful  spoliation!  If  only  I  were 
concerned — if  you  only  coveted  my  claim  to  all  this  wealth, 
I  should  not  complain.  I  am  the  minister  of  a  religion 
which  honors  and  sanctifies  poverty;  I  have  consented  to 
the  donation  in  your  favor,  and  I  have  not.  I  could  never 
have  any  claim  upon  it.  But  property  is  concerned  which 
belong  to  poor  orphans,  brought  from  a  distant  exile  by 
my  adopted  father,  and  I  will  not  see  them  wronged.  But 
the  benefactress  of  my  adopted  brother  is  concerned,  and  I 
will  not  see  her  wronged.  But  the  last  will  of  a  dying  man 
is  concerned,  who.  in  his  ardent  love  of  humanity,  bequeathed 
to  his  descendants  an  evangelic  mission — an  admirable  mis- 
sion of  progress,  love,  union,  liberty — and  I  will  not  see  this 
mission  blighted  in  its  bud.     No,  no;  I  tell  you,  that  this 
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mission  shall  be  accomplished,  though  I  have  to  cancel  the 
donation  I  have  made." 

On  these  words,  Father  d'Aigrigny  and  Rodin  looked  at 
each  other  with  a  slight  shrug  of  the  shoulders.  At  a  sign 
from  the  socius,  the  reverend  father  began  to  speak  with 
immovable  calmness,  in  a  slow  and  sanctified  voice,  keeping 
his  eyes  constantly  cast  down:  "There  are  many  incidents 
connected  with  this  inheritance  of  M.  de  Rennepont,  which 
appear  very  complicated — many  phantoms,  which  seem  un- 
usually menacing — and  yet,  nothing  could  be  really  more 
simple  and  natural.  Let  us  proceed  in  regular  order.  Let 
us  put  aside  all  these  calumnious  imputations ;  we  will  re- 
turn to  them  afterwards.  M.  Gabriel  de  Rennepont — and  I 
humbly  beg  him  to  contradict  me,  if  I  depart  in  the  least 
instance  from  the  exact  truth — M.  Gabriel  de  Rennepont,  in 
acknowledgment  of  the  care  formerly  bestowed  on  him  by 
the  society  to  which  I  have  the  honor  to  belong,  made  over 
to  me,  as  its  representative,  freely  and  voluntarily,  all  the 
property  that  might  come  to  him  one  day,  the  value  of  which 
was  unknown  to  him,  as  well  as  to  myself." 

Father  d'Aigrigny  here  looked  at  Gabriel,  as  if  appeal- 
ing to  him  for  the  truth  of  this  statement. 

"It  is  true,"  said  the  young  priest:  "I  made  this  donation 
freely." 

"This  morning,  in  consequence  of  a  private  conversation, 
which  I  will  not  repeat — and  in  this,  I  am  certain  before- 
hand, of  the  Abbe  Gabriel " 

"True,"  replied  Gabriel,  generously;  "the  subject  of  this 
conversation  is  of  little  importance." 

"It  was  then,  in  consequence  of  this  conversation  that  the 
Abbe  Gabriel  manifested  the  desire  to  confirm  this  donation 
— not  in  my  favor,  for  I  have  little  to  do  with  earthly 
wealth — but  in  favor  of  the  sacred  and  charitable  works  of 
which  our  Company  is  the  trustee.  I  appeal  to  the  honor  of 
M.  Gabriel  to  declare  if  he  have  not  engaged  himself  towards 
us,  not  only  by  a  solemn  oath,  but  by  a  perfectly  legal  act, 
executed  in  presence  of  M.  Dumesnil,  here  present?" 

"It  is  all  true,"  answered  Gabriel. 

"The  deed  was  prepared  by  me,"  added  the  notary. 

"But  Gabriel  could  only  give  you  what  belonged  to  him," 
cried  Dagobert.  "The  dear  boy  never  supposed  that  you 
were  making  use  of  him  to  rob  other  people." 

"Do  me  the  favor,  sir,  to  allow  me  to  explain  myself,"  re- 
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plied  Father  d'Aigrigny,  courteously;  "you  can  afterwards 
make  answer." 

Dagobert  repressed  with  difficulty  his  painful  impatience. 
The  reverend  father  continued:  "The  Abbe  Gabriel  has 
therefore,  by  the  double  engagement  of  an  oath  and  a  legal 
act,  confirmed  his  donation.  Much  more."  resumed  Father 
d'Aigrigny:  "when  to  his  great  astonishment  and  to  ours, 
the  enormous  amount  of  the  inheritance  became  known,  the 
Abbe  Gabriel,  faithful  to  his  own  admirable  generosity,  far 
from  repenting  of  his  gifts,  consecrated  them  once  more  by  a 
pious  movement  of  gratitude  to  Providene — for  M.  Notary 
will  doubtless  remember,  that,  after  embracing  the  Abbe 
Gabriel  with  transport,  and  telling  him  that  he  was  a  second 
Vincent  de  Paul  in  charity,  I  took  him  by  the  hand,  and  we 
both  knelt  down  together  to  thank  heaven  for  having  in- 
spired him  with  the  thought  too  offer  these  immense  riches 
to  the  Greater  Glory  of  the  Lord." 

"That  is  true,  also."  said  Gabriel,  honestly;  "so  long  as 
myself  was  concerned,  though  I  might  be  astounded  for  a 
moment  by  the  revelation  of  so  enormous  a  fortune,  I  did 
not  think  for  an  instant  of  cancelling  the  donation  I  had 
freely  made." 

"Under  these  circumstances,"  resumed  Father  d'Ai- 
grigny, "the  hour  fixed  for  the  settlement  of  the  inheritance 
having  struck,  and  Abbe  Gabriel  being  the  only  heir  that  pre- 
sented himself,  he  became  necessarily  the  only  legitimate 
possessor  of  this  immense  wealth — enormous,  no  doubt — 
and  charity  makes  me  rejoice  that  it  is  enormous,  for, 
thanks  to  it,  many  miseries  will  be  relieved  and  many  tears 
wiped  away.  But,  all  on  a  sudden,  here  comes  this  gentle- 
man," said  Father  d'Aigrigny,  pointing  to  Dagobert ;  "and, 
under  some  delusion,  which  I  forgive  from  the  bottom  of 
mv  soul,  and  which  I  am  sure  he  will  himself  regret,  ac- 
cuses me,  with  insults  and  threats,  with  having  carried  off 
(I  know  not  where)  some  persons  (I  know  not  whom),  in 
order  to  prevent  their  being  here  at  the  proper  time " 

"Yes,  I  accuse  you  of  this  infamy!"  cried  the  soldier  ex- 
asperated by  the  calmness  and  audacity  of  the  reverend 
father  :  "yes — and  I  will " 

"Once  again,  sir,  I  conjure  you  to  be  so  good  as  to  let  me 
finish  ;  you  can  reply  afterwards,"  said  Father  d'Aigrigny, 
humbly,  in  the  softest  and  most  honeyed  accents. 

"Yes,  I  will  reply,  and  confound  you !"  cried  Dagobert. 
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"Let  him  finish,  father.  You  can  speak  presently,"  said 
Agricola. 

The  soldier  was  silent  as  Father  d'Aigrigny  continued 
with  new  assurance:  "Doubtless,  if  there  should  really  be 
any  other  heirs,  besides  the  Abbe  Gabriel,  it  is  unfortunate 
for  them  that  they  have  not  appeared  in  proper  time.  And 
if,  instead  of  defending  the  cause  of  the  poor  and  needy,  I 
had  only  to  look  to  my  own  interest,  I  should  be  far  from 
availing  myself  of  this  advantage,  due  only  to  chance;  but, 
as  a  trustee  for  the  great  perils  of  the  poor,  I  am  obliged  to 
maintain  my  absolute  right  to  this  inheritance ;  and  I  do  not 
doubt  that  M.  Notary  will  acknowledge  the  validity  of  my 
claim,  and  deliver  to  me  these  securities,  which  are  now  my 
legitimate  property." 

"My  only  mission,"  replied  the  notary,  in  an  agitated 
voice,  "is  faithfully  to  execute  the  will  of  the  testator.  The 
Abbe  Gabriel  de  Rennepont  alone  presented  himself,  within 
the  term  fixed  by  the  testament.  The  deed  of  gift  is  in  due 
form ;  I  cannot  refuse,  therefore,  to  deliver  to  the  person 
named  in  the  deed  the  amount  of  the  heritage " 

On  these  words  Samuel  hid  his  face  in  his  hands,  and 
heaved  a  deep  sigh ;  he  was  obliged  to  acknowledge  the  rig- 
orous justice  of  the  notary's  observations. 

"But,  sir,"  cried  Dagobert,  addressing  the  man  of  law, 
"this  cannot  be.  You  will  not  allow  two  poor  orphans  to 
be  despoiled.  It  is  in  the  name  of  their  father  and  mother 
that  I  speak  to  you.  I  give  you  my  honor — the  honor  of  a 
soldier ! — that  they  took  advantage  of  the  weakness  of  my 
wife  to  carry  the  daughters  of  Marshal  Simon  to  a  convent, 
and  thus  prevent  me  bringing  them  here  this  morning.  It 
is  so  true,  that  I  have  already  laid  my  charge  before  a  mag- 
istrate." 

"And  wrhat  answer  did  you  receive?"  said  the  notary. 

"That  my  deposition  was  not  sufficient  for  the  law  to  re- 
move these  young  girls  from  the  convent  in  which  they 
were,  and  that  inquiries  would  be  made " 

"Yes,  sir,"  added  Agricola,  "and  it  was  the  same  with  re- 
gard to  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville,  detained  as  mad  in  a  lunatic 
asylum,  though  in  the  full  enjoyment  of  her  reason.  Like 
Marshal  Simon's  daughters,  she  too  has  a  claim  to  this  in- 
heritance. I  took  the  same  steps  for  her,  as  my  father  took 
for  Marshal  Simon's  daughters." 

"Well?"  asked  the  notary. 
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"Unfortunately,  sir,"  answered  Agricola,  "they  told  me 
as  tlu-_\-  did  my  father,  that  my  deposition  would  not  suffice, 
and  that  they  must  make  inquiries." 

At  this  moment,  Bathsheba,  having  heard  the  street-bell 
ring,  left  the  Red  Room  at  a  sign  from  Samuel.  The 
notary  resumed,  addressing  Agricola  and  his  father:  "Far 
be  it  from  me,  gentlemen,  to  call  in  question  your  good  faith  ; 
but  I  cannot,  to  my  great  regret,  attach  such  importance  to 
your  accusations,  which  are  not  supported  by  proof,  as  to 
suspend  the  regular  legal  course.  According  to  your  own 
confession,  gentlemen,  the  authorities,  to  whom  you  ad- 
dressed yourselves,  did  not  see  fit  to  interfere  on  your  depo- 
sitions, and  told  you  they  would  inquire  further.  Now, 
really,  gentlemen,  I  appeal  to  you:  how  can  I,  in  so  serious 
a  matter,  take  upon  myself  a  responsibility,  which  the  mag  • 
istrates  themselves  have  refused  to  take?" 

"Yes,  you  should  do  so,  in  the  name  of  justice  and 
honor?"  cried  Dagobert. 

"It  may  be  so,  sir,  in  your  opinion ;  but  in  my  view  of 
the  case,  I  remain  faithful  to  justice  and  honor,  by  execut- 
ing with  exactness  the  last  will  of  the  dead.  For  the  rest 
you  have  no  occasion  to  despair.  If  the  persons,  whose  in- 
terests you  represent,  consider  themselves  injured,  they  ma} 
hereafter  have  recourse  to  an  action  at  law,  against  the  person 
receiving  as  donee  of  the  Abbe  Gabriel — but  in  the  mean- 
while, it  is  my  duty  to  put  him  in  immediate  possession  of 
the  securities.  I  should  be  gravely  injured,  were  I  to  act  in 
any  other  manner." 

The  notary's  observations  seemed  so  reasonable,  that 
Samuel.  Dagobert  and  Agricola  were  quite  confounded. 
Alter  a  moment's  thought,  Gabriel  appeared  to  take  a  des- 
perate resolution,  and  said  to  the  notary,  in  a  firm  voice: 
"Since,  under  these  circumstances,  the  law  is  powerless  to 
obtain  the  right,  I  must  adopt,  sir,  an  extreme  course.  Be- 
fore doing  so,  I  will  ask  M.  l'Abbe  d'Aigrigny,  for  the  last 
time,  if  he  will  content  himself  with  that  portion  of  the 
property  which  falls  justly  to  me,  on  condition  that  the  rest 
shall  be  placed  in  safe  hands,  till  the  heirs,  whose  names 
have  been  brought  forward,  shall  prove  their  claim." 

"To  this  proposition  I  must  answer  as  I  have  done  al- 
ready." replied  Father  d'Aigrigny;  "it  is  not  I  who  am 
concerned,  but  an  immense  work  of  charity.     I  am.  there- 
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fore,  obliged  to  refuse  the  part-offer  of  the  Abbe  Gabriel, 
and  to  remind  him  of  his  engagements  of  every  kind.  _       _ 

"Then  you  refuse  this  arrangement?"  asked  Gabriel,  in 
an  agitated  voice. 

"Charity  commands  me  to  do  so." 
"You  refuse  it— absolutely  ?" 

"I  think  of  all  the  good  and  pious  institutions  that  these 
treasures  will  enable  us  to  establish  for  the  Greater  Glory 
of  the  Lord,  and  I  have  neither  the  courage  nor  the  desire  to 
make  the  least  concession."  _         . 

"Then  sir,"  resumed  the  good  priest,  in  a  still  more 
agitated  manner,  "since  you  force  me  to  it,  I  revoke  my 
donation.  I  only  intended  to  dispose  of  my  own  property, 
and  not  of  that  which  did  not  belong  to  me  _     _ 

"Take  care,  M.  l'Abbe,"  said  Father  d  Aigngny ;  I  would 
observe  that  I  hold  in  my  hand  a  written,  formal  promise 

"I  know  it,  sir;  you  have  a  written  paper,  in  which  i 
take  an  oath  never  to  revoke  this  donation,  upon  any  pre- 
text whatever,  and  on  pain  of  incurring  the  aversion  and 
contempt  of  all  honest  men.  Well,  sir !  be  it  so  said 
Gabriel,  with  deep  bitterness ;  "  I  will  expose  myself  to  all 
the  consequences  of  perjury;  you  may  proclaim  it  every- 
where. I  may  be  hated  and  despised  by  ail-but  God  will 
judge  me !"     The  young  priest  dried  a  tear,  which  trickled 

r"Oh!Sdoenot  be  afraid,  my  dear  boy!"  cried  Dagobert, 
with  reviving  hope.     "All  honest  men  will  be  on  your  side ! 
"Well  done,  brother !"  said  Agncola.  _       u 

"M    Notary,"  said  Rodin,  in  his  little  sharp  voice,    please 
to  explain  to  Abbe  Gabriel,  that  he  may  perjure  himself  as 
much  as  he  thinks  fit,  but  that  the  Civil  Code  is  much  less 
easy  to  violate  than  a  mere  promise,  which  is  only— sacred. 
"Speak,  sir,"  said  Gabriel. 

"Please  to  inform  Abbe  Gabriel,"  resumed  Rodin,  that  a 
deed  of  gift,  like  that  made  in  favor  of  Father  d .Aigngny, 
can  only  be  cancelled  for  one  of  three  reasons— is  it  not  so. 
"Yes,  sir,  for  three  reasons,"  said  the  notary 
"The  first  is  in  case  of  the  birth  of  a  child,  said  Rodin, 
"and  I  should  blush  to  mention  such  a  contingency  to  tne 
Abbe  Gabriel.  The  second  is  the  ingratitude  of  the  doner- 
and  the  Abbe  Gabriel  may  be  certain  o  our  deep  and  lasting 
gratitude.  The  last  case  is  the  non-fulfilment  of  the  wi?M 
of  the  donnor,  with  regard  to  the  employment  of  his  gilt 
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Now,  although  the  Abbe  Gabriel  may  have  suddenly  con- 
ceived a  very  bad  opinion  of  us,  he  will  at  least  give  us  some 
time  to  show  that  his  gifts  have  been  disposed  of  according 
to  his  \vi>he>,  and  applied  to  the  Greater  Glory  of  the  Lord." 

"Now,  M.  Notary,"  added  Father  d"Aigrigny,  "  it  is  for 
you  to  decide  and  say.  if  Abbe  Gabriel  can  revoke  the  dona- 
tion he  has  made." 

Just  as  the  notary  was  going  to  answer,  Bathsheba  re- 
entered the  room,  followed  bv  two  more  personages  who 
appeared  in  the  Red  Room  at  a  little  distance  from  each 
other. 


END  OF    VOLUME   I. 
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CHAPTER  XXVI. 

A  GOOD   GENIUS. 


The  first  of  the  two,  whose  arrival  had  interrupted  the 
answer  of  the  notary,  was  Faringhea.  At  sight  of  this  man's 
forbidding  countenance,  Samuel  approached,  and  said  to 
him  :    "Who  are  you.  Mr  ?" 

After  casting  a  piercing  glance  at  Rodin,  who  started  but 
soon  recovered  his  habitual  coolness,  Faringhea  replied  to 
5i  muel:  "Prince  Djalma  arrived  lately  from  India,  in  order 
to  be  present  here  this  day.  as  it  was  recommended  to  him 
by  an  inscription  on  a  medal,  which  he  wore  about  his  neck." 

"lie.  also!"  cried  Gabriel,  who  had  been  the  shipmate  of 
the  Indian  Prince  from  the  Azores,  where  the  vessel  in  which 
he  came  from  Alexandria  had  been  driven  into  port :  "he 
also  one  of  the  heirs !  In  fact,  the  prince  told  me  during  the 
voyage  that  his  mother  was  of  French  origin.  But.  doubt* 
less,  he  thought  it  right  to  conceal  from  me  the  object  of  hi* 
journey.  <  >h  !  that  Indian  is  a  noble  and  courageous  young 
man.     Where  is  he?" 

The  Strangler  again  looked  at  Rodin,  and  said,  laying 
strong  emphasis  noon  his  words:  "I  left  the  prince  yester- 
day evening.  He  informed  me  that,  although  he  had  a  great 
interest  to  be  here,  he  might  possibly  sacrifice  that  interest 
to  other  motives.  I  passed  the  night  in  the  same  hotel,  and 
this  morning,  when  I  went  to  call  on  him,  they  told  me  he 
was  already  gone  out.  My  friendship  for  him  led  me  to 
come  hither,  hoping  the  information  I  should  be  able  to  give 
might  be  of  use  to  the  prince." 
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In  making  no  mention  of  the  snare  into  which  he  had 
fallen  the  day  before,  in  concealing  Rodin's  machinations 
with  regard  to  Djalma,  and  in  attributing  the  absence  of 
this  latter  to  a  voluntary  cause,  the  Strangler  evidently 
wished  to  serve  the  socius,  trusting  that  Rodin  would  know 
how  to  recompense  his  discretion.  It  is  useless  to  observe, 
that  all  this  story  was  impudently  false.  Having  succeeded 
that  morning  in  escaping  from  his  prison  by  a  prodigious 
effort  of  cunning,  audacity,  and  skill,  he  had  run  to  the 
hotel  where  he  had  left  Djalma ;  there  he  had  learned  that 
a  man  and  woman,  of  an  advanced  age,  and  most  respectable 
appearance,  calling  themselves  relations  of  the  young  Indian, 
had  asked  to  see  him — and  that,  alarmed  at  the  dangerous 
state  of  somnolency  in  which  he  seemed  to  be  plunged,  they 
had  taken  him  home  in  their  carriage,  in  order  to  pay  him 
the  necessary  attention, 

"It  is  unfortunate,"  said  the  notary,  "that  this  heir  also 
did  not  make  his  appearance — but  he  has,  unhappily,  for- 
feited his  right  to  the  immense  inheritance  that  is  in  ques- 
tion." 

"Oh !  an  immense  inheritance  is  in  question,"  said  Farin- 
ghea,  looking  fixedly  at  Rodin,  who  prudently  turned  away 
his  eyes. 

The  second  of  the  two  personages  we  have  mentioned  en- 
tered at  this  moment.  It  was  the  father  of  Marshal  Simon, 
an  old  man  of  tall  stature,  still  active  and  vigorous  for  his 
age.  His  hair  was  white  and  thin.  His  countenance,  rather 
fresh-colored,  was  expressive  at  once  of  quickness,  mildness 
and  energy. 

Agricola  advanced  hastily  to  meet  him.  "You  here,  M, 
Simon !"  he  exclaimed. 

"Yes,  my  boy,"  said  the  marshal's  father,  cordially  press- 
ing Agricola's  hand,  "  I  have  just  arrived  from  my  journey. 
M.  Hardy  was  to  have  been  here,  about  some  matter  of  in- 
heritance, as  he  supposed ;  but,  as  he  will  still  be  absent 
from  Paris  for  some  time,  he  has  charged  me " 

"He  also  an  heir! — M.  Francis  Hardy!"  cried  Agricola, 
interrupting  the  old  workman. 

"But  how  pale  and  agitated  you  are,  my  boy !"  said  the 
marshal's  father,  looking  round  with  astonishment.  "What 
is  the  matter?" 

"What  is  the  matter?"  cried  Dagobert,  in  despair,  as  he 
approached  the  foreman.     "The  matter  is  that  they  would 
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rob  your  granddaughters,  and  that  I  have  brought  them 
from  the  depths  of  Siberia  only  to  witness  this  shameful 
deed  !" 

"Eh?"  cried  the  old  workman,  trying  to  recognize  the 
soldier's  face,  "you  are  then " 

"Dagobert."  ' 

"You — the  generous,  devoted  friend  of  my  son!"  cried 
the  marshal's  father,  pressing  the  hands  of  Dagobert  in  his 
own  with  strong  emotion;  "hut  did  you  not  speak  of  Simon's 
daughter?" 

"Of  his  daughters;  for  he  is  more  fortunate  than  he 
imagines,"  said  Dagobert.     "The  poor  children  are  twins." 

"And  where  are  they?"  asked  the  old  man. 

"In  a  convent." 

"In  a  convent  ?" 

"  1  es  ;  by  the  treachery  of  this  man,  who  keeps  them  there 
in  order  to  disinherit  them." 

"What  man?" 

"The  Marquis  d'Aigrigny." 

"My  son's  mortal  enemy!"  cried  the  old  workman,  as  he 
threw  a  glance  of  aversion  at  Father  d'Aigrignv,  whose 
audacity  did  not  fail  him. 

"And  that  is  not  all,"  added  Agricola.  "M.  Hardy,  my 
worthy  and  excellent  master,  has  also  lost  his  right  to  this 
immense  inheritance." 

"What?"  cried  .Marshal  Simon's  father:  "but  M.  Hardy 
did  not  know  that  such  important  interests  were  concerned. 
He  set  out  hastily  to  join  one  of  his  ifrends  who  was  in 
want  of  him. 

At  each  of  these  successive  revelations,  Samuel  felt  his 
trouble  increase:  but  he  couki  only  sigh  over  it.  for  the  will 
of  the  testator  was  couched,  unhappily,  in  precise  and  pos- 
itive terms. 

Father  d'Aigrigny,  impatient  to  end  this  scene,  which 
caused  him  cruel  embarrassment,  in  spite  of  his  apparent 
calmness,  said  to  the  notary,  in  a  grave  and  expressive  voice: 
"It  is  necessary,  sir,  that  all  this  should  have  an  end.  If 
calumny  could  reach  me.  I  would  answer  victoriously  by 
the  facts  that  have  just  come  to  light.  Why  attribute  to 
odious  conspiracies  the  absence  of  the  heirs,  in  whose  names 
this  soldier  and  his  son  have  so  Uncourteously  urged  their 
demands?  Why  should  such  absence  be  less  explicable  than 
the  young  Indian's,  ot"  than  M.  Hardv's.  who,  as  his  confiden 
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tial  man  has  just  told  us,  did  not  even  know  the  importance 
of  the  interests  that  called  him  hither?  Is  it  not  probable, 
that  the  daughters  of  Marshal  Simon,  and  Mdlle.  de  Cardo- 
ville  have  been  prevented  from  coming  here  to-day  by  some 
very  natural  reasons?  But,  once  again,  this  has  lasted  too 
long.  I  think  M.  Notary  will  agree  with  me,  that  this  dis- 
covery of  new  heirs  does  not  at  all  affect  the  question,  which 
I  had  the  honor  to  propose  to  him  just  now;  namely — 
whether,  as  trustee  for  the  poor,  to  whom  Abbe  Gabriel 
made  a  free  gift  of  all  he  possessed,  I  remain  notwithstand- 
ing his  tardy  and  illegal  opposition,  the  only  possessor  of  this 
property,  which  I  have  promised,  and  which  I  now  again 
promise,  in  presence  of  all  here  assembled,  to  employ  for  the 
Greater  Glory  of  the  Lord?  Please  to  answer  me  plainly, 
M.  Notary ;  and  thus  terminate  the  scene  which  must  needs 
be  painful  to  us  all." 

"Sir,"  replied  the  notary,  in  a  solemn  tone,  "on  my  soul 
and  conscience,  and  in  the  name  of  law  and  justice — as  a 
faithful  and  impartial  executor  of  the  last  will  of  M.  Marius 
de  Rennepont,  I  declare  that,  by  virtue  of  the  deed  of  gift 
of  Abbe  Gabriel  de  Rennepont,  you,  M.  l'Abbe  d'Aigrigny, 
are  the  only  possessor  of  this  property,  which  I  place  at 
your  immediate  disposal,  that  you  may  employ  the  same  ac- 
cording to  the  intention  of  the  donor." 

These  words  pronounced  with  conviction  and  gravity,  de 
stroyed  the  last  vague  hopes  that  the  representatives  of  the 
heirs  might  till  then  have  entertained.  Samuel  became  paler 
than  usual,  and  pressed  convulsively  the  hand  of  Bathsheba, 
who  had  drawn  near  to  him.  Large  tears  rolled  down  the 
cheeks  of  the  two  old  people.  Dagobert  and  Agricola  were 
plunged  into  the  deepest  dejection.  Struck  with  the  reason- 
ing of  the  notary,  who  refused  to  give  more  credence  and 
authority  to  their  remonstrances  than  the  magistrates  had 
done  before  him,  they  saw  themsleves  forced  to  abandon 
every  hope.  But  Gabriel  suffered  more  than  any  one;  he 
felt  the  most  terrible  remorse,  in  reflecting  that,  by  his 
blindness,  he  had  been  the  involuntary  cause  and  instrument 
of  this  abominable  theft. 

So,  when  the  notary,  after  having  examined  and  verified 
the  amount  of  securities  contained  in  the  cedar  box,  said  to 
Father  d'Aigrigny:   "   Take   possession,   sir,   of   this   casket 

"     Gabriel   exclaimed,   with   bitter   disappointment   and 

profound   despair :     "Alas !   one   would   fancy,   under   thes< 
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circumstances,  that  an  inexorable  fatality  pursues  all  those 
who  are  worth}-  of  interest,  affection  or  respect.  Oh,  my 
God!"  added  the  young  priest,  clasping  his  hands  with  fer- 
vor, "Thy  sovereign  justice  will  never  permit  the  triumph 
of  such  iniquity." 

It  was  as  if  heaven  had  listened  to  the  prayer  of  the  mis- 
sionary. Hardly  had  he  spoken,  when  a  strange  event  took 
place. 

Without  waiting  for  the  end  of  Gabriel's  invocation, 
Rodin,  profiting  by  the  decision  of  the  notary,  had  seized 
the  casket  in  his  arms,  unable  to  repress  a  deep  aspiration 
of  joy  and  triumph.  At  the  very  moment  when  Father 
cTAigrigny  and  his  socius  thought  themselves  at  last  in 
safe  possession  of  the  treasure,  the  door  of  the  apartment  in 
which  the  clock  had  been  heard  striking  was  suddenly  opened 

A  woman  appeared  upon  the  threshold. 

At  sight  of  her,  Gabriel  uttered  a  loud  cry,  and  remained 
as  if  thunderstruck.  Samuel  and  Bathsheba  fell  on  their 
knees  together,  and  raised  their  clasped  hands.  The  Jew 
and  Jewess  felt  inexplicable  hopes  reviving  within  them. 

All  the  other  actors  in  this  scene  appeared  struck  with 
stupor.  Rodin — Rodin  himself — recoiled  two  steps,  and  re- 
placed the  casket  on  the  table  with  a  trembling  hand. 
Though  the  incident  might  appear  natural  enough — a  woman 
appearing  on  the  threshold  of  a  door,  which  she  had  just 
thrown  open — there  was  a  pause  of  deep  and  solemn  silence. 
Every  bosom  seemed  oppressed,  and  as  if  struggling  for 
breath.  All  experienced,  at  sight  of  this  woman,  surprise 
mingled  with  fear,  and  indefinable  anxiety — for  this  woman 
was  the  living  original  of  the  portrait,  which  had  been  placed 
in  the  room  a  hundred  and  fifty  years  ago.  The  same  head- 
dress, the  same  flowing  robe,  the  same  countenance,  so  full 
of  poignant  and  resigned  grief  !  She  advanced  slowly,  and 
without  appearing  to  perceive  the  deep  impression  she  had 
caused.  She  approached  one  of  the  pieces  of  furniture, 
inlaid  with  brass,  touched  a  spring  concealed  in  the  moulding 
of  gilded  bronze,  so  that  an  upper  draw  flew  open,  and  taking 
from  it  a  sealed  parchment  envelope,  she  walked  up  to  the 
table,  and  placed  this  packet  before  the  notary,  who,  hitherto 
silent  and  motionless,  received  it  mechanically  from  her. 

Then,  casting  upon  Gabriel,  who  seemed  fascinated  by  her 
presence,  a  long,  mild,  melancholy  look,  this  woman  directed 
her  steps  towards  the  hall,  the  door  of  which  had  remained 
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open.  As  she  passed  near  Samuel  and  Bathsheba,  who 
were  still  kneeling,  she  stopped  an  instant,  bowed  her  fair 
head  towards  them,  and  looked  at  them  with  tender  solici- 
tude. Then,  giving  them  her  hands  to  kiss,  she  glided  away 
as  slowly  as  she  had  entered — throwing  a  last  glance  upon 
Gabriel.  The  departure  of  this  woman  seemed  to  break  the 
spell  under  which  all  present  had  remained  for  the  last  few 
minutes.  Gabriel  was  the  first  to  speak,  exclaiming,  in  an 
agitated  voice.     "It  is  she — again — here — in  this  house!" 

"Who,  brother?"  said  Agricola,  uneasy  at  the  pale  and 
almost  wild  looks  of  the  missionary ;  for  the  smith  had  not 
yet  remarked  the  strange  resemblance  of  the  woman  to  the 
portrait,  though  he  shared  in  the  general  feeling  of  amaze- 
ment, without  being  able  to  explain  it  to  himself.  Dagobert 
and  Faringhea  were  in  a  similar  state  of  mind. 

"Who  is  this  woman?"  resumed  Agricola,  as  he  took  the 
hand  of  Gabriel,  which  felt  damp  and  icy  cold. 

"Look !"  said  the  young  priest.  "Those  portraits  have 
been  there  for  more  than  a  century  and  a  half." 

He  pointed  to  the  paintings  before  which  he  was  now 
seated,  and  Agricola,  Dagobert,  and  Faringhea  raised  their 
eyes  to  either  side  of  the  fireplace.  Three  exclamations 
were  now  heard  at  once. 

"It  is  she — it  is  the  same  woman !"  cried  the  smith,  in 
amazement,  "and  her  portrait  has  been  here  for  a  hundred 
and  fifty  years !" 

"What  do  I  see?"  cried  Dagobert,  as  he  gazed  at  the 
portrait  of  the  man.  "The  friend  and  emissary  of  Marshal 
Simon.  Yes !  it  is.  the  same  face  that  I  saw  last  year  in 
Siberia.  Oh,  yes !  I  recognize  that  wild  and  sorrowful  air 
— those  black  eyebrows,  which  make  only  one !" 

"My  eyes  do  not  deceive  me,"  muttered  Faringhea  to 
himself,  shuddering  with  horror.  "It  is  the  same  man,  with 
the  black  mark  on  his  forehead,  that  we  strangled  and  buried 
on  the  banks  of  the  Ganges — the  same  man,  that  one  of  the 
sons  of  Bowanee  told  me,  in  the  ruins  of  Tchandi,  had  been 
met  by  him  afterwards  at  one  of  the  gates  of  Bombay — the 
man  of  the  fatal  curse,  who  scatters  death  upon  his  passage — 
and  his  picture  has  existed  for  a  hundred  and  fifty  years !" 

And,  like  Dagobert  and  Agricola,  the  stranger  could  not 
withdraw  his  eyes  from  that  strange  portrait. 

"What  a  mysterious  resemblance !"  thought  Father 
d'Aigrigny.     Then,  as  if  struck  with  a  sudden  idea,  he  said 
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to  Gabriel:  "But  Ihis  woman  is  the  same  that  saved  your 
life  in  America?" 

"It  is  the  same,"  answered  Gabriel,  with  emotion;  "and 
yet  she  told  me  she  was  going  towards  the  North,"  added 
the  young  priest,  speaking  to  himself. 

"But  how  came  she  in  this  house?"  said  Father  d'Aigrigny, 
addressing  Samuel.  "Answer  me!  did  this  woman  come 
in  with  you,  or  before  you?" 

"I  came  in  first,  and  alone,  when  this  door  was  first 
opened  since  a  century  and  half,"  said  Samuel,  gravel}-. 

"Then  how  can  you  explain  the  presence  of  this  woman 
here?"  said  Father  d'Aigrigny. 

"I  do  not  try  to  explain  it."  said  the  Jew.  "I  see,  I 
believe,  and  now  I  hope,"  added  he,  looking  at  Bathsheba 
with  an  indefinable  expression. 

"But  you  ought  to  explain  the  presence  of  this  woman!" 
said  Father  d'Aigrigny,  with  vague  uneasiness.  "Who  is 
she?     How  came  she  hither?" 

"All  I  know  is,  sir  that  my  father  has  often  told  me 
there  are  subterraneous  communications  between  this  house 
and  distant  parts  of  the  quarter." 

"Oh  !  then  nothing  can  be  clearer,"  said  Father  d'Aigrigny; 
"it  only  remains  to  be  known  what  this  woman  intends  by 
coming  hither.  As  for  her  singular  resemblance  to  this 
portrait,  it  is  one  of  the  freaks  of  nature." 

Rodin  had  shared  in  the  general  emotion,  at  the  appari- 
tion of  this  mysterious  woman.  But  when  he  saw  that  she 
had  delivered  a  sealed  packet  to  the  notary,  the  socius,  instead 
of  thinking  of  the  strangeness  of  this  unexpected  vision, 
was  only  occupied  with  a  violent  desire  to  quit  the  house 
with  the  treasure  which  had  just  fallen  to  the  Company. 
He  felt  a  vague  anxiety  at  sight  of  the  envelope  with  the 
black  seal,  which  the  protectress  of  Gabriel  had  delivered  to 
the  notary,  and  was  still  held  mechanically  in  his  hands.  The 
socius,  therefore,  judging  this  a  very  good  opportunity  to 
walk  off  with  the  casket,  during  the  general  silence  and  stupor 
which  still  continued,  .-lightly  touched  Father  d'Aigrigny's 
elbow,  made  him  a  sign  orf  intelligence,  and,  tucking  the 
cedar- wood  chest  under  his  arm,  was  hastening  towards 
the  door. 

"One  moment,  sir."  said  Samuel,  rising,  and  standing  in 
his  path:  "I  request  M.  Notary  to  examine  the  envelope, 
that  has  just  been  delivered  to  him.     You  may  then  go  out." 
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"But,  sir,"  said  Rodin,  trying  to  force  a  passage,  "the 
question  is  definitively  decided  in  favor  of  Father  d'Aigrigny. 
Therefore,  with  your  permission " 

"I  tell  you,  sir,''  answered  the  old  man,  in  a  loud  voice: 
"that  this  casket  shall  not  leave  the  house,  until  M.  Notary 
has  examined  the  envelope  just  delivered  to  him!" 

These  words  drew  the  attention  of  all.  Rodin  was  forced 
to  retrace  his  steps.  Notwithstanding  the  firmness  of  his 
character,  the  Jew  shuddered  at  the  look  of  implacable  hate 
which  Rodin  turned  upon  him  at  this  moment. 

Yielding  to  the  wish  of  Samuel,  the  notary  examined  the 
envelope  with  attention.  "Good  Heaven !"  he  cried  sud- 
denly;  "what  do  I  see? — Ah!  so  much  the  better!" 

At  this  exclamation,  all  eyes  turned  upon  the  notary.  "Oh  ! 
read,  read,  sir!"  cried  Samuel,  clasping  his  hands  together. 
"My  presentiments  have  not  then  deceived  me!" 

"But,  sir,"  said  Father  d'Aigrigny  to  the  notary,  for  he 
began  to  share  in  the  anxiety  of  Rodin,  "what  is  this  paper?" 

"A  codicil,"  answered  the  notary;  "a  codicil,  which  re- 
opens the  whole  question." 

"How,  sir?"  cried  Father  d'Aigrigny,  in  a  fury,  as  he 
hastily  drew  nearer  to  the  notary,  "reopens  the  whole  ques- 
tion! '   By  what  right?" 

"It  is  impossible,"  added  Rodin.  "We  protest  against 
it." 

"Gabriel !  father !  listen,"  cried  Agricola,  "all  is  not  lost. 
There  is  yet  hope.  Do  you  hear,  Gabriel?  There  is  yet 
hope." 

"What  do  you  say?"  exclaimed  the  young  priest,  rising, 
and  hardly  believing  the  words  of  his  adopted  brother. 

"Gentlemen,"  said  the  notary;  "I  will  read  to  you  the 
superscription  of  this  envelope.  It  changes,  or  rather,  it 
-adjourns,  the  whole  of  the  testamentary  provisions." 

"Gabriel!"  cried  Agricola,  throwing  himself  on  the  neck 
-of  the  missionary,  "all  is  adjourned,  nothing  is  lost!" 

"Listen,  gentlemen,"  said  the  notary;  and  he  read  as 
follows : 

'This  is  a  Codicil,  which  for  reasons  herein  stated,  adjourns  and 
prorogues  to  the  1st  day  of  June,  1832,  though  without  any  other 
change,  all  the  provisions  contained  in  the  testament  made  by  me,  at 
one  o'clock  this  afternoon.     The  house  shall  be  reclosed,  and  the  funds 
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left  in  the  hands  of  the  same  trustee,  to  be  distributed  to  the  rightful 
claimants  on  the  1st  of  June,  1832. 

"  "Yilletaneuse,  this  13th  of  February,  1682,  eleven  o'clock  at  night. 

"  'Marius  de  Rennepont.'  " 

"I  protest  against  this  codicil  as  a  forgery!"  cried  Father 
d'Aigrigny  livid  with  rage  and  despair. 

"The  woman  who  delivered  it  to  the  notary  is  a  suspicious 
character."  added  Rodin.     "The  codicil  has  been  forged."' 

"No,  sir,"  said  the  notary,  severely;  "I  have  just  com- 
pared the  two  signatures,  and  they  are  absolutely  alike.  For 
the  rest — what  I  said  this  morning,  with  regard  to  the  absent 
heirs,  is  now  applicable  to  you — the  law  is  open ;  you  may 
dispute  the  authenticity  of  this  codicil.  Meanwhile,  every- 
thing will  remain  suspended — since  the  term  for  the  adjust- 
ment of  the  inheritance  is  prolonged  for  three  months  and 
a  half." 

When  the  notary  had  uttered  these  last  words,  Rodin's 
nails  dripped  blood ;  for  the  first  time,  his  wan  lips  became 
red. 

"Oh,  God  !  Thou  hast  heard  and  granted  my  prayer  !"  cried 
Gabriel,  kneeling  down  with  religious  fervor,  and  turning 
his  angelic  face  towards  heaven.  '"Thy  sovereign  justice  has 
not  let  iniquity  triumph!" 

"What  do  you  say,  my  brave  boy?"  cried  Dagobert,  who, 
in  the  first  tumult  of  joy,  had  not  exactly  understood  the 
meaning  of  the  codicil. 

"All  is  put  off,  father !"  exclaimed  the  smith ;  "the  heirs 
will  have  three  months  and  a  half  more  to  make  their  claim. 
And  now  that  these  people  are  unmasked,"  added  Agricola, 
pointing  to  Rodin  and  Father  d'Aigrigny,  "we  have  nothing 
more  to  fear  from  them.  We  shall  be  on  our  guard :  and 
the  orphans,  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville.  my  worthy  master,  M. 
Hardy,  and  this  young  Indian,  will  all  recover  their  own." 
******* 

We  must  renounce  the  attempt  to  paint  the  delight,  the 
transport  of  Gabriel  and  Agricola.  of  Dagobert.  and  Marshal 
Simon's  father,  of  Samuel  and  Bathsheba.  Farin^hea  alone 
remained  in  gloomy  silence,  before  the  portrait  of  the  man 
with  the  black-barred  forehead.  As  for  the  fury  of  Father 
d'Aigrigny  and  Rodin,  when  they  saw  Samuel  retake  pos- 
session of  the  casket,  we  must  also  renounce  any  attempt  tc 
describe  it.     On  the  notary's  suggestion,  who  took  with  hiru 
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the  codicil,  to  have  it  opened  according  to  the  formalities  of 
the  law,  Samuel  agreed  that  it  would  be  more  prudent  to 
deposit  in  the  Bank  of  France  the  securities  of  immense 
value  that  were  now  known  to  be  in  his  possession. 

While  all  the  generous  hearts,  which  had  for  a  moment 
suffered  so  much,  were  overflowing  with  happiness,  hope, 
and  joy,  Father  d'Aigrigny  and  Rodin  quitted  the  house 
with  rage  and  death  in  their  souls.  The  reverend  father 
got  into  his  carriage,  and  said  to  his  servants :  "To  Saint- 
Dizier  House !" — Then,  worn  out  and  crushed,  he  fell  back 
upon  the  seat,  and  hid  his  face  in  his  hands,  while  he  uttered 
a  deep  groan.  Rodin  sat  next  to  him,  and  looked  with  a 
mixture  of  anger  and  disdain  at  this  so  dejected  and  broken- 
spirited  man. 

"The  coward!"  said  he  to  himself.     "He  despairs — and 

yet 

******* 

A  quarter  of  an  hour  later,  the  carriage  stopped  in  the 
Rue  de  Babylone,  in  the  court-yard  of  Saint-Dizier  House. 


CHAPTER  XXVII. 

THE  FIRST  LAST,  AND  THE  LAST  FIRST. 

The  carriage  had  travelled  rapidly  to  Saint-Dizier  House. 
During  all  the  way,  Rodin  remained  mute,  contenting  him- 
self with  observing  Father  d'Aigrigny,  and  listening  to  him, 
as  he  poured  forth  his  grief  and  fury  in  a  long  monologue, 
interrupted  by  exclamations,  lamentations,  and  bursts  of 
rage,  directed  against  the  strokes  of  that  inexorable  destiny, 
which  had  ruined  in  a  moment  the  best  founded  hopes. 
When  the  carriage  entered  the  court-yard,  and  stopped  before 
the  portico,  the  princess's  face  could  be  seen  through  one  of 
the  windows,  half  hidden  by  the  folds  of  a  curtain;  in  her 
burning  anxiety,  she  came  to  see  if  it  was  really  Father 
d'Aigrigny  who  arrived  at  the  house.  Still  more,  in  defiance 
of  all  ordinary  rules,  this  great  lady,  generally  so  scrupu- 
lous as  to  appearances,  hurried  from  her  apartment,  and 
descended  several  steps  of  the  staircase,  to  meet  Father 
d'Aigrigny,  who  was  coming  up  with  a  dejected  air.  At 
sight  of  the  livid  and  agitated  countenance  of  the  reverend 
father,  the  princess  stopped  suddenly,  and  grew  pale.  She 
suspected  that  all  was  lost.     A  look  rapidly  exchanged  with 
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her  old  lover  left  her  no  doubt  of  the  issue  she  so  much 
feared.  Rodin  humbly  followed  the  reverend  lather,  and 
both,  preceded  by  the  princess,  entered  the  room.  The  door 
once  closed,  the  princess,  addressing  Father  d'Aigrigny, 
exclaimed  with  unspeakable  anguish :  "What  has  happened?" 

Instead  of  answering  this  question,  the  reverend  father, 
his  eyes  sparkling  with  rage,  his  lips  white,  his  features 
contracted,  looked  fixedly  at  the  princess,  and  said  to  her : 
"Do  you  know  the  amount  of  this  inheritance,  that  we 
estimated  at  forty  millions?" 

"I  understand,"  cried  the  princess;  "we  have  been  de- 
ceived. The  inheritance  amounts  to  nothing,  and  all  you 
have  done  has  been  in  vain." 

"Yes,  it  has  indeed  been  in  vain,"  answered  the  reverend 
father,  grinding  his  teeth  with  rage ;  "it  was  no  question  of 
forty  millions,  but  of  two  hundred  and  twelve  millions." 

"Two  hundred  and  twelve  millions !"  repeated  the  princess 
in  amazement,  as  she  drew  back  a  step.    "It  is  impossible !" 

"I  tell  you  I  saw  the  vouchers,  which  were  examined  by 
the  notary." 

"Two  hundred  and  twelve  millions?"  resumed  the  prin- 
cess, with  deep  dejection.  "It  is  an  immense  and  sovereign 
power — and  you  have  renounced — you  have  not  struggled 
for  it,  by  every  possible  means,  and  till  the  last  moment  ?" 

".Madame,  I  have  done  all  that  I  could! — notwithstanding 
the  treachery  of  Gabriel,  who  this  very  morning  declared 
that  he  renounced  us,  and  separated  from  the  Society." 

"Ungrateful !"  said  the  princess,  unaffectedly. 

"The  deed  of  gift,  which  I  had  the  precaution  to  have 
prepared  by  the  notary,  was  in  such  good,  legal  form,  that 
in  spite  of  the  objections  of  that  accursed  soldier  and  his  son, 
the  notary  had  put  me  in  possession  of  the  treasure." 

"Two  hundred  and  twelve  millions!"  repeated  the  prin- 
cess clasping  her  hands.     "Verily  it  is  like  a  dream  !" 

"Yes."  replied  Father  d'Aigrigny,  bitterly,  "for  us.  this 
possession  is  indeed  a  dream,  for  a  codicil  has  been  dis- 
covered, which  puts  off  for  three  months  and  a  half  all  the 
testamentary  provisions.  Now  that  our  very  precautions 
have  roused  the  suspicion  of  all  these  heirs — now  that  they 
know  the  enormous  amount  at  stake — they  wiU  be  uporj 
their  guard  !  and  all  is  lost." 

"But  who  is  the  wretch  that  produced  this  codicil  ?" 

"A  woman." 
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"What  woman?" 

"Some  wandering  creature,  that  Gabriel  says  he  met  in 
America,  where  she  saved  his  life." 

"And  how  could  this  woman  be  there — how  could  she 
know  the  existence  of  this  codicil?" 

"I  think  it  was  all  arranged  with  a  miserable  Jew,  the 
guardian  of  the  house,  whose  family  has  had  charge  of  the 
funds  for  three  generations ;  he  had  no  doubt  some  secret 
instructions,  in  case  he  suspected  the  detention  of  any  of  the 
heirs,  for  this  Marius  de  Rennepont  had  foreseen  that  our 
Company  would  keep  their  eyes  upon  his  race." 

"But  can  you  not  dispute  the  validity  of  this  codicil?" 

"What,  go  to  law  in  these  times — litigate  about  a  will — 
incur  the  certainty  of  a  thousand  clamors,  with  no  security 
for  success? — It  is  bad  enough,  that  even  this  should  get 
wind.  Alas !  it  is  terrible.  So  near  the  goal !  after  so  much 
care  and  trouble.  An  affair  that  had  been  followed  up  with 
so  much  perseverance  during  a  century  and  a  half !" 

"Two  hundred  and  twelve  millions !"  said  the  princess. 
"The  Order  would  have  had  no  need  to  look  for  establish- 
ments in  foreign  countries ;  with  such  resources,  it  would 
have  been  able  to  impose  itself  upon  France." 

"Yes,"  resumed  Father  d'Aigrigny,  with  bitterness;  "by 
means  of  education,  we  might  have  possessed  ourselves  of 
the  rising  generation.  The  power  is  altogether  incalculable." 
Then,  stamping  with  his  foot,  he  resumed :  "I  tell  you,  that 
it  is  enough  to  drive  one  mad  with  rage!  an  affair  so  wisely, 
ably,  patiently  conducted !" 

"Is  there  no  hope?" 

"Only  that  Gabriel  may  not  revoke  his  donation,  in  as  far 
as  concerns  himself.  That  alone  would  be  a  considerable 
sum — not  less  than  thirty  millions." 

"It  is  enormous — it  is  almost  what  you  hoped,"  said  the 
princess;  "then  why  despair?" 

"Because  it  is  evident  that  Gabriel  will  dispute  this  dona- 
tion. However  legal  it  may  be,  he  will  find  means  to  annul 
it,  now  that  he  is  free,  informed  as  to  our  designs,  and  sur- 
rounded by  his  adopted  family.  I  tell  you,  that  all  is  lost. 
There  is  no  hope  left.  I  think  it  will  be  even  prudent  to  write 
to  Rome,  to  obtain  permission  to  leave  Paris  for  a  while. 
This  town  is  odious  to  me!" 

"Oh,  yes !  I  see  that  no  hope  is  left — since  you,  my  friend, 
have  decided  almost  to  fly." 
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Father  d'Aigrigny  was  completely  discouraged  and  broken 
down;  this  terrible  blow  had  destroyed  all  life  and  energy 
within  him.  He  threw  himself  back  in  an  arm-chair,  quite 
overcome.  During  the  preceding  dialogue,  Rodin  was  stand- 
ing humbly  near  the  door,  with  his  old  hat  in  his  hand. 
Two  or  three  times,  at  certain  passages  in  the  conversation 
between  Father  d'Aigrigny  and  the  princess,  the  cadaverous 
face  of  the  socius,  whose  wrath  appeared  to  be  concentrated, 
was  slightly  flushed,  and  his  flappy  eyelids  were  tinged  with 
red,  as  if  the  blood  mounted  in  consequence  of  an  interior 
struggle ;  but,  immediately  after,  his  dull  countenance 
resumed  its  pallid  blue. 

"I  must  write  instantly  to  Rome,  to  announce  this  defeat, 
which  has  become  an  event  of  the  first  importance,  because 
it  overthrows  immense  hopes,"  said  Father  d'Aigrigny,  much 
depressed. 

The  reverend  father  had  remained  seated ;  pointing  to  a 
table,  he  said  to  Rodin,  with  an  abrupt  and  haughty  air: 
"Write!" 

The  socius  placed  his  hat  on  the  ground,  answered  with  a 
respectful  bow  the  command,  and  with  stooping  head  and 
slanting  walk,  went  to  seat  himself  on  a  chair,  that  stood 
before  a  desk.  Then,  taking  pen  and  paper,  he  waited,  silent 
and  motionless,  for  the  dictation  of  his  superior. 

"With  your  permission,  princess?"  said  Father  d'Aigrigny 
to  Madame  de  Saint-Dizier.  The  latter  answered  by  an  im- 
patient wave  of  the  hand,  as  if  she  reproached  him  for  the 
formal  demand  at  such  a  time.  The  reverend  father  bowed, 
and  dictated  these  words  in  a  hoarse  and  hollow  voice :  "All 
our  hopes,  which  of  late  had  become  almost  certainties,  have 
been  suddenly  defeated.  The  affair  of  the  Rennepont  inher- 
itance, in  spite  of  all  the  care  and  skill  employed  upon  it, 
has  completely  and  finally  failed.  At  the  point  to  which 
matters  had  been  brought,  it  is  unfortunately  worse  than  a 
failure ;  it  is  a  most  disastrous  event  for  the  Society,  which 
was  clearly  entitled  to  this  property,  fraudulently  withdrawn 
from  a  confiscation  made  in  our  favor.  My  conscience  at 
least  bears  witness,  that,  to  the  last  moment,  I  did  all  that 
was  possible  to  defend  and  secure  our  rights.  But  I  repeat, 
we  must  consider  this  important  affair  as  lost  absolutely 
and  forever,  and  think  no  more  about  it." 

Thus  dictating,  Father  d'Aigrigny's  back  was  turned  to- 
wards Rodin.     At  a  sudden  movement  made  by  the  socius, 


14  THE   WANDERING   JEW 

in  rising  and  throwing  his  pen  upon  the  table,  instead  of 
continuing  to  write,  the  reverend  father  turned  round,  and, 
looking  at  Rodin  with  profound  astonishment,  said  to  him: 
"Well!  what  are  you  doing?" 

"It  is  time  to  end  this — the  man  is  mad !"  said  Rodin  to 
himself,  as  he  advanced  slowly  towards  the  fireplace. 

"What!  you  quit  your  place — you  cease  writing?"  said 
the  reverend  father,  in  amazement.  Then,  addressing  the. 
princess,  who  shared  in  his  astonishment,  he  added,  as  he 
glanced  contemptuously  at  the  socius,  "He  is  losing  his 
senses." 

"Forgive  him,"  replied  Mme.  de  Saint-Dizier ;  "it  is,  no 
doubt,  the  emotion  caused  by  the  ruin  of  this  affair." 

"Thank  the  princess,  return  to  your  place,  and  continue 
to  write,"  said  Father  d'Aigrigny  to  Rodin,  in  a  tone  of 
disdainful  compassion,  as,  with  imperious  finger,  he  pointed 
to  the  table. 

The  socius,  perfectly  indifferent  to  this  new  order, 
approached  the  fireplace,  drew  himself  up  to  his  full  height 
as  he  turned  his  arched  back,  planted  himself  firmly  on  his 
legs,  stamped  on  the  carpet  with  the  heel  of  his  clumsy, 
greasy  shoes,  crossed  his  hands  beneath  the  flaps  of  his  old, 
spotted  coat,  and,  lifting  his  head,  looked  fixedly  at  Father 
d'Aigrigny.  The  socius  had  not  spoken  a  word,  but  his 
hideous  countenance,  now  flushed,  suddenly  revealed  such 
a  sense  of  his  superiority,  and  such  sovereign  contempt  for 
Father  d'Aigrigny,  mingled  with  so  calm  and  serene  a 
daring,  that  the  reverend  father  and  the  princess  were  quite 
confounded  by  it.  They  felt  themselves  overawed  by  this 
little  old  man,  so  sordid  and  so  ugly.  Father  d'Aigrigny 
knew  too  well  the  customs  of  the  Company,  to  believe  his 
humble  secretary  capable  of  assuming  so  suddenly  these 
airs  of  transcendent  superiority  without  a  motive,  or  rather, 
without  a  positive  right.  Late,  too  late,  the  reverend  father 
perceived,  that  this  subordinate  agent  might  be  partly  a  spy, 
partly  an  experienced  assistant,  who,  according  to  the  con- 
stitutions of  the  Order,  had  the  power  and  mission  to  depose 
and  provisionally  replace,  in  certain  urgent  cases,  the 
incapable  person  over  whom  he  was  stationed  as  a  guard. 
The  reverend  father  was  not  deceived.  From  the  general 
to  the  provincials,  and  to  the  rectors  of  the  colleges,  all  the 
superior  members  of  the  Order  have  stationed  near  them, 
often  without  their  knowledge,  and  in  apparently  the  lowest 
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capacities,  men  able  to  assume  their  functions  at  any  given 
moment,  and  who,  with  this  view,  constantly  keep  up  a  direct 
correspondence  with  Rome. 

From  the  moment  Rodin  had  assumed  this  position,  the 
manners  of  Father  d'Aigrigny,  generally  so  haughty,  under- 
went a  change.  Though  it  cost  him  a  good  deal,  he  said 
with  hesitation,  mingled  with  deference:  "You  have,  no 
doubt,  the  right  to  command  me — who  hitherto  have  com- 
manded." Rodin,  without  answering,  drew  from  his  well- 
rubbed  and  greasy  pocket-book  a  slip  of  paper,  stamped 
upon  both  sides,  on  which  were  written  several  lines  in 
Latin.  When  he  had  read  it,  Father  d'Aigrigny  pressed 
this  paper  respectfully,  even  religiously,  to  his  lips :  then 
returned  it  to  Rodin,  with  a  low  bow.  When  he  again 
raised  his  head,  he  was  purple  with  shame  and  vexation. 
Notwithstanding  his  habits  of  passive  obedience  and  immu- 
table respect  for  the  will  of  the  Order,  he  felt  a  bitter  and 
violent  rage  at  seeing  himself  thus  abruptly  deposed  from 
power.  That  was  not  all.  Though,  for  a  long  time  past, 
all  relations  in  gallantry  had  ceased  between  him  and  Mme. 
de  Saint-Dizier.  the  latter  was  not  the  less  a  woman ;  and 
for  him  to  suffer  this  humiliation  in  presence  of  a  woman 
■was,  undoubtedly,  cruel,  as,  notwithstanding  his  entrance 
into  the  Order,  he  had  not  wholly  laid  aside  the  character  of 
man  of  the  world.  Moreover,  the  princess,  instead  of 
appearing  hurt  and  offended  by  this  sudden  transformation 
of  the  superior  into  a  subaltern,  and  of  the  subaltern  into  a 
superior,  looked  at  Rodin  with  a  sort  of  curiosity  mingled 
with  interest.  As  a  woman — as  a  woman,  intensely  ambi- 
tious, seeking  to  connect  herself  with  every  powerful  in- 
fluence— the  princess  loved  this  strange  species  of  contrast. 
She  found  it  curious  and  interesting  to  see  this  man,  almost 
in  rags,  mean  in  appearance,  and  ignobly  ugly,  and  but 
lately  the  most  humble  of  subordinates,  look  down  from  the 
height  of  his  superior  intelligence  upon  the  nobleman  by 
birth,  distinguished  for  the  elegance  of  his  manners,  and 
just  before  so  considerable  a  personage  in  the  Society.  From 
that  moment,  as  the  more  important  personage  of  the  two, 
Rodin  completely  took  the  place  of  Father  d'Aigrigny  in 
the  princess's  mind.  The  first  pang  of  humiliation  over,  the 
reverend  father,  though  his  pride  bled  inwardly,  applied  all 
his  knowledge  of  the  world  to  behave  with  redoubled  courtesy 
towards  Rodin,  who  had  become  his  superior  by  this  abrupt 
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change  of  fortune.  But  the  ex-socius,  incapable  of  appre- 
ciating, or  rather  of  acknowledging,  such  delicate  shades 
of  manner,  established  himself  at  once,  firmly,  imperiously, 
brutally,  in  his  new  position,  not  from  any  reaction  of 
offended  pride,  but  from  a  consciousness  of  what  he  was 
really  worth.  A  long  acquaintance  with  Father  d'Aigrigny 
had  revealed  to  him  the  inferiority  of  the  latter. 

"You  threw  away  your  pen,"  said  Father  d'Aigrigny  to 
Rodin  with  extreme  deference,  "while  I  was  dictating  a 
note  for  Rome.  Will  you  do  me  the  favor  to  tell  me  how  I 
have  acted  wrong?" 

"Directly,"  replied  Rodin,  in  his  sharp,  cutting  voice. 
"For  a  long  time  this  affair  appeared  to  me  above  your 
strength ;  but  I  abstained  from  interfering.  And  yet  what 
mistakes !  what  poverty  of  invention ;  w7hat  coarseness  in 
the  means  employed  to  bring  it  to  bear !" 

"I  can  hardly  understand  your  reproaches,"  answered 
Father  d'Aigrigny,  mildly,  though  a  secret  bitterness  made 
its  way  through  his  apparent  submission.  "Was  not  the 
success  certain,  had  it  not  been  for  this  codicil?  Did  you 
not  yourself  assist  in  the  measures  that  you  now  blame?" 

"You  commanded,  then,  and  it  was  my  duty  to  obey. 
Besides,  you  were  just  on  the  point  of  succeeding — not 
because  of  the  means  you  had  taken — but  in  spite  of  those 
means,  with  all  their  awkward  and  revolting  brutality." 

"Sir — you  are  severe,"  said  Father  d'Aigrigny. 

"I  am  just.  One  has  to  be  prodigiously  clever,  truly,  to 
shut  up  any  one  in  a  room,  and  then  lock  the  door !  And 
yet,  what  else  have  you  done?  The  daughters  of  General 
Simon? — imprisoned  at  Leipsic,  shut  up  in  a  convent  at 
Paris !  Adrienne  de  Cardoville  ? — placed  in  confinement. 
Sleepinbuff — put  in  prison.  Djalma? — quieted  by  a  narcotic. 
One  only  ingenious  method,  and  a  thousand  times  safer, 
because  it  acted  morally,  not  materially,  was  employed  to 
remove  M.  Hardy.  As  for  your  other  proceedings — they 
were  all  bad,  uncertain,  dangerous.  Why?  Because  they 
were  violent,  and  violence  provokes  violence.  Then  it  is  no 
longer  a  struggle  of  keen,  skilful,  persevering  men,  seeing 
through  the  darkness  in  which  they  walk,  but  a  match  of 
fisticuffs  in  broad  day.  Though  we  should  be  always  in 
action,  we  should  always  shrink  from  view;  and  yet  you 
could  find  no  better  plan  than  to  draw  universal  attention 
to  us  by  proceedings  at  once  open  and  deplorably  notorious. 
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To  make  them  more  secret,  you  call  in  the  guard,  the  com- 
missary of  police,  the  jailers,  for  your  accomplices.  It  is 
pitiable,  sir ;  nothing  but  the  most  brilliant  success  could 
cover  such  wretched  folly ;  and  this  success  has  been 
wanting." 

"Sir,"  said  Father  d'Aigrigny,  deeply  hurt,  for  the  Prin- 
cess de  Saint-Dizier,  unable  to  conceal  the  sort  of  admiration 
caused  in  her  by  the  plain,  decisive  words  of  Rodin,  looked 
at  her  old  lover,  with  an  air  that  seemed  to  say,  "He  is 
right ;" — "sir,  you  are  more  than  severe  in  your  judgment ; 
and,  notwithstanding  the  deference  I  owe  to  you,  I  must 
observe,  that  I  am  not  accustomed " 

"There  are  many  other  things  to  which  you  are  not 
accustomed,"  said  Rodin,  harshly  interrupting  the  reverend 
father;  "but  you  will  accustom  yourself  to  them.  You  have 
hitherto  had  a  false  idea  of  your  own  value.  There  is 
the  old  leaven  of  the  soldier  and  the  worlding  fermenting 
within  you,  which  deprives  your  reason  of  the  coolness, 
lucidity,  and  penetration  that  it  ought  to  possess.  You  have 
been  a  fine  military  officer,  brisk  and  gay,  foremost  in  wars 
and  festivals,  with  pleasures  and  women.  These  things 
have  half  worn  you  out.  You  will  never  be  anything  but  a 
subaltern ;  you  have  been  thoroughly  tested.  You  will  always 
want  that  vigor  and  concentration  of  mind  which  governs 
men  and  events.  That  vigor  and  concentration  of  mind 
I  have — and  do  you  know  why  ?  It  is  because,  solely  devoted 
to  the  service  of  the  Company,  I  have  always  been  ugly, 
dirty,  unloved,  unloving — I  have  all  my  manhood  about  me!" 

In  pronouncing  these  words,  full  of  cynical  pride,  Rodin 
was  truly  fearful.  The  princess  de  Saint-Dizier  thought 
him  almost  handsome  by  his  energy  and  audacity. 

Father  d'Aigrigny,  feeling  himself  overawed,  invincibly 
and  inexorably,  by  this  diabolical  being,  made  a  last  effort  to 
resist  and  exclaimed,  "Oh !  sir,  these  boastings  are  no  proofs 
of  valor  and  power.    We  must  see  you  at  work." 

"Yes,"  replied  Rodin,  coldly;  "do  you  know  at  what 
work?"  Rodin  was  fond  of  this  interrogative  mode  of 
expression.    "Why,  at  the  work  that  you  so  basely  abandon." 

"What!"  cried  the  Princess  de  Saint-Dizier;  for  Father 
d'Aigrigny,  stupefied  at  Rodin's  audacity,  was  unable  to  utter 
a  word. 

"I   say,"   resumed   Rodin,   slowly,   "that   I    undertake   to 
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bring  to  a  good  issue  this  affair  of  the  Rennepont  inheritance, 
which  appears  to  you  so  desperate." 

"You?"  cried  Father  d'Aigrigny.     "You?" 

"But  they  have  unmasked  our  manoeuvres." 

"So  much  the  better ;  we  shall  be  obliged  to  invent  others." 

"But  they  will  suspect  us  in  everything." 

"So  much  the  better;  the  success  that  is  difficult  is  the 
most  certain." 

"What!  do  you  hope  to  make  Gabriel  consent  not  to 
revoke  his  donation,  which  is  perhaps  illegal?" 

"I  mean  to  bring  in  to  the  coffers  of  the  Company  the 
whole  of  the  two  hundred  and  twelve  millions,  of  which  they 
wish  to  cheat  us.    Is  that  clear?" 

"It  is  clear — but  impossible." 

"And  I  tell  you  that  it  is,  and  must  be  possible.  Do  you 
not  understand,  short-sighted  as  you  are !"  cried  Rodin, 
animated  to  such  a  degree  that  his  cadaverous  face  became 
slightly  flushed ;  "do  you  not  understand  that  it  is  no  longer 
in  our  choice  to  hesitate?  Either  these  two  hundred  and 
twelve  millions  must  be  ours — and  then  the  re-establish- 
ment of  our  sovereign  influence  in  France  is  sure — for,  in 
these  venal  times,  with  such  a  sum  at  command,  you  may 
bribe  or  overthrow  a  government,  or  light  up  the  flame  of 
civil  war,  and  restore  legitimacy,  which  is  our  natural  ally, 
and,  owing  all  to  us,  would  give  us  all  in  return " 

"That  is  clear,"  cried  the  princess,  clasping  her  hands  in 
admiration. 

"If,  on  the  contrary,"  resumed  Rodin,  "these  two  hundred 
and  twelve  millions  fall  into  the  hands  of  the  family  of  the 
Renneponts,  it  will  be  our  ruin  and  our  destruction.  We 
shall  create  a  stock  of  bitter  and  implacable  enemies.  Have 
you  not  heard  the  execrable  designs  of  that  Rennepont,  with 
regard  to  the  association  he  recommends,  and  which,  by 
an  accursed  fatality,  his  race  are  just  in  a  condition  to  realize? 
Think  of  the  forces  that  would  rally  round  these  millions. 
There  would  be  Marshal  Simon,  acting  in  the  name  of  his 
daughters — that  is,  the  man  of  the  people  become  a  duke, 
without  being  the  vainer  for  it,  which  secures  his  influence 
with  the  mob,  because  military  spirit  and  Bonapartism  still 
represent,  in  the  eyes  of  the  French  populace,  the  traditions 
of  national  honor  and  glory.  There  would  be  Francis  Hardy, 
the  liberal,  independent,  enlightened  citizen,  the  type  of  the 
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great  manufacturer,  the  friend  of  progress,  the  benefactor 
of  his  workmen.  There  would  he  Gahriel — 'the  good 
priest,'  as  they  say  ! — the  apostle  of  the  primitive  gospel,  the 
representative  of  the  democracy  of  the  church,  of  the  poor 
country  curate  as  opposed  to  the  rich  bishop,  the  tiller  of  the 
vine  as  opposed  to  him  who  sits  in  the  shade  of  it ;  the  prop- 
agator of  all  the  ideas  of  fraternity,  emancipation,  progress 
— to  use  their  own  jargon — and  that,  not  in  the  name  of 
revolutionary  and  incendiary  politics,  but  in  the  name  of  a 
religion  of  charity,  love,  and  peace — to  speak  as  they  speak. 
There,  too,  would  be  Adrienne  de  Cardoville,  the  type  of 
elegance,  grace,  and  beauty,  the  priestess  of  the  senses,  which 
she  deities  by  refining  and  cultivating  them.  I  need  not  tell 
you  of  her  wit  and  audacity;  you  know  them  but  too  well. 
No  one  could  be  more  dangerous  to  us  than  this  creature,  a 
patrician  in  blood,  a  plebeian  in  heart,  a  poet  in  imagination. 
Then,  too,  there  would  be  Prince  Djalma,  chivalrous,  bold, 
ready  for  adventure,  knowing  nothing  of  civilized  life,  im- 
placable in  his  hate  as  in  his  affection,  a  terrible  instrument 
for  whoever  can  make  use  of  him.  In  this  detestable  family, 
even  such  a  wretch  as  Sleepinbuff,  who  in  himself  is  of  no 
value,  raised  and  purified  by  the  contact  of  these  generous 
and  far  from  narrow  natures  (as  they  call  them),  might  rep- 
resent the  working  class,  and  take  a  large  share  in  the  influ- 
ence of  that  association.  Now  do  you  not  think  that  if  all 
these  people,  already  exasperated  against  us,  because  (as  they 
say  )  we  have  wished  to  rob  them,  should  follow  the  detestable 
counsels  of  this  Rennepont — should  unite  their  forces  around 
this  immense  fortune,  which  would  strengthen  them  a  hun- 
dred-fold— do  you  not  think  that,  if  they  declare  a  deadly 
war  against  us,  they  will  be  the  most  dangerous  enemies 
that  we  have  ever  had?  I  tell  you  that  the  Company  has 
never  been  in  such  serious  peril ;  yes,  it  is  now  a  question 
of  life  and  death.  We  must  no  longer  defend  ourselves,  but 
lead  the  attack,  so  as  to  annihilate  this  accursed  race  of 
Rennepont,  and  obtain  possession  of  these  millions." 

At  this  picture,  drawn  by  Rodin  with  a  feverish  animation, 
which  had  only  the  more  influence  from  its  unexpectedness, 
the  princess  and  Father  d'Aigrigny  looked  at  each  other  in 
confusion. 

"I  confess,"  said  the  reverend  father  to  Rodin,  "I  had  not 
considered  all  the  dangerous  consequences  of  this  association, 
recommended  by  M.  de  Rennepont.    I  believe  that  the  heirs- 


20  THE    WANDERING    JEW 

from  the  characters  we  know  them  to  be  possessed  of,  would 
wish  to  realize  this  Utopia.  The  peril  is  great  and  pressing ; 
what  is  to  be  done?" 

"What,  sir?  You  have  to  act  upon  ignorant,  heroic, 
enthusiastic  natures  like  Dj alma's — sensual  and  eccentric 
characters  like  Adrienne  de  Cardoville's — simple  and  ingenu- 
ous minds  like  Rose  and  Blanche  Simon's — honest  and  frank 
dispositions  like  Francis  Hardy's — angelic  and  pure  souls 
like  Gabriel's — brutal  and  stupid  instincts  like  Jacques' — 
and  can  you  ask,  'What  is  to  be  done?'  " 

"In  truth,  I  do  not  understand  you,"  said  Father 
d'Aigrigny. 

"I  believe  it.  Your  past  conduct  shows  as  much,"  replied 
Rodin,  contemptuously.  "You  have  had  recourse  to  the 
lowest  and  most  mechanical  contrivances,  instead  of  acting 
upon  the  noble  and  generous  passions,  which,  once  united, 
would  constitute  so  formidable  a  bond ;  but  which,  now 
divided  and  isolated,  are  open  to  every  surprise,  every 
seduction,  every  attack !  Do  you,  at  length  understand  me  ? 
Not  yet?"  added  Rodin,  shrugging  his  shoulders.  "Answer 
me — do  people  die  of  despair?" 

"Yes." 

"May  not  the  gratitude  of  successful  love  reach  the  last 
limits  of  insane  generosity?" 

"Yes." 

"May  there  not  be  such  horrible  deceptions,  that  suicide 
is  the  only  refuge  from  frightful  realities  ?" 

"Yes." 

"May  not  the  excess  of  sensuality  lead  to  the  grave  by  a 
slow  and  voluptuous  agony?" 

"Yes." 

"Are  there  not  in  life  such  terrible  circumstances  that  the 
most  worldly,  the  firmest,  the  most  impious  characters,  throw 
themselves  blindly,  overwhelmed  with  despair,  into  the  arms 
of  religion,  and  abandon  all  earthly  greatness  for  sackcloth, 
and  prayers,  and  solitude?" 

"Yes." 

"Are  there  not  a  thousand  occasions  in  which  the  reaction 
of  the  passions  works  the  most  extraordinary  changes,  and 
brings  about  the  most  tragic  catastrophes  in  the  life  of  man 
and  woman?" 

"No  doubt." 

"Well,  then!  why  ask  me,  'What  is  to  be  done?'     What 
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would  you  say,  for  example,  if  before  three  months  are 
over,  the  most  dangerous  members  of  this  family  of  the 
Renneponts  should  come  to  implore,  upon  their  knees,  admis- 
sion to  that  very  Society  which  they  now  hold  in  horror,  and 
from  which  Gabriel  has  just  separated?" 

"Such  a  conversion  is  impossible,"  cried  Father  d'Aigrigny. 

"Impossible?  What  were  you,  sir,  fifteen  years  ago?" 
said  Rodin.  "An  impious  and  debauched  man  of  the  world. 
And  yet  you  came  to  us,  and  your  wealth  became  ours. 
What !  we  have  conquered  princes,  kings,  popes ;  we  have 
absorbed  and  extinguished  in  our  unity  magnificent  intel- 
ligences, which,  from  afar,  shone  with  too  dazzling  a  light ; 
we  have  all  but  governed  two  worlds ;  we  have  perpetuated 
our  Society,  full  of  life,  rich  and  formidable,  even  to  this 
day,  through  all  the  hate,  and  all  the  persecutions  that  have 
assailed  us ;  and  yet  we  shall  not  be  able  to  get  the  better 
of  a  single  family,  which  threatens  our  Company,  and  has 
despoiled  us  of  a  large  fortune?  What!  we  arc  not  skilful 
enough  to  obtain  this  result  without  having  recourse  to  awk- 
ward and  dangerous  violence?  You  do  not  know,  then,  the 
immense  field  that  is  thrown  open  by  the  mutually  destructive 
power  of  human  passions,  skilfully  combined,  opposed, 
restrained,  excited  ? — particularly,"  added  Rodin,  with  a 
strange  smile,  "when,  thanks  to  a  powerful  ally,  these 
passions  are  sure  to  be  redoubled  in  ardor  and  energy." 

"What  ally?"  asked  Father  d'Aigrigny,  who,  as  well  as 
the  Princess  de  Saint-Dizier,  felt  a  sort  of  admiration  mixed 
with  terror. 

"Yes,"  resumed  Rodin,  without  answering  the  reverend 
father ;  "this  formidable  ally,  who  comes  to  our  assistance, 
may  bring  about  the  most  astonishing  transformations — ■ 
make  the  coward  brave,  and  the  impious  credulous,  and  the 
gentle  ferocious " 

"But  this  ally!"  cried  the  Princess,  oppressed  with  a 
vague  sense  of  fear.  "This  great  and  formidable  ally — who 
is  he?" 

"If  he  comes,"  resumed  Rodin,  still  impassible,  "the 
youngest  and  most  vigorous,  every  moment  in  danger  of 
death,  will  have  no  advantage  over  the  sick  man  at  his  last 

"But  who  is  this  ally?"  exclaimed  Father  d'Aigrigny, 
more  and  more  alarmed,  for  as  the  picture  became  darker, 
Rodin's  face  become  more  cadaverous. 
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"This  ally,  who  can  decimate  a  population,  may  carry 
away  with  him  in  the  shroud  that  he  drags  at  his  heels, 
the  whole  of  an  accursed  race ;  but  even  he  must  respect 
the  life  of  that  great  intangible  body,  which  does  not  perish 
with  the  death  of  its  members — for  the  spirit  of  the  Society 
of  Jesus  is  immortal !" 

"And  this  ally?" 

"Oh,  this  ally,"  resumed  Rodin,  "who  advances  with 
slow  steps,  and  whose  terrible  coming  is  announced  by 
mournful  presentiments " 

"Is " 

"The  Cholera !" 

These  words,  pronounced  by  Rodin  in  an  abrupt  voice, 
made  the  Princess  and  Father  d'Aigrigny  grow  pale  and 
tremble.  Rodin's  look  was  gloomy  and  chilling,  like  a 
spectre's.  For  some  moments,  the  silence  of  the  tomb 
reigned  in  the  saloon.  Rodin  was  the  first  to  break  it. 
Still  impassible,  he  pointed  with  imperious  gesture  to  the 
table,  where  a  few  minutes  before  he  had  himself  been 
humbly  seated,  and  said  in  a  sharp  voice  to  Father  d'Aigrigny, 
"Wrfte!" 

The  reverend  father  started  at  first  with  surprise ;  then, 
remembering  that  from  a  superior  he  had  become  an  inferior, 
he  rose,  bowed  lowly  to  Rodin,  as  he  passed  before  him, 
seated  himself  at  the  table,  took  the  pen,  and  said,  "I  am 
ready." 

Rodin  dictated,  and  the  reverend  Father  wrote  as  follows: 
"By  the  mismanagement  of  the  Reverend  Father  d'Aigrigny, 
the  affair  of  the  inheritance  of  the  Rennepont  family  has 
been  seriously  compromised.  The  sum  amounts  to  two 
hundred  and  twelve  millions.  Notwithstanding  the  check 
we  have  received,  we  believe  me  may  safely  promise  to  pre- 
vent these  Renneponts  from  injuring  the  Society,  and  to 
restore  the  two  hundred  and  twelve  millions  to  their  legitimate 
possessors.  We  only  ask  for  the  most  complete  and  extensive 
powers." 

******* 

A  quarter  of  an  hour  after  this  scene,  Rodin  left  Saint- 
Dizier  House,  brushing  with  his  sleeve  the  old  greasy  hat, 
which  he  had  pulled  off  to  return  the  salute  of  the  porter 
by  a  very  low  bow. 
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CHAPTER  XXVIII. 

THE    STRANGER. 

The  following  scene  took  place  on  the  morrow  of  the  day 
in  which  Father  d'Aigrigny  had  been  so  rudely  degraded  by 
in   to  the   subaltern   position    formerly  occupied   by   the 
socius. 

It  is  well  known  that  the  Rue  Clovis  is  one  of  the  most 
tary  streets  in  the  Montague  St.  Genevieve  district.  At 
the  epoch  of  this  narrative,  the  house  No.  4,  in  this  street, 
composed  of  one  principal  building,  through  which  ran 
a  dark  passage,  leading  to  a  little,  gloomy  court,  at  the  end 
of  which  was  a  second  building,  in  a  singularly  miserable 
and  dilapidated  condition.  On  the  ground-floor,  in  front  of 
the  house,  was  a  half -subterraneous  shop,  in  which  was 
s^ld  charcoal,  fag  >ts,  vegetables,  and  milk.  Xine  o'clock 
in  the  morning  had  just  struck.  The  mistress  of  the  shop 
one  Mother  Arsene,  an  old  woman  of  a  mild,  sickly  counte- 
nance, clad  in  a  brown  stuff  dress,  with  a  red  bandanna  round 
her  head,  was  mounted  on  the  top  step  of  the  stairs  which 
led  down  to  her  door,  and  was  employed  in  setting  out 
her  goods — that  is,  on  one  side  of  her  door  she  placed  a 
tin  milk-can,  and  on  the  other  some  bunches  of  stale  vege- 
tables, flanked  with  yellowed  cabbages.  At  the  bottom  of 
the  steps,  in  the  shadowy  depths  of  the  cellar,  one  could  see 
the  light  of  the  burning  charcoal  in  a  little  stove.  This  shop 
situated  at  the  side  of  the  passage,  served  as  a  porter's 
lodge,  and  the  old  woman  acted  as  portress.  On  a  sudden, 
a  pretty  little  creature,  coming  from  the  house,  entered 
lightly  and  merrily  the  shop.  This  young  girl  was  Rose- 
Pompon,  the  intimate  friend  of  the  Bacchanal  Queen. — Rose- 
npon,    a    ;  for    the    moment,    whose    bacchanalian 

cicisbco  was  Ninny  Moulin,  the  orthodox  scapegrace,  who, 
on  occasion,  after  drinking  his  fill,  could  transform  himself 
into  Jacques  Dumoulin,  the  religious  writer,  and  pass  gayly 
from  dishevelled  dances  to  ultramontane  polemics,  from 
Storm-blown  Tulips  to  Catholic  pamphlets. 

Rose-Pompon  had  just  quitted  her  bed.  as  appeared  by 
the  negligence  of  her  strange  morning  costume;  no  doubt, 
for  want  of  any  other  head-dress,  on  her  beautiful  light  hair, 
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smooth  and  well-combed,  was  stuck  jauntily  a  foraging-cap, 
borrowed  from  her  masquerading  costume.  Nothing  could 
be  more  sprightly  than  that  face,  seventeen  years  old,  rosy, 
fresh,  dimpled,  and  brilliantly  lighted  up  by  a  pair  of  gay, 
sparkling  blue  eyes.  Rose-Pompon  was  so  closely  enveloped 
from  the  neck  to  the  feet  in  a  red  and  green  plaid  cloak, 
rather  faded,  that  one  could  guess  the  cause  of  her  modest 
embarrassment.  Her  naked  feet,  so  white  that  one  could 
not  tell  if  she  wore  stockings  or  not,  were  slipped  into  little 
morocco  shoes,  with  plated  buckles.  It  was  easy  to  perceive 
that  her  cloak  concealed  some  article  which  she  held  in  her 
hand. 

"Good-day,  Rose-Pompon,"  said  Mother  Arsene  with  a 
kindly  air ;  "you  are  early  this  morning.  Had  you  no  dance 
last  night?" 

"Don't  talk  of  it,  Mother  Arsene ;  I  had  no  heart  to  dance. 
Poor  Cephyse — the  Bacchanal  Queen — has  done  nothing  but 
cry  all  night.  She  cannot  console  herself,  that  her  lover 
should  be  in  prison." 

"Now,  look  here,  my  girl,"  said  the  old  woman,  "I  must 
speak  to  you  about  your  friend  Cephyse.  You  won't  be 
^ngry?" 

"Am  I  ever  angry?"  said  Rose-Pompon,  shrugging  her 
shoulders. 

'Don't  you  think  that  M.  Philemon  will  scold  me  on  his 
return?" 

"Scold  you!  what  for?" 

"Because  of  his  rooms,  that  you  occupy." 

"Why,  Mother  Arsene,  did  not  Philemon  tell  you,  that,  in 
his  absence,  I  was  to  be  as  much  mistress  of  his  two  rooms 
as  I  am  of  himself  ?" 

"I  do  not  speak  of  you,  but  of  your  friend  Cephyse,  whom 
you  have  also  brought  to  occupy  M.  Philemon's  lodgings." 

"And  where  would  she  have  gone  without  me,  my  good 
Mother  Arsene?  Since  her  lover  was  arrested,  she  has  not 
dared  to  return  home,  because  she  owes  ever  so  many 
quarters.  Seeing  her  troubles,  I  said  to  her:  'Come,  lodge 
at  Philemon's.  When  he  returns,  we  must  find  another 
place  for  you.'  " 

"Well,  little  lovey — if  you  only  assure  me  that  M.  Phile- 
mon will  not  be  angry " 

"Angry!  for  what?     That  we  spoil  his  things?     A  fine 
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set  of  things  he  has  to  spoil !     I  broke  his  last  cup  yesterday 
— and  am  forced  to  fetch  the  milk  in  this  comic  concern." 
So   saying,   laughing  with  all   her   might,    Rose-Pompon 

drew  her  pretty  little  white  arm  from  under  her  cloak,  and 
presented  to  Mother  Arsene  one  of  those  champagne  glasses 
of  colossal  capacity,  which  hold  about  a  bottle. 

"Oh,  dear!"  said  the  greengrocer  in  amazement;  "it  is 
like  a  glass  trumpet." 

"It  is  Philemon's  grand  gala-glass,  which  they  gave  him 
when  he  took  his  degrees  in  boating,"  said  Rose-Pompon, 
gravely. 

"And  to  think  you  must  put  your  milk  in  it — I  am  really 
ashamed,"  said  Mother  Arsene. 

"So  am  1  !  If  I  were  to  meet  any  one  on  the  stairs,  hold- 
ing this  glass  in  my  hand  like  a  Roman  candlestick,  I  should 
burst  out  laughing,  and  break  the  last  remnant  of  Philemon's 
bazaar,  and  he  would  give  me  his  malediction." 

"There  is  no  danger  that  you  will  meet  any  one.  The 
first-floor  is  gone  out,  and  the  second  gets  up  very  late." 

"Talking  of  lodgers,"  said  Rose-Pompon,  "is  there  not  a 
room  to  let  on  the  second-floor  in  the  rear  house?  It 
might  do  for  Cephyse,  when  Philemon  comes  back." 

"Yes,  there  is  a  little  closet  in  the  roof — just  over  the 
two  rooms  of  the  mysterious  old  fellow,"  said  Mother 
Arsene. 

"Oh,  yes !  Father  Charlemagne.  Have  you  found  out 
anything  more  about  him?" 

"Dear  me,  no,  my  girl !  only  that  he  came  this  morning 
at  break  of  day,  and  knocked  at  my  shutters.  'Have  you 
received  a  letter  for  me,  my  good  lady?'  said  he — for  he  is 
always  so  polite,  the  dear  man! — 'No,  sir,'  said  I. — 'Well, 
then,  pray  don't  disturb  yourseif,  my  good  lady!'  said  he; 
T  will  call  again.'     And  so  he  went  away." 

"Does  he  never  sleep  in  the  house?" 

"Never.  No  doubt,  he  lodges  somewhere  else — but  he 
parses  some  hours  here,  once  every  four  or  five  days." 

"And  alwavs  comes  alone?-' 

"Always."' 

"Are  you  quite  sure?  Does  he  never  manage  to  slip  in 
some  little  puss  of  a  woman?  Take  care,  or  Philemon  will 
give  you  notice  to  quit,"  said  Rose-Pompon,  with  an  air  of 
mock-modesty. 

"M.  Charlemagne  with  a  woman!     Oh.  poor  dear  man!" 
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said  the  greengrocer,  raising  her  hands  to  heaven ;  "if  you 
saw  him,  with  his  greasy  hat,  his  old  gray  coat,  his  patched 
umbrella,  and  his  simple  face,  he  looks  more  like  a  saint 
than  anything  else." 

"But  then,  Mother  Arsene,  what  does  the  saint  do  here, 
all  alone  for  hours,  in  that  hole  at  the  bottom  of  the  court, 
where  one  can  hardly  see  at  noon-day?" 

"That's  what  I  ask  myself,  my  dovey,  what  can  he  be 
doing?  It  can't  be  that  he  comes  to  look  at  his  furniture, 
for  he  has  nothing  but  a  flock-bed,  a  table,  a  stove,  a  chair, 
and  an  old  trunk." 

"Somewhat  in  the  style  of  Philemon's  establishment/' 
said  Rose-Pompon. 

"Well,  notwithstanding  that,  Rosey,  he  is  as  much  afraid 
that  any  one  should  come  into  his  room,  as  if  we  were  all 
thieves,  and  his  furniture  was  made  of  massy  gold.  He  has 
had  a  patent  lock  put  on  the  door,  at  his  own  expense ;  he 
never  leaves  me  his  key;  and  he  lights  his  fire  himself, 
rather  than  let  anybody  into  his  room." 

"And  you  say  he  is  old  ?" 

"Yes,  fifty  or  sixty." 

"And  ugly?" 

"Just  fancy,  little  viper's  eyes,  looking  as  if  they  had 
been  bored  with  a  gimlet,  in  a  face  as  pale  as  death — so  pale, 
that  the  lips  are  white.  That's  for  his  appearance.  As  for 
his  character,  the  good  old  man's  so  polite ! — he  pulls  off  his 
hat  so  often,  and  makes  you  such  low  bows,  that  it  is  quite 
embarrassing." 

"But,  to  come  back  to  the  point,"  resumed  Rose-Pompon, 
"what  can  he  do  all  alone  in  those  two  rooms?  If  Cephyse 
should  take  the  closet,  on  Philemon's  return,  we  may  amuse 
ourselves  by  finding  out  something  about  it.  How  much  do 
they  want  for  the  little  room?" 

"Why,  it  is  in  such  bad  condition,  that  I  think  the  land- 
lord would  let  it  go  for  fifty  or  fifty-five  francs  a-year,  for 
there  is  no  room  for  a  stove,  and  the  only  light  comes 
through  a  small  pane  in  the  roof." 

"Poor  Cephyse !"  said  Rose,  sighing,  and  shaking  her 
head  sorrowfully.  "After  having  amused  herself  so  well., 
and  flung  away  so  much  money  with  Jacques  Rennepont, 
to  live  in  such  a  place,  and  support  herself  by  hard  work! 
She  must  have  courage !" 

"Why,   indeed,  there  is  a  great  difference  between  that 
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closet  and  the  coach-and-four  in  which  Cephyse  came  to 
fetch  you  the  other  day.  with  all  the  fine  masks",  that  looked 
so  gay — particularly  the  fat  man  in  the  silver  paper  helmet, 
with  the  plume  and  the  top  hoots.     What  a  jolly  fellow  !" 

"Yes,  Ninny  .Moulin.  There  is  no  one  like  him  to  dance 
the  forbidden  fruit.  You  should  see  him  with  Cephyse,  the 
Bacchanal  Queen.  Poor  laughing,  noisy  thing! — the  only 
noise  she  makes  now  is  crying." 

"Oh!  these  young  people — these  young  people!"  said  the 
greengrocer. 

"Easy,  Mother  Arsene;  you  were  young  once." 

"I  hardly  know.  I  have  always  thought  myself  much 
the  same  as  I  am  now." 

"And  your  lovers,  Mother  Arsene?" 

"Lovers !  Oh,  yes !  I  was  too  ugly  for  that — and  too  well 
taken  care  of." 

"Your  mother  looked  after  you,  then?" 

"No,  my  girl  ;  hut  I  was  harnessed." 

"Harnessed !"  cried  Rose-Pompon,  in  amazement,  inter- 
rupting the  dealer. 

"Yes, — harnessed  to  a  water-cart,  along  with  my  brother. 
So,  you  see,  when  we  had  drawn  like  a  pair  of  horses  for 
eight  or  ten  hours  a  day,  I  had  no  heart  to  think  of  non- 
sense." 

"Poor  Mother  Arsene,  what  a  hard  life,"  said  Rose-Pom- 
pon, with  interest. 

"In  the  winter,  when  it  froze,  it  was  hard  enough.  I 
and  my  hrother  were  obliged  to  be  rough-shod,  for  fear  of 
slipping." 

"What  a  trade  for  a  woman !  It  breaks  one's  heart.  And 
they  forbid  people  to  harness  dogs!"  added  Rose-Pompon, 
sententiously.* 

"Why,  'tis  true,"  resumed  Mother  Arsene.  "Animals  are 
sometimes  better  of!  than  people.  But  what  would  you  have  ? 
One  must  live,  you  know.  As  you  make  your' bed,  you 
must  lie.  It  was  hard  enough,  and  I  got  a  disease  of  the 
lungs  by  it— which  was  not  my  fault.  The  strap,  with 
which  I  was  harnessed,  pressed  so  hard  against  my  chest, 
that  I  could  scarcely  breathe:  so  I  left  the  trade,  and  took 
to  a  shop,  which  is  just  to  tell  you,  that  if  I  had  had  a  pretty 

*  There  are,  really,  ordinances,   full  of  a  touching  interest  for  the 
canine  race,  which   forbid  the  harnessing  of  dogs. 
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face  and  opportunity,  I  might  have  done  like  so  many  other 

young  people,  who  begin  with  laughter  and  finish " 

"With  a  laugh  t'other  side  of  the  mouth — you  would  say; 
it  is  true,  Mother  Arsene.  But,  you  see,  every  one  has  not 
the  courage  to  go  into  harness,  in  order  to  remain  virtuous. 
A  body  says  to  herself,  you  must  have  some  amusement 
while  you  are  young  and  pretty — you  will  not  always  be 
seventeen  years  old — and  then — and  then — the  world  will 
end,  or  you  will  get  married." 

"But,  perhaps,  it  would  have  been  better  to  begin  by  that." 
"Yes,  but  one  is  too  stupid ;  one  does  not  know  how  to 
catch  the  men,  or  to  frighten  them.  One  is  simple,  confiding, 
and  they  only  laugh  at  us.  Why,  Mother  Arsene,  I  am 
myself  an  example  that  would  make  you  shudder;  but  'tis 
quite  enough  to  have  had  one's  sorrows,  without  fretting 
one's  self  at  the  remembrance." 

"What,  my  beauty!  you,  so  young  and  gay,  have  had 
sorrows  ?" 

"Ah,  Mother  Arsene !  I  believe  you.  At  fifteen  and  a 
half  I  began  to  cry,  and  never  left  off  till  I  was  sixteen. 
That  was  enough,  I  think." 

"They  deceived  you,  mademoiselle?" 

"They  did  worse.  They  treated  me  as  they  have  treated 
many  a  poor  girl,  who  had  no  more  wish  to  go  wrong  than 
I  had.  My  story  is  not  a  three  volume  one.  My  father  and 
mother  are  peasants  near  Saint-Valery,  but  so  poor — so  poor, 
that  having  five  children  to  provide  for,  they  were  obliged 
to  send  me,  at  eight  years  old,  to  my  aunt,  who  was  a  char- 
woman here  in  Paris.  The  good  woman  took  me  out  of 
charity,  and  very  kind  it  was  of  her,  for  I  earned  but 
little.  At  eleven  years  of  age  she  sent  me  to  work  in  one 
of  the  factories  of  the  Faubourg  Saint-Antoine.  I  don't 
wish  to  speak  ill  of  the  masters  of  these  factories ;  but  what 
do  they  care,  if  little  boys  and  girls  are  mixed  up  pell-mell 
with  young  men  and  women  of  eighteen  to  twenty?  Now 
you  see,  there,  as  everywhere,  some  are  no  better  than  they 
should  be;  they  are  not  particular  in  word  or  deed,  and  I 
ask  you,  what  an  example  for  the  children,  who  hear  and 
see  more  than  you  think  for.  Then,  what  happens?  They 
get  accustomed  as  they  grow  older,  to  hear  and  see  things, 
that  afterwards  will  not  shock  them  at  all." 

"What    you    say    there    is    true,    Rose-Pompon.      Poor 
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children!   who   takes   any   trouble   about   them? — not   their 
father  or  mother,  for  they  are  at  their  daily  work." 

"Yes,  yes.  Mother  Arsene,  it  is  all  very  well ;  it  is  easy 
to  cry  down  a  young  girl  that  has  -one  wrong;  but  if  they 
knew  all  the  ins  and  outs,  they  would  perhaps  pity  rather 
than  blame  her.  To  come  back  to  myself — at  fifteen  years 
old  I  was  tolerably  pretty.  One  day  I  had  something  to 
ask  of  the  head  clerk.  I  went  to  him  in  his  private  room. 
He  told  me  he  would  grant  what  I  wanted,  and  even  take 
me  under  his  patronage,  if  I  would  listen  to  him  ;  and  he 
began  by  trying  to  kiss  me.  I  resisted.  Then  he  said  to 
me: — 'You  refuse  my  offer?  You  shall  have  no  more  work; 
I  discharge  you  from  the  factory.'  " 

h,  the  wicked  man!"  said  Mother  Arsene. 

"I  went  home  all  in  tears,  and  my  poor  aunt  encouraged 
me  not  to  yield,  and  she  would  try  to  place  me  elsewhere. 
Yes — but  it  was  impossible ;  the  factories  were  all  full. 
Misfortunes  never  come  single;  my  aunt  fell  ill,  and  there 
was  not  a  sou  in  the  house ;  I  plucked  up  my  courage,  and 
returned  to  entreat  the  mercy  of  the  clerk  at  the  factory. 
Nothing  would  do.  'So  much  the  worse,'  said  he ;  'you 
are  throwing  away  your  luck.  If  you  had  been  more  com- 
plying, I  should  perhaps  have  married  you.'  What  could 
I  do,  Mother  Arsene? — misery  was  staring  me  in  the  face; 
I  had  no  work ;  my  aunt  was  ill ;  the  clerk  said  he  would 
marry  me — I  did  like  so  many  others." 

"And  when,  afterwards,  you  spoke  to  him  about  mar- 
riage?" 

"Of  course  he  laughed  at  me,  and  in  six  months  left  me. 
Then  I  wept  all  the  tears  in  my  body,  till  none  remained — 
then  I  was  very  ill — and  then — I  console  myself,  as  one 
may  console  one's  self  for  anything.  After  some  changes, 
I  met  with  Philemon.  It  is  upon  him  that  I  revenge  myself 
for  what  others  have  done  to  me.  I  am  his  tyrant,"  added 
Rose-Pompon,  with  a  tragic  air,  as  the  cloud  passed  away 
which  had  darkened  her  pretty  face  during  her  recital  to 
Mother  Arsene. 

"It  is  true,"  said  the  latter  thoughtfully.  "They  deceive 
a  poor  girl — who  is  there  to  protect  or  defend  her?  Oh! 
the  evil  we  do  does  not  alwavs  come  from  ourselves,  and 
then " 

"I  spy  Ninny  Moulin!"  cried  Rose-Pompon,  interrupting 
the  greengrocer,  and  pointing  to  the  other  side  of  the  street. 
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"How  early  abroad!  What  can  he  want  with  me?"  and 
Rose  wrapped  herself  still  more  closely  and  modestly  in  her 
cloak. 

It  was  indeed  Jacques  Dumoulin,  who  advanced  with  his 
hat  stuck  on  one  side,  with  rubicund  nose  and  sparkling 
eye,  dressed  in  a  loose  coat,  which  displayed  the  rotundity 
of  his  abdomen.  His  hands,  one  of  which  held  a  huge  cane 
shouldered  like  a  musket,  were  plunged  into  the  vast  pockets 
of  his  outer  garment. 

Just  as  he  reached  the  threshold  of  the  door,  no  doubt  with 
the  intention  of  speaking  to  the  portress,  he  perceived  Rose- 
Pompon.  "What !"  he  exclaimed,  "my  pupil  already  stir- 
ring? That  is  fortunate.  I  came  on  purpose  to  bless  her 
at  the  rise  of  morn !" 

So  saying,  Ninny  Moulin  advanced  with  open  arms  to- 
wards Rose-Pompon  who  drew  back  a  step. 

"What,  ungrateful  child !"  resumed  the  writer  on  divinity. 
"Will  you  refuse  me  the  morning's  paternal  kiss?" 

"I  accept  paternal  kisses  from  none  but  Philemon.  I  had 
a  letter  from  him  yesterday,  with  a  jar  of  preserves,  two 
geese,  a  bottle  of  home-made  brandy,  and  an  eel.  What 
ridiculous  presents !  I  kept  the  drink,  and  changed  the  rest 
for  two  darling  live  pigeons,  which  I  have  installed  in  Phile- 
mon's cabinet,  and  a  very  pretty  dove-cote  it  makes  me. 
For  the  rest,  my  husband  is  coming  back  with  seven  hun- 
dred francs,  which  he  got  from  his  respectable  family,  un- 
der pretence  of  learning  the  bass  viol,  the  cornet-a-piston, 
and  the  speaking  trumpet,  so  as  to  make  his  way  in  society, 
and  a  slap-up  marriage — to  use  your  expression — my  good 
child." 

"Well,  my  dear  pupil,  we  will  taste  the  family  brandy, 
and  enjoy  ourselves  in  expectation  of  Philemon  and  his 
seven  hundred  francs." 

So  saying,  Ninny  Moulin  slapped  the  pockets  of  his  waist- 
coat, which  gave  forth  a  metallic  sound,  and  added :  "I  come 
to  propose  to  you  to  embellish  my  life,  to-day  and  to-morrow, 
and  even  the  day  after,  if  your  heart  is  willing." 

"If  the  announcements  are  decent  and  faternal,  my  heart 
does  not  say  no." 

"Be  satisfied ;  I  will  act  by  you  as  your  grandfather, 
your  great-grandfather,  your  family  portrait.  We  will  have 
a  ride,  a  dinner,  the  play,  a  fancy  dress  ball,  and  a  supper 
afterwards.     Will  that  suit  you?" 
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"On  condition  that  poor  Cephyse  is  to  go  with  us.  It 
will  raise  her  spirits." 

"Well,  Cephyse  --hall  he  of  the  party." 

"Have  you  come  into  a  fortune,  great  apostle?" 

"Better  than  that,  most  rosy  and  pompous  of  all  Rose-Pom- 
pons. I  am  head  editor  of  a  religious  journal ;  and  as  1  must 
make  some  appearance  in  so  respectable  a  concern,  I  ask 
every  month  for  four  weeks  in  advance,  and  three  days  of 
liberty.  On  this  condition,  I  consent  to  play  the  saint  for 
twenty-seven  days  out  of  thirty,  and  to  he  always  as  grave 
and  heavy  as  the  paper  itself." 

"A  journal!  that  will  he  something  droll,  and  dance  for- 
bidden steps  all  alone  on  the  tables  of  the  cafes." 

"Yes,  it  will  be  droll  enough;  but  not  for  everybody. 
They  are  rich  sacristans,  who  pay  the  expenses.  They  don't 
look  to  money,  provided  the  journal  bites,  tears,  burns, 
pounds,  exterminates  and  destroys.  On  my  word  of  honor, 
I  shall  never  have  been  in  such  a  fury !"  added  Ninny 
Moulin,  with  a  loud,  hoarse  laugh.  "I  shall  wash  the  wounds 
of  my  adversaries  with  venom  of  the  finest  vintage,  and 
gall  of  the  first  quality." 

For  his  peroration.  Ninny  Moulin  imitated  the  pop  of 
uncorking  a  bottle  of  champagne — which  made  Rose-Pompon 
laugh  heartily. 

"And  what,"  resumed  she,  "will  be  the  name  of  youi 
journal  of  sacristans:" 

"It  will  be  called  'Neighborly  Love.'  " 

"Come!  that  is  a  very  pretty  name." 

"Wait  a  little !  there  is  a  second  title." 

"Let  us  hear  it." 

"Neighborly  Love;  or,  the  Exterminator  of  the  Incred- 
ulous, the  Indifferent,  the  Lukewarm,  and  Others,'  with 
this  motto  from  the  great  Bossuet :  'Those  who  are  not  for 
us  are  against  us.'  " 

"That  is  what  Philemon  says  in  the  battles  at  the  Chau- 
miere,  when  he  shakes  his  cane." 

"Which  proves,  that  the  genius  of  the  Eagle  of  Meaux  is 
universal.  I  only  reproach  him  for  having  been  jealous  of 
Moliere." 

"Bah!  actor's  jealous'.-."  said  Rose-Pompon. 

"Naughty  girl!"  cried  Ninny  Moulin,  threatening  her 
with  his  linger. 

"But  if  you  are  going  to  exterminate  Madame  de  la  Sainte- 
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Colombe,    who    is    somewhat    lukewarm — how    about    your 
marriage  ?" 

"My  journal  will  advance  it,  on  the  contrary.  Only  think! 
editor-in-chief  is  a  superb  position ;  the  sacristans  will  praise, 
and  push,  and  support,  and  bless  me ;  I  shall  get  La  Sainte- 
Colombe — and  then,  what  a  life  I'll  lead !" 

At  this  moment,  a  postman  entered  the  shop,  and  delivered 
a  letter  to  the  greengrocer,  saying:  "For  M.  Charlemagne, 
post-paid !" 

"My!"  said  Rose-Pompon;  "it  is  for  the  little  mysteri- 
ous old  man,  who  has  such  extraordinary  ways.  Does  it 
come  from  far?" 

"I  believe  you;  it  comes  from  Italy,  from  Rome,"  said 
Ninny  Moulin,  looking  in  his  turn  at  the  letter,  which  the 
greengrocer  held  in  her  hand.  "Who  is  the  astonishing 
little  old  man  of  whom  you  speak  ?" 

"Just  imagine  to  yourself,  my  great  apostle,"  said  Rose- 
Pompon,  "a  little  old  man,  who  has  two  rooms  at  the  bottom 
of  that  court.  He -never  sleeps  there,  but  comes  from  time 
to  time,  and  shuts  himself  up  for  hours,  without  ever  allow- 
ing any  one  to  enter  his  lodging,  and  without  any  one  know- 
ing what  he  does  there." 

"He  is  a  conspirator,"  said  Ninny  Moulin,  laughing,  "or 
else  a  coiner." 

"Poor  dear  man,"  said  Mother  Arsene,  "what  has  he 
done  with  his  false  money?  He  pays  me  always  in  sous 
for  the  bit  of  bread  and  the  radish  I  furnish  him  for  his 
breakfast." 

"And  what  is  the  name  of  this  mysterious  chap?"  asked 
Dumoulin. 

"M.  Charlemagne,"  said  the  greengrocer.  "But  look, 
when  one  speakes  of  the  devil,  one  is  sure  to  see  his  horns." 

"Where's  the  horns?" 

"There,  by  the  side  of  the  house — that  little  old  man,  who 
walks  with  his  neck  awry,  and  his  umbrella  under  his  arm." 

"M.  Rodin !"  ejaculated  Ninny  Moulin,  retreating  hastily, 
and  descending  three  steps  into  the  shop,  in  order  not  to  be 
seen.  Then  he  added.  "You  say,  that  this  gentleman  calls 
himself " 

"M.  Charlemagne — do  yon  know  him?"  asked  the  green- 
grocer. 

"What  the  devil  does  he  do  here,  under  a  false  name?" 
said  Jacques  Dumoulin  to  himself. 
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"You  know  him?"  said  Rose-Pompon,  with  impatience. 
"You  are  quite  confused." 

"And  this  gentleman  has  two  rooms  in  this  house,  and 
comes  here  mysteriously,"  said  Jacques  Dumoulin,  more  and 
more  surprised. 

"Yes,"  resumed  Rose-Pompon;  "you  can  see  his  windows 
from  Philemon's  dove-cote." 

"Quick!  quick!  let  me  go  into  the  passage,  that  I  may 
not  meet  him."  said  Dumoulin. 

And.  without  having  heen  perceived  by  Rodin,  he  glided 
from  the  shop  into  the  passage,  and  thence  mounted  to  the 
stairs,  which  led  to  the  apartment  occupied  by  k>-e-Pompon. 

"Good-morning.  M.  Charlemagne,"  said  Mother  Arse-ne  to 
Rodin,  who  made  his  appearance  on  the  threshold.  "You 
come  twice  in  a  day ;  that  is  right,  for  your  visits  are  ex- 
tremely rare." 

"You  are  too  polite,  my  good  lady,"  said  Rodin,  with  a 
very  courteous  bow ;  and  he  entered  the  shop  of  the  green- 
grocer. 


CHAPTER  XXIX. 

THE   DEN. 

Rodin's  countenance,  when  he  entered  Mother  Arsene'i 
shop,  was  expressive  of  the  most  simple  candor.  He  leaned 
his  hands  on  the  knob  of  his  umbrella,  and  said:  "I  much 
regret,  mv  good  lady,  that  I  roused  you  so  early  this  morn- 
ing." 

"\ou  do  not  come  often  enough,  my  dear  sir,  for  me  to 
find  fault  with  you." 

"How  can  I  help  it.  my  good  lady?  I  live  in  the  country, 
and  only  come  hither  from  time  to  time  to  settle  my  little 
affairs." 

"Talking  of  that  sir,  the  letter  you  expected  yesterday 
has  arrived  this  morning.  It  is  large,  and  comes  from  far. 
Here  it  is."  said  the  greengrocer,  drawing  it  from  her  pocket; 
"it  cost  nothing  for  postage." 

"Thank  you,  my  dear  lady."  said  Rodin,  taking  the  letter 
with  apparent  indifference,  and  putting  it  into  the  side- 
pocket  of  his  great-coat,  which  he  carefully  buttoned  over. 

"Are  you  going  up  to  your  rooms,  sir?" 
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"Yes,  my  good  lady." 

"Then  I  will  get  ready  your  little  provisions,"  said  Mother 
Arsene;  "as  usual,  I  suppose,  my  dear  sir?" 

"Just  as  usual." 

"It  shall  be  ready  in  the  twinkling  of  an  eye,  sir." 

So  saying,  the  greengrocer  took  down  an  old  basket ;  after 
throwing  into  it  three  or  four  pieces  of  turf,  a  little  bundle 
i)f  wood,  and  some  charcoal,  she  covered  all  this  fuel  with  a 
cabbage  leaf ;  then,  going  to  the  further  end  of  the  shop, 
she  took  from  a  chest  a  large  round  loaf,  cut  off  a  slice,  and 
selecting  a  magnificent  radish  with  the  eye  of  a  connoisseur, 
divided  it  in  two,  made  a  hole  in  it,  which  she  filled  with 
gray  salt,  joined  the  two  pieces  together  again,  and  placed 
it  carefully  by  the  side  of  the  bread,  on  the  cabbage  leaf 
which  separated  the  eatables  from  the  combustibles.  Finally, 
taking  some  embers  from  the  stove,  she  put  them  into  a 
little  earthen  pot,  containing  ashes,  which  she  placed  also  in 
the  basket. 

Then,  reascending  to  her  top  step,  Mother  Arsene  said  to 
Rodin :  "Here  is  your  basket,  sir." 

"A  thousand  thanks,  my  good  lady,"  answered  Rodin, 
and  plunging  his  hand  into  the  pocket  of  his  trousers,  he 
drew  forth  eight  sous,  which  he  counted  out  only  one  by  one 
to  the  greengrocer,  and  said  to  her,  as  he  carried  off  his  store : 
"Presently,  when  I  come  down  again,  I  will  return  your 
basket  as  usual." 

"Quite  at  your  service,  my  dear  sir,  quite  at  your  service," 
said  Mother  Arsene. 

Rodin  tucked  his  umbrella  under  his  left  arm,  took  up  the 
greengrocer's  basket  with  his  right  hand,  entered  the  dark 
passage,  crossed  the  little  court  and  mounted  with  light 
step  to  the  second  story  of  a  dilapidated  building ;  there, 
drawing  a  key  from  his  pocket,  he  opened  a  door,  which  he 
locked  carefully  after  him.  The  first  of  the  two  rooms  which 
he  occupied  was  completely  unfurnished,  as  for  the  second, 
it  is  impossible  to  imagine  a  more  gloomy  and  miserable 
den.  Papering  so  much  worn,  torn  and  faded,  that  no  one 
could  recognize  its  primitive  color,  bedecked  the  walls.  A 
wretched  flock-bed,  covered  with  a  moth-fretted  blanket ;  a 
stool,  and  a  little  table  of  worm-eaten  wool ;  an  earthenware 
stove,  as  cracked  as  old  china ;  a  trunk  with  a  padlock,  placed 
under  the  bed — such  was  the  furniture  of  this  desolate  hole. 
A  narrow  window,  with  dirty  panes,  hardly  gave  any  light 
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to  this  room,  which  was  almost  deprived  of  air  by  the 
height  of  the  building  in  front;  two  old  cotton  pocket- 
handkerchiefs,    fastened   together   with   pins,   and   made   to 

slide  upon  a  string  stretched  across  the  window,  served  for 
curtains.  The  planter  oi  the  roof,  coming  through  the  broken 
and  disjointed  tiles,  showed  the  extreme  neglect  of  the  inhabi- 
tant of  this  abode.  After  locking  his  door,  Rodin  threw  his 
hat  and  umbrella  on  the  bed,  placed  his  basket  on  the  ground, 
set  the  radish  and  bread  on  the  table,  and  kneeling  down 
before  his  stove,  stuffed  it  with  fuel,  and  lighted  it  by 
blowing  with  vigorous  lungs  on  the  embers  contained  in  his 
earthen  pot. 

When,  to  use  the  consecrated  expression,  the  stove  began 
to  draw.  Rodin  spread  out  the  handkerchiefs,  which  served 
him  for  curtains ;  then,  thinking  himself  quite  safe  from 
even-  eye.  he  took  from  the  side-pocket  of  his  great-coat  the 
letter  that  Mother  Arsene  had  given  him.  In  doing  so,  he 
brought  out  several  papers  and  different  articles ;  one  of 
these  papers,  folded  into  a  thick  and  rumpled  packet,  fell 
upon  the  table,  and  flew  open.  It  contained  a  silver  cross 
of  the  Legion  of  Honor,  black  with  time.  The  red  ribbon  of 
this  cross  had  almost  entirely  lost  its  original  color.  At 
sight  of  this  cross,  which  he  replaced  in  his  pocket  with  the 
medal  of  which  Faringhea  had  despoiled  Djalma,  Rodin 
shrugged  his  shoulders  with  a  contemptuous  and  sardonic 
air:  then,  producing  his  large  silver  watch,  he  laid  it  on  the 
table  by  the  side  of  the  letter  from  Rome.  He  looked  at 
this  letter  with  a  singular  mixture  of  suspicion  and  hope,  of 
fear,  and  impatient  curiosity.  After  a  moment's  reflection, 
he  prepared  to  unseal  the  envelope ;  but  suddenly  he  threw 
it  down  again  upon  the  table,  as  if,  by  a  strange  caprice,  he 
had  wished  to  prolong  for  a  few  minutes  that  agony  of 
uncertainty,  as  poignant  and  irritating  as  the  emotion  of  the 
gambler. 

Looking  at  his  watch.  Rodin  resolved  not  to  open  the 
letter,  until  the  hand  should  mark  half-past  nine,  of  which 
it  still  wanted  seven  minutes.  In  one  of  those  whims  of 
puerile  fatalism,  from  which  great  minds  have  not  been 
exempt.  Rodin  said  to  himself:  "I  burn  with  impatience  to 
open  this  letter.  If  I  do  not  open  it  till  half-past  nine,  the 
news  will  be  favorable."  To  employ  these  minutes,  Rodin 
took  several  turns  up  and  down  the  room,  and  stood  in  admir- 
ing contemplation  before  two  old  prints,  stained  with  damp 
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and  age,  and  fastened  to  the  wall  by  rusty  nails.  The  first 
of  these  works  of  art — the  only  ornaments  with  which  Rodin 
had  decorated  this  hole — was  one  of  those  coarse  pictures, 
illuminated  with  red,  yellow,  green,  and  blue,  such  as  are 
sold  at  fairs ;  an  Italian  inscription  announced  that  this  print 
had  been  manufactured  at  Rome.  It  represented  a  woman 
covered  with  rags,  bearing  a  wallet,  and  having  a  little  child 
upon  her  knees ;  a  horrible  hag  of  a  fortune-teller  held  in 
her  hands  the  hand  of  the  little  child,  and  seemed  to  read 
there  his  future  fate,  for  these  words  in  large  blue  letters 
issued  from  her  mouth:    "Sara  Papa"  (he  shall  be  Pope). 

The  second  of  these  works  of  art,  which  appeared  to  inspire 
Rodin  with  deep  meditations,  was  an  excellent  etching, 
whose  careful  finish  and  bold,  correct  drawing,  contrasted 
singularly  with  the  coarse  coloring  of  the  other  picture. 
This  rare  and  splendid  engraving,  which  had  cost  Rodin  six 
louis  (an  enormous  expense  for  him),  represented  a  young 
boy  dressed  in  rags.  The  ugliness  of  his  features  was  com- 
pensated by  the  intellectual  expression  of  his  strongly  marked 
countenance.  Seated  on  a  stone,  surrounded  by  a  herd  of 
swine,  that  he  seemed  employed  in  keeping,  he  was  seen  in 
front,  with  his  elbow  resting  on  his  knee,  and  his  chin  in 
the  palm  of  his  hand.  The  pensive  and  reflective  attitude 
of  this  young  man,  dressed  as  a  beggar,  the  power  expressed 
in  his  large  forehead,  the  acuteness  of  his  penetrating  glance, 
and  the  firm  lines  of  the  mouth,  seemed  to  reveal  indomitable 
resolution,  combined  with  superior  intelligence  and  ready 
craft.  Beneath  this  figure,  the  emblems  of  the  papacy 
encircled  a  medallion,  in  the  centre  of  which  was  the  head  of 
an  old  man,  the  lines  of  which,  strongly  marked,  recalled  in 
a  striking  manner,  notwithstanding  their  look  of  advanced 
age,  the  features  of  the  young  swineherd.  This  engraving 
was  entitled  The  Youth  of  Sixtus  V.;  the  color  print  was 
entitled  The  Prediction.* 

In  contemplating  these  prints  more  and  more  nearly,  with 
ardent  and  inquiring  eye,  as  though  he  had  asked  for  hopes 
or  inspirations  from  them,  Rodin  had  come  so  close  that, 
still  standing,  with  his  right  arm  bent  behind  his  head,  he 
rested,  as  it  were,  against  the  wall,  whilst,  hiding  his  left 


*  According  to  the  tradition,  it  was  predicted  to  the  mother  of  Sixtus 
V.  that  he  would  be  pope ;  and,  in  his  youth,  he  is  said  to  have  kept 
swine. 
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hand  in  the  pocket  of  his  hlack  trousers,  he  thus  held  back 
one  of  the  flaps  of  his  olive  great-coat.  For  some  minutes, 
he  remained  in  this  meditative  attitude. 


Rodin,  as  we  have  said,  came  seldom  to  this  lodging ; 
according  to  the  rules  of  his  Order,  he  had  till  now  lived  with 
Father  d'Aigrignv,  whom  he  was  specially  charged  to  watch. 
Xo  member  of  the  Society,  particularly  in  the  subaltern 
position  which  Rodin  had  hitherto  held,  could  either  shut 
himself  in,  or  possess  an  article  of  furniture  made  to  lock. 
By  this  means  nothing  interferes  with  the  mutual  spy-system, 
incessantly  carried  on,  which  forms  one  of  the  most  power- 
ful resources  of  the  Company  of  Jesus.  It  was  on  account 
of  certain  combinations,  purely  personal  to  himself,  though 
connected  on  some  points  with  the  interests  of  the  Order, 
that  Rodin,  unknown  to  all,  had  taken  these  rooms  in  the 
Rue  Clovis.  And  it  was  from  the  depths  of  this  obscure 
den  that  the  socius  corresponded  directly  with  the  most 
eminent  and  influential  personages  of  the  sacred  college.  On 
one  occasion,  when  Rodin  wrote  to  Rome,  that  Father 
d'Aigrignv.  having  received  orders  to  quit  France  without 
seeing  his  dying  mother,  had  hesitated  to  set  out,  the  socius 
had  added,  in  form  of  postscriptum,  at  the  bottom  of  the 
letter  denouncing  to  the  General  of  the  Order  the  hesitation 
of  Father  d'Aigrignv  : 

"Tell  the  Prince  Cardinal  that  he  may  rely  upon  me,  but 
I  hope  for  his  active  aid  in  return." 

This  familiar  manner  of  corresponding  with  the  most 
powerful  dignitary  of  the  Order,  the  almost  patronizing  tone 
of  the  recommendation  that  Rodin  addressed  to  the  Prince 
Cardinal,  proved  that  the  socius,  notwithstanding  his 
apparently  subaltern  position,  was  looked  upon,  at  that  epoch, 
as  a  very  important  personage,  by  many  of  the  Princes  of 
the  Church,  who  wrote  to  him  at  Paris  under  a  false  name, 
making  use  of  a  cipher  and  other  customary  precautions. 
After  some  moments  passed  in  contemplation,  before  the 
portrait  of  Sixtus  V '.,  Rodin  returned  slowly  to  the  table, 
on  which  lay  the  letter,  which,  by  a  sort  of  superstitious 
delay,  he  had  deferred  opening,  notwithstanding  his  extreme 
curiosity.  As  it  still  wanted  some  minutes  of  half -past  nine, 
Rodin,  in  order  not  to  lose  time,  set  about  making  prepara- 
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tions  for  his  frugal  breakfast.  He  placed  on  the  table,  by 
the  side  of  an  inkstand,  furnished  with  pens,  the  slice  of 
bread  and  the  radish;  then  seating  himself  on  his  stool, 
with  the  stove,  as  it  were,  between  his  legs,  he  drew  a  horn- 
handled  knife  from  his  pocket,  and  cutting  alternately  a 
morsel  of  bread  and  a  morsel  of  radish,  with  a  sharp,  well- 
worn  blade,  he  began  his  temperate  repast  with  a  vigorous 
appetite,  keeping  his  eye  fixed  on  the  hand  of  his  watch. 
When  it  reached  the  momentous  hour,  he  unsealed  the 
envelope  with  a  trembling  hand. 

It  contained  two  letters.  The  first  appeared  to  give  him 
little  satisfaction ;  for,  after  some  minutes,  he  shrugged  his 
shoulders,  struck  the  table  impatiently  with  the  handle  of 
his  knife,  disdainfully  pushed  aside  the  letter  with  the  back 
of  his  dirty  hand,  and  perused  the  second  epistle,  holding 
his  bread  in  one  hand,  and  with  the  other  mechanically  dip- 
ping a  slice  of  radish  into  the  gray  salt  spilt  on  a  corner  of 
the  table.  Suddenly,  Rodin's  hand  remained  motionless. 
As  he  progressed  in  his  reading,  he  appeared  more  and  more 
interested,  surprised,  and  struck.  Rising  abruptly,  he  ran 
to  the  window,  as  if  to  assure  himself,  by  a  second  exam- 
ination of  the  cipher,  that  he  was  not  deceived.  The  news 
announced  to  him  in  the  letter  seemed  to  be  unexpected. 
No  doubt,  Rodin  found  that  he  had  deciphered  correctly,  for, 
letting  fall  his  arms,  not  in  dejection,  but  with  the  stupor  of 
a  satisfaction  as  unforeseen  as  extraordinary,  he  remained 
for  some  time  with  his  head  down,  and  his  eyes  fixed — the 
only  mark  of  joy  that  he  gave  being  manifested  by  a 
loud,  frequent,  and  prolonged  respiration.  Men  who  are  as 
audacious  in  their  ambition,  as  they  are  patient  and  obsti- 
nate in  their  mining  and  countermining,  are  surprised  at  their 
own  success,  when  this  latter  precedes  and  surpasses  their 
wise  and  prudent  expectations.  Rodin  was  now  in  this 
case.  Thanks  to  prodigies  of  craft,  address,  and  dissimula- 
tion, thanks  to  mighty  promises  of  corruption,  thanks  to 
the  singular  mixture  of  admiration,  fear,  and  confidence, 
with  which  his  genius  inspired  many  influential  persons, 
Rodin  now  learned  from  members  of  the  pontifical  govern- 
ment, that,  in  case  of  a  possible  and  probable  occurrence,  he 
might,  within  a  given  time,  aspire,  with  a  good  chance  of 
success,  to  a  position  which  has  too  often  excited  the  fear, 
the  hate,  or  the  envy  of  many  sovereigns,  and  which  has  in 
turn,    been    occupied    by   great,    good    men,    by   abominable 
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scoundrels,  and  by  persons  risen  from  the  lowest  grades  of 
society.  But  for  Rodin  to  attain  this  end  with  certainty,  it 
was  absolutely  necessary  for  him  to  succeed  in  that  project, 
which  he  had  undertaken  to  accomplish  without  violence, 
and  only  by  the  play  and  the  rebound  of  passions  skilfully 
managed.  The  project  was:  To  secure  for  the  Society  of 
Jesus  the  fortune  of  the  Rennepont  family. 

This  possession  would  thus  have  a  double  and  immense 
result ;  for  Rodin,  acting  in  accordance  with  his  personal 
views,  intended  to  make  of  his  Order  (whose  chief  was  at 
his  discretion)  a  stepping-stone  and  a  means  of  intimidation. 
When  his  first  impression  of  surprise  had  passed  away — an 
impression  that  was  only  a  sort  of  modesty  of  ambition  and 
self-diffidence,  not  uncommon  with  men  of  really  superior 
powers — Rodin  looked  more  coldly  and  logically  on  the 
matter,  and  almost  reproached  himself  for  his  surprise. 
But  soon  after,  by  a  singular  contradiction,  yielding  to  one 
of  those  puerile  and  absurd  ideas,  by  which  men  are  often 
carried  away  when  they  think  themselves  alone  and  unob- 
served, Rodin  rose  abruptly,  took  the  letter  which  had  caused 
him  such  glad  surprise,  and  went  to  display  it,  as  it  were, 
before  the  eyes  of  the  young  swineherd  in  the  picture : 
then,  shaking  his  head  proudly  and  triumphantly,  casting 
his  reptile-glance  on  the  portrait,  he  muttered  between  his 
teeth,  as  he  placed  his  dirty  finger  on  the  pontifical  emblem: 
"Eh,  brother?  and  I  also — porhaps !" 

After  this  ridiculous  interpolation,  Rodin  returned  to  his 
seat,  and,  as  if  the  happy  news  he  had  just  received  had 
increased  his  appetite,  he  placed  the  letter  before  him,  to  read 
it  once  more,  whilst  he  exercised  his  teeth,  with  a  sort  of 
joyous  fury,  on  his  hard  bread  and  radish,  chanting  an  old 
Litany. 


There  was  something  strange,  great,  and,  above  all,  fright- 
ful, in  the  contrast  afforded  by  this  immense  ambition, 
already  almost  justified  by  events,  and  contained,  as  it  were, 
in  so  miserable  an  abode.  Father  d'Aigrigny  (who,  if  not  a 
very  superior  man,  had  at  least  some  real  value,  was  a 
person  of  high  birth,  very  haughty,  and  placed  in  the  best 
society )  would  never  have  ventured  to  aspire  to  what  Rodin 
thus   looked  to   from   the   first.     The   only   aim   of    Father 
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d'Aigrigny,  and  even  this  he  thought  presumptuous,  was  to 
be  one  day  elected  General  of  his  Order — that  Order  which 
embraced  the  world.  The  difference  of  the  ambitious  apti- 
tudes of  these  two  personages  is  conceivable.  When  a  man 
of  eminent  abilities,  of  a  healthy  and  vivacious  nature,  con- 
centrates all  the  strength  of  his  mind  and  body  upon  a  single 
point,  remaining,  like  Rodin,  obstinately  chaste  and  frugal, 
and  renouncing  every  gratification  of  the  heart  and  the 
senses — the  man,  who  revolts  against  the  sacred  designs 
of  his  Creator,  does  so  almost  always  in  favor  of  some 
monstrous  and  devouring  passion — some  infernal  divinity, 
which,  by  a  sacrilegious  pact,  asks  of  him,  in  return  for  the 
bestowal  of  formidable  power,  the  destruction  of  every  noble 
sentiment,  and  of  all  those  ineffable  attractions  and  tender 
instincts  with  which  the  Maker,  in  His  eternal  wisdom  and 
inexhaustible  munificence,  has  so  paternally  endowed  His 
creatures. 

******* 

During  the  scene  that  we  have  just  described,  Rodin  had 
not  perceived  that  the  curtain  of  a  window  on  the  third 
story  of  the  building  opposite  had  been  partially  drawn  aside, 
and  had  half-revealed  the  sprightly  face  of  Rose-Pompon, 
and  the  Silenus-like  countenance  of  Ninny  Moulin.  It 
ensued  that  Rodin,  notwithstanding  his  barricade  of  cotton 
handkerchiefs,  had  not  been  completely  sheltered  from  the 
indiscreet  and  curious  examination  of  the  two  dancers  of 
the  Storm-blown  Tulip. 


CHAPTER  XXX. 

AN  UNEXPECTED  VISIT. 

Though  Rodin  had  experienced  much  surprise  on  reading 
the  second  letter  from  Rome,  he  did  not  choose  that  his 
answer  should  betray  any  such  amazement.  Having  finished 
his  frugal  breakfast,  he  took  a  sheet  of  paper,  and  rapidly 
wrote  in  cipher  the  following  note,  in  the  short,  abrupt  style 
mat  was  natural  to  him  when  not  obliged  to  restrain  him- 
self: 
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"The  information  does  not  surprise  me.  I  had  foreseen  it 
all.  Indecision  and  cowardice  always  bear  such  fruit.  This 
is  not  enough.  Heretical  Russia  murders  Catholic  Poland. 
Rome  blesses  the  murderers,  and  curses  the  victims.* 

"Let  it  pass. 

"In  return,  Russia  guarantees  to  Rome,  by  Austria,  the 
bloody  suppression  of  the  patriots  of  Romagna. 

"That,  too,  is  well. 

"The  cut-throat  band  of  good  Cardinal  Albani  is  not  suf- 
ficient for  the  massacre  of  the  impious  liberals.  They  are 
weary  of  the  task. 

"Xqt  so  well.    They  must  go  on." 

When  Rodin  had  written  these  last  words,  his  attention 
was  suddenly  attracted  by  the  clear  and  sonorous  voice  of 
Rose-Pompon,  who,  knowing  her  Beranger  by  heart,  had 
opened  Philemon's  window,  and,  seated  on  the  sill,  sang 
with  much  grace  and  prettiness  this  verse  of  the  immortal 
song-writer : 

"How  wrong  you  are !     Is't  you  dare  say 

That  heaven  ever  scowls  on  earth  ? 
The  earth  that  laughs  up  to  its  blue, 

The  earth  that  owes  it  joy  and  birth? 
Oh,  may  the  wine  from  vines  it  warms, 

May  holy  love  thence  flutt*ring  down, 
Lend  my  philosophy  their  charms, 

To  drive  away  -are's  direful  frown! 
So.  firm  let's  stand, 
Full  glass  in  hand, 
And  all  evoke 
The  God  of  honest  folk!" 

This  song,  in  its  divine  gentleness,  contrasted  so  strangely 
with  the  cold  cruelty  of   the   few  lines  written  by  Rodin, 

*  On  page  110  of  Lamennais'  Affaires  de  Rome,  will  be  seen  the  fol- 
lowing admirable  scathing  of  Rome  by  the  most  truly  evangelical  spirit 
"So  long  as  the  issue  of  the  conflict  between  Poland  and 
her  oppressors  remained  in  the  balances,  the  papal  official  organ  con- 
tained  iv it   <me   word   to   offend   the   so   long   victorious    nation;    but 
hardly  had  she  gone  d  iwn  under  the  Czar's  atrocious  vengeance,  and  the 
long  torture  of  a  whole  land  doomed  to  rack,  and  exile,  and  servitude 
began,  than  this  same  journal  found  no  language  black  enough  to  stain 
e  whom   fortune   had  fled.     Yet   it   is   wrong  to  charge  this   un- 
thy  insult  to  papal  power ;  it  only  cringes  to  the  law  which  Russia 
lays  down  to  it.  when  it  says  : 

"If  you  want  to  keep  your  own  bones  unbroken,  bide  where  you 
are,  beside  the  scaffold,  and,  as  the  victims  pass,  hoot  at  them !' " 
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that  he  started  and  bit  his  lips  with  rage,  as  he  recognized 
the  words  of  the  great  poet,  truly  Christian,  who  had  dealt 
such  rude  blows  to  the  false  Church.  Rodin  waited  for  some 
moments  with  angry  impatience,  thinking  the  voice  would 
continue ;  but  Rose-Pompon  was  silent,  or  only  continued 
to  hum,  and  soon  changed  to  another  air,  that  of  the  Good 
Pope,  which  she  entoned,  but  without  words.  Rodin,  not 
venturing  to  look  out  of  his  window  to  see  who  was  this 
troublesome  warbler,  shrugged  his  shoulders,  resumed  his 
pen,  and  continued  : 

"To  it  again.  We  must  exasperate  the  independent  spirits 
in  all  countries — excite  philosophic  rage  all  over  Europe — 
make  liberalism  foam  at  the  mouth — raise  all  that  is  wild 
and  noisy  against  Rome.  To  effect  this,  we  must  proclaim 
in  the  face  of  the  world  these  three  propositions.  1.  It  is 
abominable  to  assert  that  a  man  may  be  saved  in  any  faith 
whatever,  provided  his  morals  be  pure.  2.  It  is  odious  and 
absurd  to  grant  liberty  of  conscience  to  the  people.  3.  The 
liberty  of  the  press  cannot  be  held  in  too  much  horror.* 

"We  must  bring  the  Pap-fed  man  to  declare  these  prop- 
ositions in  every  respect  orthodox — show  him  their  good 
effect  upon  despotic  governments — upon  true  Catholics,  the 
muzzlers  of  the  people.  He  will  fall  into  the  snare.  The 
propositions  once  published,  the  storm  will  burst  forth.  A 
general  rising  against  Rome — a  wide  schism — the  sacred 
college  divided  into  three  parties.  One  approves — the  other 
blames — the  third  trembles.  The  Sick  Man,  still  more 
frightened  than  he  is  now  at  having  allowed  the  destruction 
of  Poland,  will  shrink  from  the  clamors,  reproaches,  threats, 
and  violent  ruptures  that  he  has  occasioned. 

"That  is  well — and  goes  far. 

"Then,  set  the  Pope  to  shaking  the  conscience  of  the  Sick 
Man,  to  disturb  his  mind,  and  terrify  his  soul. 

"To  sum  up.  Make  everything  bitter  to  him — divide  his 
council — isolate  him — frighten  him — redouble  the  ferocious 
ardor  of  good  Albini — revive  the  appetite  of  the  Sanfedists* 


*  See  Pope  Gregory  XVI. 's  Encyclical  Letter  to  the  Bishops  in 
France,  1832. 

*  Hardly  had  the  Sixteenth  Gregory  ascended  the  pontifical  throne, 
than  news  came  of  the  rising  in  Bologna.  His  first  idea  was  to  call  the 
Austrians,  and  incite  the  Sanfedist  volunteer  bands  of  fanatics.  Car- 
dinal Albini  defeated  the  liberals  at  Cesena,  where  his  followers  pil- 
laged churches,  sacked  the  town,  and  ill-treated  women.  At  Forli,  cold- 
blooded  murders   were   committed.      In    1832   the    Sanfedists    (Holy 
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— L,rive  them  a  gulf  of  liberals — let  there  be  pillage,  rape, 
massacre,  as  at  Cesena — a  downright  river  of  Carbonaro 
blood — the  Sick  Man  will  have  a  surfeit  of  it.  So  many 
butcheries  in  his  name — he  will  shrink,  be  sure  he  will  shrink 
— every  day  will  have  its  remorse,  every  night  its  terror, 
even'  minute  its  anguish ;  and  the  abdication  he  already 
threatens  will  come  at  last — perhaps  too  soon.  That  is  now 
the  only  danger ;  you  must  provide  against  it. 

"In  case  of  an  abdication,  the  grand  penitentiary  has  under- 
stood me.  Instead  of  confiding  to  a  general  the  direction  of 
our  Order,  the  best  militia  of  the  Holy  See,  I  should  com- 
mand it  myself.  Thenceforward  this  militia  would  give  me 
no  uneasiness.  For  instance:  the  Janissaries  and  the  Pne- 
torian  Guards  were  always  fatal  to  authority — why? — 
because  they  were  able  to  organize  themselves  as  defenders 
of  the  government,  independently  of  the  government;  hence 
their  power  of  intimidation. 

"Clement  XIV.  was  a  fool.  To  brand  and  abolish  our 
Company  was  an  absurd  fault.  To  protect  and  make  it 
harmless,  by  declaring  himself  the  General  of  the  Order,  is 
what  he  should  have  done.  The  Company,  then  at  his 
mercy,  would  have  consented  to  anything.  He  would  have 
absorbed  us,  made  us  vassals  of  the  Holy  See,  and  would  no 
longer  have  had  to  fear  ow  services.  Clement  XIV.  died  of 
the  cholic.  Let  him  heed  who  hears.  In  a  similar  case,  I 
should  not  die  the  same  death." 

Just  then,  the  clear  and  liquid  voice  of  Rose-Pompon  was 
again  heard.  Rodin  bounded  with  rage  upon  his  seat ;  but 
soon,  as  he  listened  to  the  following  verse,  new  to  him  (for, 
unlike  Philemon's  widow,  he  had  not  his  Beranger  at  his 
fingers'  ends),  the  Jesuit,  accessible  to  certain  odd,  super- 
stitious notions,  was  confused  and  almost  frightened  at  so 
singular  a  coincidence.  It  is  Beranger's  Good  Pope  wlio 
speaks  : — 


Faithitcs)  openly  paraded  their  medals,  bearing  the  heads  of  the  Duke 
of  Modena  and  the  Pope;  letters  issued  by  the  apostolic  confedera- 
tion; privileges  and  indulgences.  They  took  the  following  oath: — 
"I,  A.  B.,  vow  to  rear  the  throne  and  altar  over  the  bones  of  infamous 
freedom-shriekers,  and  exterminate  these  latter  without  pity  for  chil- 
dren's cries  and  women's  tears."  The  disorders  perpetrated  by  these 
marauders  went  beyond  all  bounds:  the  Romish  Court  regularize'! 
anarchy  and  organized  the  Sanfedists  into  volunteer  corps,  to  which 
fresh  privileges  were  granted.  [Revue  deux  Mondes,  Nor.  15th,  1844, 
— "La  Revolution  en  Italic"] 
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"What  are  monarchs?  sheepish  sots! 

Or  they're  robbers,  puffed  with  pride, 
Wearing  badges  of  crime  blots, 

Till  their  certain  graves  gape  wide. 
If  they'll  pour  out  coin  for  me, 

I'll  absolve  them — skin  and  bone! 
If  they  haggle — they  shall  see, 

My  nieces  dancing  on  their  throne  1 
So  laugh  away ! 
Leap,  my  fay! 

Only  watch  me  hurl  the  thunder 

First  of  all,  by  Zeus  under, 
I'm  the  Pope,  the  whole  world's  wonder!" 

Rodin,  half-risen  from  his  chair,  with  outstretched  neck 
and  attentive  eye,  was  still  listening,  when  Rose-Pompon, 
flitting  like  a  bee  from  flower  to  flower  of  her  repertoire,  had 
already  begun  the  delightful  air  of  Colibri.  Hearing  no 
more,  the  Jesuit  reseated  himself,  in  a  sort  of  stupor;  but, 
after  some  minutes'  reflection,  his  countenance  again  bright- 
ened up,  and  he  seemed  to  see  a  lucky  omen  in  this  singular 
incident.  He  resumed  his  pen,  and  the  first  words  he  wrote 
partook,  as  it  were,  of  this  strange  confidence  in  fate. 

"I  have  never  had  more  hope  of  success  than  at  this 
moment.  Another  reason  to  neglect  nothing.  Every  pre- 
sentiment demands  redoubled  zeal.  A  new  thought  occurred 
to  me  yesterday. 

"We  shall  act  here  in  concert.  I  have  founded  an  ultra- 
Catholic  paper  called  Neighborly  Love.  From  its  ultramon- 
tane, tyrannical,  liberticidal  fury,  it  will  be  thought  the 
organ  of  Rome.  I  will  confirm  these  reports.  They  will 
cause  new  terrors. 

"That  will  be  well. 

"I  shall  raise  the  question  of  the  liberty  of  instruction. 
The  raw  liberals  will  support  us.  Like  fools,  they  admit  us 
to  equal  rights ;  when  our  privileges,  our  influence  of  the 
confessional,  our  obedience  to  Rome,  all  place  us  beyond  the 
circle  of  equal  rights,  by  the  advantages  which  we  enjoy. 
Double  fools !  they  think  us  disarmed,  because  they  have 
disarmed  themselves  towards  us. 

"A  burning  question — irritating  clamors — new  cause  of 
disgust  for  the  Weak  Man.    Every  little  makes  a  mickle. 

"That  also  is  very  well. 

"To  sum  up  all  in  two  words.  The  end  is  abdication — the 
means,  vexation,  incessant  torture.     The  Rennepont  inherit- 


THE    WANDERING    JEW  45 

ance  will  pay  for  the  election.  The  price  agreed,  the  mer- 
chandise will  he  sold.'' 

Rodin  here  paused  abruptly,  thinking  he  had  heard  some 
noise  at  that  door  of  his,  which  opened  on  the  staircase ; 
therefore  he  listened  with  suspended  breath;  but  all  remain- 
ing silent,  he  thought  he  must  have  been  deceived,  and  took 
up  his  pen : 

"I  will  take  care  of  the  Rennepont  business — the  hinge 
on  which  will  turn  our  temporal  operations.  We  must  be- 
gin from  the  foundation — substitute  the  play  of  interests, 
and  the  springs  of  passion,  for  the  stupid  club-law  of  Father 
d'Aigrigny.  He  nearly  compromised  everything — and  yet 
he  has  good  parts,  knows  the  world,  has  powers  of  seduction, 
quick  insight — but  plays  ever  in  a  single  key,  and  is  not 
great  enough  to  make  himself  little.  In  his  stead,  I  shall 
know  how  to  make  use  of  him.  There  is  good  stuff  in  the 
man.  I  availed  myself  in  time  of  the  full  powers  given  by 
the  R.  F.  G. ;  I  may  inform  Father  d'Aigrigny,  in  case  of 
need,  of  the  secret  engagements  taken  by  the  General  towards 
myself.  Until  now,  I  have  let  him  invent  for  this  inheritance 
the  destination  that  you  know  of.  A  good  thought,  but 
unseasonable.    The  same  end,  by  other  means. 

"The  information  was  false.  There  are  over  two  hundred 
millions.  Should  the  eventuality  occur,  what  was  doubtful 
must  become  certain.  An  immense  latitude  is  left  us.  The 
Rennepont  business  is  now  doubly  mine,  and  within  three 
months,  the  two  hundred  millions  will  be  ours,  by  the  free 
will  of  the  heirs  themselves.  It  must  be  so;  for  this  failing, 
the  temporal  part  would  escape  me,  and  my  chances  be  di- 
minished by  one  half.  I  have  asked  for  full  powers;  time 
presses,  and  I  act  as  if  I  had  them.  One  piece  of  informa- 
tion is  indispensable  for  the  success  of  my  projects.  I  expect 
it  from  you,  and  I  must  have  it;  do  you  understand  me? 
The  powerful  influence  of  your  brother  at  the  Court  of 
Vienna  will  serve  you  in  this.  I  wish  to  have  the  most  pre- 
cise details  as  to  the  present  position  of  the  Duke  de  Reich- 
stadt — the  Napoleon  II.  of  the  Imperialists.  Is  it  possible, 
by  means  of  your  brother,  to  open  a  secret  correspondence 
with  the  prince,  unknown  to  his  attendants? 

"Look  to  this  promptly.  It  is  urgent.  This  note  will  be 
sent  off  to-day.  I  shall  complete  it  to-morrow.  It  will  reach 
you.  as  usual,  by  the  hands  of  the  petty  shopkeeper." 

At  the  moment  when  Rodin  was  sealing  this  letter  within 
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a  double  envelope,  he  thought  that  he  again  heard  a  noise  at 
the  door.  He  listened.  After  some  silence,  severeal  knocks 
were  distinctly  audible.  Rodin  started.  It  was  the  first 
time  any  one  had  knocked  at  his  door,  since  nearly  a  twelve- 
month that  he  occupied  this  room.  Hastily  placing  the  letter 
in  his  great-coat  pocket,  the  Jesuit  opened  the  old  trunk 
under  his  bed,  took  from  it  a  packet  of  papers  wrapped  in  a 
tattered  cotton  handkerchief,  added  to  them  the  two  letters 
in  cipher  he  had  just  received,  and  carefully  relocked  the 
trunk.  The  knocking  continued  without,  and  seemed  to  show 
more  and  more  impatience.  Rodin  took  the  greengrocer's 
basket  in  his  hand,  tucked  his  umbrella  under  his  arm,  and 
went  with  some  uneasiness  to  ascertain  who  was  this  un- 
expected visitor.  He  opened  the  door,  and  found  himself 
face  to  face  with  Rose-Pompon,  the  troublesome  singer, 
and  who  now,  with  a  light  and  pretty  courtesy,  said  to  him 
in  the  most  guileless  manner  in  the  world,  "M.  Rodin,  if 
you  please?" 


CHAPTER  XXXI. 

FRIENDLY     SERVICES. 

Nothwithstanding  his  surprise  and  uneasiness,  Rodin 
did  not  frown.  He  began  by  locking  his  door  after  him,  as  he 
noticed  the  young  girl's  inquisitive  glance.  Then  he  said 
to  her  good-naturedly,  "Who  do  you  want,  my  dear?" 

"M.  Rodin,"  repeated  Rose-Pompon,  stoutly,  opening  her 
bright  blue  eyes  to  their  full  extent,  and  looking  Rodin  full 
in  the  face. 

"It's  not  here,"  said  he,  moving  towards  the  stairs.  "I 
do  not  know  him.    Inquire  above  or  below." 

"No,  you  don't !  giving  yourself  airs  at  your  age !"  said 
Rose-Pompon,  shrugging  her  shoulders.  "As  if  we  did  not 
know  that  you  are  M.  Rodin." 

"Charlemagne,"  said  the  socius,  bowing;  "Charlemagne, 
to  serve  you — if  I  am  able." 

"You  are  not  able,"  answered  Rose-Pompon,  majestically; 
then  she  added  with  a  mocking  air,  "So,  we  have  our  little 
pussy-cat  hiding-places ;  we  change  our  name ;  we  are  afraid 
Mamma  Rodin  will  find  us  out." 

"Come,  my  dear  child,"  said  the  socius,  with  a  paternal 
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smile ;  "you  have  come  to  the  right  quarter.  I  am  an  old  man, 
but  I  love  youth — happy,  joyous  youth!  Amuse  yourself, 
pray,  at  my  expense.  Only  let  me  pass,  for  I  am  in  a  hurry." 
And  Rodin  again  advanced  towards  the  stairs. 

"M.  Rodin."  said  Rose-Pompon,  in  a  solemn  voice,  "I 
have  very  important  things  to  say  to  you,  and  advice  to  ask 
about  a  love  affair." 

"Why.  little  madcap  that  you  are!  have  you  nobody  to 
tease  in  your  own  house,  that  you  must  come  here?" 

"I  lodge  in  this  house,  M.  Rodin,"  answered  Rose-Pom- 
pon, laying  a  malicious  stress  on  the  name  of  her  victim. 

"You?  Oh,  dear,  only  to  think  I  did  not  know  I  had 
such  a  pretty  neighbor." 

"Yes.  I  have  lodged  here  six  months,  M.  Rodin." 

"Really!  where?" 

"On  the  third  story,  front.  M.  Rodin." 

"It  was  you,  then,  that  sang  so  well  just  now?" 

"Rather/"' 

"You  gave  me  great  pleasure,  I  must  say." 

"You  are  very  polite.  M.  Rodin." 

"You  lodge,  I  suppose,  with  your  respectable  family?" 

"I  believe  you.  M.  Rodin,"  said  Rose-Pompon,  casting 
down  her  eyes  with  a  timid  air.  "I  lodge  with  Grandpapa 
Philemon,  and  Grandmamma  Bacchanal — who  is  a  queen  and 
no  mistake." 

Rodin  had  hitherto  been  seriously  uneasy,  not  knowing 
in  what  manner  Rose  had  discovered  his  real  name.  But 
on  hearing  her  mention  the  Bacchanal  Queen,  with  the 
information  that  she  lodged  in  the  house,  he  found  some- 
thing to  compensate  for  the  disagreeable  incident  of  Rose- 
Pompon's  appearance.  It  was,  indeed,  important  to  Rodin 
to  find  out  the  Bacchanal  Queen,  the  mistress  of  Sleepinbuff, 
and  the  sister  of  Mother  Bunch,  who  had  been  noted  as 
dangerous  since  her  interview  with  the  superior  of  the  con- 
vent, and  the  part  she  had  taken  in  the  projected  escape  of 
Mdlle.  de  Cardoville.  Moreover,  Rodin  hoped — thanks  to 
what  he  had  just  heard — to  bring  Rose-Pompon  to  confess 
to  him  the  name  of  the  person  from  whom  she  had  learned 
that  "Charlemagne"  masked  "Rodin." 

Hardly  had  the  young  girl  pronounced  the  name  of  the 
Bacchanal  Queen,  than  Rodin  clasped  his  hands,  and  appeared 
as  much  surprised  as  interested. 

"Oh,  my  dear  child/'  he  exclaimed,  "I  conjure  you  not 
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to  jest  on  this  subject.  Are  you  speaking  of  a  young  girl 
who  bears  that  nickname,  the  sister  of  a  deformed  needle- 
woman ?" 

"Yes,  sir,  the  Bacchanal  Queen  is  her  nickname,"  said 
Rose-Pompon,  astonished  in  her  turn ;  "she  is  really  Cephyse 
Soliveau,  and  she  is  my  friend." 

"Oh!  she  is  your  friend?"  said  Rodin,  reflecting. 
"Yes,  sir,  my  bosom  friend." 
"So  you  love  her  ?" 

"Like  a  sister.  Poor  girl !  I  do  what  I  can  for  her,  and 
that's  not  much.  But  how  comes  it  that  a  respectable  man 
of  your  age  should  know  the  Bacchanal  Queen? — Ah!  that 
shows  you  have  a  false  name !" 

"My  dear  child,  I  am  no  longer  inclined  to  laugh,"  said 
Rodin,  with  so  sorrowful  an  air,  that  Rose-Pompon,  re- 
proaching herself  with  her  pleasantry,  said  to  him:  "But 
how  comes  it  that  you  know  Cephyse?" 

"Alas!  I  do  not  know  her — but  a  young  fellow,  that  I 
like  excessively — " 
"Jacques  Rennepont?" 

"Otherwise  called  Sleepinbuff.  He  is  now  in  prison  for 
debt,"  sighed  Rodin.    "I  saw  him  yesterday." 

"You  saw  him  yesterday? — how  strange!"  said  Rose- 
Pompon,  clapping  her  hands.  "Quick!  quick! — come  over 
to  Philemon's,  to  give  Cephyse  news  of  her  lover.  She  is 
so  uneasy  about  him." 

"My  dear  child,  I  should  like  to  give  her  good  news  of 
that  worthy  fellow,  whom  I  like  in  spite  of  his  follies,  for 
who  has  not  been  guilty  of  follies?"  added  Rodin,  with 
indulgent  good-nature. 

"To  be  sure,"  said  Rose-Pompon,  twisting  about  as  if  she 
still  wore  the  costume  of  a  debardeur. 

"I  will  say  more,"  added  Rodin :  "I  love  him  because  of 
his  follies;  for,  talk  as  we  may,  my  dear  child,  there  is 
always  something  good  at  bottom,  a  good  heart,  or  some- 
thing, in  those  who  spend  generously  their  money  for  other 
people." 

"Well,  come!  you  are  a  very  good  sort  of  a  man,"  said 
Rose-Pompon,  enchanted  with  Rodin's  philosophy.  "But 
why  will  you  not  come  and  see  Cephyse,  and  talk  to  her  of 
Jacques  ?" 

"Of  what  use  would  it  be  to  tell  her  what  she  knows 


THE    WANDERING    JEW  49 

already — that  Jacques  is  in   prison?     What   I   should  like, 
would  be  to  get  the  worthy  fellow  out  of  his  scrape." 

"(  >h.  sir!  (inly  do  that,  only  get  Jacques  out  of  prison," 
cried  Rose-Pompon,  warmly,  "and  we  will  both  give  you  a 
kiss — me  and  Cephyse  !" 

"It  would  be  throwing  kisses  away,  dear  little  madcap !" 
said  Rodin,  smiling.  "But  be  satisfied,  I  want  no  reward 
to  induce  me  to  do  good  when  I  can." 

"Then  you  hope  to  get  Jacques  out  of  prison?" 

Rodin  shook  his  head,  and  answered  wiih  a  grieved  and 
disappointed  air.  "I  did  hope  it.  Certainly,  I  did  hope  it; 
but  now  all  is  changed." 

"How's  that  ?"  asked  Rose-Pompon,  with  surprise. 

"That  foolish  joke  of  calling  me  M.  Rodin  may  appear 
very  amusing  to  you,  my  dear  child.  I  understand  it,  you 
being  only  an  echo.  Some  one  has  said  to  you :  'Go  and 
tell  M.  Charlemagne  that  he  is  one  M.  Rodin.  That  will  be 
very  funny.'  " 

"Certainlv.  I  should  never  myself  have  thought  of  calling 
you  M.  Rodin.  One  does  not  invent  such  names,"  answered 
Rose-Pompon. 

"Well !  that  person  with  his  foolish  jokes,  has  done,  with- 
out knowing  it,  a  great  injury  to  Jacques  Rennepont." 

"What!  because  I  called  you  Rodin  instead  of  Charle- 
magne?" cried  Rose-Pompon,  much  regretting  the  pleasantry 
which  she  had  carried  on  at  the  instigation  of  Ninny  Moulin. 
"But  really,  sir,"  she  added,  "what  can  this  joke  have  to 
do  with  the  service  that  you  were  about  to  render  Jacques?" 

"I  am  not  at  liberty  to  tell  you,  my  child.  In  truth,  I  am 
very  sorry  for  poor  Jacques.  Believe  me,  I  am ;  but  do  let 
me  pass." 

"Listen  to  me.  sir,  I  beg,"  said  Rose-Pompon ;  "if  I  told 
you  the  name  of  the  person  who  told  me  to  call  you  Rodin, 
would  you  interest  yourself  again  for  Jacques?" 

"I  do  not  wish  to  know  any  one's  secrets,  my  dear  child. 
In  all  this,  you  have  been  the  echo  of  persons  who  are, 
perhaps,  very  dangerous ;  and,  notwithstanding  the  interest 
I  feel  for  Jacques  Rennepont,  I  do  not  wish,  you  under- 
stand, to  make  myself  enemies.  Heaven  forbid!" 

Rose-Pompon  did  not  at  all  comprehend  Rodin's  fears, 
and  upon  this  he  had  counted :  for  after  a  second's  reflection, 
the  youn?  sirl  resumed:  "Well,  sir — this  is  too  deep  for 
me ;  I  do  not  understand  it.     All  I  know  is,  that  I  am  truly 
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sorry  if  I  have  injured  a  good  young  man  by  a  mere  joke. 
I  will  tell  you  exactly  how  it  happened.  My  frankness  may 
be  of  some  use." 

"Frankness  will  often  clear  up  the  most  obscure  matters," 
said  Rodin,  sententiously. 

"After  all,"  said  Rose-Pompon,  "it's  Ninny's  fault.  Why 
does  he  tell  me  nonsense,  that  might  injure  poor  Cephyse's 
lover  ?  You  see,  sir,  it  happened  in  this  way.  Ninny  Moulin 
who  is  fond  of  a  joke,  saw  you  just  now  in  the  street.  The 
portress  told  him  that  your  name  was  Charlemagne.  He  said 
to  me :  'No ;  his  name  is  Rodin.  We  must  play  him  a  trick. 
Go  to  his  room,  Rose-Pompon,  knock  at  the  door,  and  call 
him  M.  Rodin.  You  will  see  what  a  rum  face  he  will  make.' 
I  promised  Ninny  Moulin  not  to  name  him ;  but  I  do  it, 
rather  than  run  the  risk  of  injuring  Jacques." 

At  Ninny  Moulin's  name  Rodin  had  not  been  able  to 
repress  a  movement  of  surprise.  This  pamphleteer,  whom 
ha  had  employed  to  edit  the  "Neighborly  Love,"  was  not 
personally  formidable ;  but,  being  fond  of  talking  in  his 
drink,  he  might  become  troublesome,  particularly  if  Rodin, 
as  was  probable,  had  often  to  visit  this  house,  to  execute  his 
project  upon  Sleepinbuff,  through  the  medium  of  the  Bac- 
chanal Queen.  The  socius  resolved,  therefore,  to  provide 
against  this  inconvenience. 

"So,  my  dear  child,"  said  he  to  Rose-Pompon,  "it  is  a 
M.  Desmoulins  that  persuaded  you  to  play  off  this  silly  joke?" 

"Not  Desmoulins^  but  Dumoulin,"  corrected  Rose.  "He 
writes  in  the  pewholders'  papers,  and  defends  the  saints 
for  money ;  for,  if  Ninny  Moulin  is  a  saint,  his  patrons  are 
Saint  Drinkard  and  Saint  Flashette,  as  he  himself  declares." 

"This  gentleman  appears  to  be  very  gay." 

"Oh  !  a  very  good  fellow." 

"But  stop,"  resumed  Rodin,  appearing  to  recollect  him- 
self ;  "ain't  he  a  man  about  thirty-six  or  forty,  fat,  with  a 
ruddy  complexion?" 

"Ruddy  as  a  glass  of  red  wine,"  said  Rose-Pompon,  "and 
with  a  pimpled  nose  like  a  mulberry." 

"That's  the  man — M.  Dumoulin.  Oh!  in  that  case,  I  am 
quite  satisfied,  my  dear  child.  The  jest  no  longer  makes 
me  uneasy ;  for  M.  Dumoulin  is  a  very  worthy  man — only 
perhaps  a  little  too  fond  of  his  joke." 

"Then,  sir,  you  will  try  to  be  useful  to  Jacques?  The 
stupid  pleasantry  of  Ninny  Moulin  will  not  prevent  you?" 
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"I  hope  not." 

"But  I  niust  not  tell  Ninny  Moulin  that  you  know  it  was 
he  who  sent  me  to  call  you  M.  Rodin — -eh,  sir?" 

"Why  not?  In  every  case,  my  dear  child,  it  is  always 
better  to  speak  frankly  the  truth." 

"But,  sir.  Ninny  Moulin  so  strongly  recommended  me 
not  to  name  him  to  you " 

"If  you  have  named  him,  it  is  from  a  very  good  motive; 
why  not  avow  it?  However,  my  dear  child,  this  concerns 
you,  not  me.     Do  as  you  think  best." 

"'And  may  I  tell  Cephyse  of  your  good  intentions  towards 
Jacques  ?" 

"The  truth,  my  dear  child,  always  the  truth.  One  need 
never  hesitate  to  say  what  is." 

"Poor  Cephyse!  how  happy  she.  will  be!"  cried  Rose- 
Rompon,  cheerfully;  "and  the  new^  will  come  just  in  time." 

"<  Inly  you  must  not  exaggerate*;  I  do  not  promise  posi- 
tively to  get  this  good  fellow  out  of  prison ;  I  say,  that  I 
will  do  what  I  can.  But  what  I  promise  positively  is — for, 
since  the  imprisonment  of  poor  Jacques,  your  friend  must 
be  very  much  straitened " 

"Alas,  sir!" 

"What  I  promise  positively  is  some  little  assistance 
which  your  friend  will  receive  to-day,  to  enable  her  to  live 
honestly;  and  if  she  behaves  well — hereafter — why,  here- 
after, we  shall  see." 

"Oh,  sir !  you  do  not  know  how  welcome  will  be  your 
assistance  to  poor  Cephyse !  One  might  fancy  you  were  her 
actual  good  angel.  Faith !  you  may  call  yourself  Rodin,  or 
Charlemagne;  all  I  know  is,  that  you  are  a  nice,  sweet " 

"Come,  come,  do  not  exaggerate,"  said  Rodin ;  "sav  a 
good  sort  of  old  fellow;  nothing  more,  my  dear  child.  But 
see  how  things  fall  out,  sometimes!  Who  could  have  told 
me,  when  I  heard  you  knock  at  my  door — which,  I  must 
say,  vexed  me  a  great  deal — that  it  was  a  pretty  little  neigh- 
bor of  mine,  who  under  the  pretext  of  playing  off  a  joke, 
was  to  put  me  in  the  way  of  doing  a  good  action  ?  Go  and 
comfort  your  friend;  this  evening  she  will  receive  some 
assistance ;  and  let  us  have  hope  and  confidence.  Thanks 
be,  there  are  still  some  good  people  in  the  world !" 

"Oh,  sir!  you  prove  it  yourself." 

"Not  at  all !  The  happiness  of  the  old  is  to  see  the  young 
happy." 
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This  was  said  by  Rodin  with  so  much  apparent  kindness, 
that  Rose-Pompon  felt  the  tears  well  up  to  her  eyes,  and 
answered  with  much  emotion:  "Sir,  Cephyse  and  me  are 
only  poor  girls ;  there  are  many  more  virtuous  in  the  world ; 
but  I  venture  to  say,  we  have  good  hearts.  Now,  if  ever 
you  should  be  ill,  only  send  for  us ;  there  are  no  Sisters  of 
Charity  that  will  take  better  care  of  you.  It  is  all  that  we 
can  offer  you,  without  reckoning  Philemon,  who  shall  go 
through  fire  and  water  for  you,  I  give  you  my  word  for  it — 
and  Cephyse,  I  am  sure,  will  answer  for  Jacques  also,  that 
he  will  be  yours  in  life  and  death." 

"You  see,  my  dear  child,  that  I  was  right  in  saying — a  fitful 
head  and  a  good  heart.    Adieu,  till  we  meet  again." 

Thereupon  Rodin,  taking  up  the  basket,  which  he  had 
placed  on  the  ground  by  the  side  of  his  umbrella,  prepared 
to  descend  the  stairs. 

"First  of  all,  you  must  give  me  this  basket;  it  will  be  in 
your  way  going  down,"  said  Rose-Pompon,  taking  the  basket 
from  the  hands  of  Rodin,  notwithstanding  his  resistance. 
Then  she  added:  "Lean  upon  my  arm.  The  stairs  are  so 
dark.    You  might  slip." 

"I  will  accept  your  offer,  my  dear  child,  for  I  am  not  very 
courageous."  Leaning  paternally  on  the  right  arm  of  Rose- 
Pompon,  who  held  the  basket  in  her  left  hand,  Rodin  de- 
scended the  stairs,  and  crossed  the  court-yard. 

"Up  there,  on  the  third  story,  do  you  see  that  big  face 
close  to  the  window-frame?"  said  Rose-Pompon  suddenly 
to  Rodin,  stopping  in  the  centre  of  the  little  court.  "That 
is  my  Ninny  Moulin.  Do  you  know  him?  Is  he  the  same 
as  yours?" 

"The  same  as  mine,"  said  Rodin,  raising  his  head,  and 
waving  his  hand  very  affectionately  to  Jacques  Dumoulin, 
who,  stupefied  thereat,  retired  abruptly  from  the  window. 

"The  poor  fellow !  I  am  sure  he  is  afraid  of  me  since  his 
foolish  joke,"  said  Rodin,  smiling.     "He  is  very  wrong." 

And  he  accompanied  these  last  words  with  a  sinister  nip- 
ping of  the  lips,  not  perceived  by  Rose-Pompon. 

"And  now,  my  dear  child,"  said  he,  as  they  both  entered 
the  passage,  "I  no  longer  need  you  assistance ;  return  to 
your  friend,  and  tell  her  the  good  news  you  have  heard." 

"Yes,  sir,  you  are  right.  I  burn  with  impatience  to  tell 
her  what  a  good  man  you  are."  And  Rose-Pompon  sprung 
towards  the  stairs. 
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'"Stop,  stop!  how  about  my  basket  that  the  little  mad- 
cap carries  off  with  her?"  said  Rodin. 

'"<  )h,  true!  I  beg  your  pardon,  sir.  Poor  Cephyse!  how- 
pleased  she  will  be.  Adieu,  sir!"  And  Rose-Pompon's 
pretty  figure  disappeared  in  the  darkness  of  the  staircase, 
which  she  mounted  with  an  alert  and  impatient  step. 

Rodin  issued  from  the  entry.  "Here  is  your  basket,  my 
good  lady,"  said  he.  stopping  at  the  threshold  of  Mother 
Arsene's  shop.  "I  give  you  my  humble  thanks  for  your 
kindness." 

"For  nothing,  my  dear  sir.  for  nothing.  It  is  all  at  your 
service.     Well,  was  the  radish  good?" 

"Succulent,  my  dear  madame,  and  excellent." 

"Oh!  I  am  glad  of  it.     Shall  we  soon  see  you  again?" 

"I  hope  so.  But  could  you  tell  me  where  is  the  near- 
est post-office?" 

"Turn  to  the  left,  the  third  house,  at  the  grocer's." 

"A  thousand  thanks." 

"I  wager  it's  a  love  letter  for  your  sweetheart,"  said 
Mother  Arsene,  enlivened  probably  by  Rose-Pompon's  and 
Ninny  Moulin's  proximity. 

"Ha!  ha!  ha!  the  good  lady!"  said  Rodin,  with  a  titter. 

Then,  suddenly  resuming  his  serious  aspect,  he  made  a  low 

bow    to    the    greengrocer,    adding:      "Your    most    obedient, 

humble  servant !"  and  walked  out  into  the  street. 

******* 

We  now  usher  the  reader  into  Dr.  Baleinier's  asylum,  in 
which  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville  was  confined. 


CHAPTER  XXXII. 

THE  ADVICE. 

Adriexxe  de  Cardoville  had  been  still  more  strictly  con- 
fined in  Dr.  Baleinier's  house,  since  the  double  nocturna) 
attempt  of  Agricola  and  Dagobert,  in  which  the  soldier, 
though  severely  wounded,  had  succeeded,  thanks  to  the  in- 
trepid devotion  of  his  son,  seconded  by  the  heroic  Spoil-sport, 
in  gaining  the  little  garden  gate  of  the  convent,  and  escap- 
ing by  way  of  the  boulevard,  along  with  the  young  smith. 
Four  o'clock  had  just  struck.  Adrienne,  since  the  previous 
day,  had  been  removed  to  a  chamber  on  the  second  story  of 
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the  asylum.     The  grated  window,  with  closed  shutters,  only 
admitted  a  faint  light  to  this  apartment.     The  young  lady, 
since  her  interview  with  Mother  Bunch,  expected  to  be  de- 
livered any  day  by  the  intervention  of  her  friends.     But  she 
felt  painful  uneasiness  on  the  subject  of  Agricola  and  Dag- 
obert,  being  absolutely  ignorant  of  the  issue  of  the  struggle 
in  which  her  intended  liberators  had  been  engaged  with  the 
people  of  the  asylum  and  convent.     She  had  in  vain  ques- 
tioned her  keepers  on  the  subject ;  they  had  remained  per- 
fectly mute.     These  new  incidents  had  augmented  the  bitter 
resentment  of  Adrienne  against  the  Princess  de  Saint  Dizier. 
Father  d'Aigrigny,  and  their  creatures.     The  slight  paleness 
of  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville's  charming  face,  and  her  fine  eyes  a 
little  drooping,   betrayed   her   recent   sufferings ;   seated   be- 
fore a  little  table,  with  her  forehead  restmg  upon  one  of  her 
hands,  half  veiled  by  the  long  curls  of  her  golden  hair,  she 
was  turning  over  the  leaves  of  a  book.     Suddenly,  the  door 
opened,  and  M.  Baleinier,  entered.     The  doctor,  a  Jesuit,  in 
lay  attire,  a  docile  and  passive  instrument  of  the  will  of  his 
Order,  was  only  half  in  the  confidence  of  Father  d'Aigrigny 
and  the  Princess  de  Saint-Dizier.     He  was  ignorant  of  the 
object  of  the  imprisonment  of  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville ;  he  was 
ignorant  also  of  the  sudden  change  which  had  taken  place  in 
the  relative  position  of  Father  d'Aigrigny  and  Rodin,  after 
the  reading  of  the  testament  of  Marius  de  Rennepont.     The 
doctor  had,  only  the  day  before,  received  orders  from  Father 
d'Aigrigny   (now  acting  under  the  directions  of  Rodin)   to 
confine   Mdlle.   de  Cardoville  still  more   strictly,   to  act  to- 
wards her  with  redoubled  severity,  and  to  endeavor  to  force 
her,   it   will   be  seen   by   what  expedients,   to   renounce   the 
judicial   proceedings,    which    she   promised    herself    to    take 
hereafter  against  her  persecutors.     At  sight  of  the  doctor, 
Mdlle.  de  Cardoville  could  not  hide  the  aversion  and  disdain 
with  which   this  man   inspired   her.     M.    Baleinier,   on   the 
contrary,    always    smiling,    always    courteous,    approached 
Adrienne  with  perfect  ease  and  confidence,  stopped  a  few 
steps  from  her,  as  if  to  study  her  features  more  attentively, 
and  then  added  like  a  man  who  is  satisfied  with  the  obser- 
vations he  had  made :     "Come !  the  unfortunate  events  of 
the  night  before  last  have  had  a  less  injurious  influence  than 
I   feared.     There  is  some  improvement ;  the  complexion  is 
less  flushed,   the  look  calmer,   the  eyes   still   somewhat  too 
bright,    but    no    longer    shining    with    such    unnatural    fire. 
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You  are  getting  on  so  well !  Now  the  cure  must  be  pro- 
longed— for  this  unfortunate  night  affair  threw  you  into  a 
state  of  excitement,  that  was  only  the  more  dangerous  from 
your  not  being  conscious  of  it.  Happily,  with  care,  your 
recovery  will  not,  I  hope,  be  very  much  delayed."  Ac- 
customed though  she  was  to  the  audacity  of  this  tool  of  the 
Congregation.  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville  could  not  forbear  saying 
to  him,  with  a  smile  of  bitter  disdain :  "What  impudence, 
sir,  there  is  in  your  probity  !  What  effrontery  in  your  zeal  to 
earn  your  hire !  Never  for  a  moment  do  you  lay  aside  your 
mask ;  craft  and  falsehood  are  ever  on  your  lips.  Really, 
if  this  shameful  comedy  causes  you  as  much  fatigue  as 
it  does  me  disgust  and  contempt,  they  can  never  pay  you 
enough." 

"Alas!"  said  the  doctor,  in  a  sorrowful  tone;  "always 
this  unfortunate  delusion,  that  you  are  not  in  want  of  our 
care ! — that  I  am  playing  a  part,  when  I  talk  to  you  of  the 
sad  state  in  which  you  were,  when  we  were  obliged  to  bring 
you  hither  by  stratagem.  Still,  with  the  exception  of  this 
little  sign  of  rebellious  insanity,  your  condition  has  marvel- 
lously improved.  You  are  on  the  high-road  to  a  complete 
cure.  By-and-by,  your  excellent  heart  will  render  me  the 
justice  that  is  due  to  me;  and,  one  day,  I  shall  be  judged  as 
I  deserve." 

"I  believe  it,  sir;  the  day  approaches,  in  which  you  w»7i 
be  judged  as  you  deserve,"  said  Adrienne,  laying  great  stress 
upon  the  two  words. 

"Always  that  other  fixed  idea,"  said  the  doctor  with  a 
sort  of  commiseration.  "Come,  be  reasonable.  Do  not 
think  of  this  childishness." 

"What!  renounce  my  intention  to  demand  at  the  hands 
of  justice  reparation  for  myself,  and  disgrace  for  you  and 
your  accomplices?    Never,  sir — never!" 

"Well!"  said  the  doctor,  shrugging  his  shoulders;  "once 
at  liberty,  thank  heaven,  you  will  have  many  other  things  to 
think  of.  my  fair  enemy." 

"You  forget  piously  the  evil  that  you  do;  but  I,  sir,  have 
a  better  memory." 

"Let  us  talk  seriously.  Have  you  really  the  intention  of 
applying  to  the  courts?"  inquired  Dr.  Baleinier,  in  a  grave 
tone. 

"Yes,  sir,  and  you  know  that  what  I  intend,  I  firmly  carry 
out." 
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"Well!  I  can  only  conjure  you  not  to  follow  out  this 
idea,"  replied  the  doctor,  in  a  still  more  solemn  tone;  "I 
ask  it  as  a  favor,  in  the  name  of  your  own  interest." 

"I  think,  sir,  that  you  are  a  little  too  ready  to  confound 
your  interest  with  mine." 

"Now  come,"  said  Dr.  Baleinier,  with  a  feigned  impa- 
tience, as  if  quite  certain  of  convincing  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville 
on  the  instant ;  "would  you  have  the  melancholy  courage 
to  plunge  into  despair  two  persons  full  of  goodness  and 
generosity  ?" 

"Only  two?  The  jest  would  be  complete,  if  you  were  to 
reckon  three :  you,  sir,  and  my  aunt,  and  Abbe  d'Aigrigny ; 
for  these  are  no  doubt  the  generous  persons  in  whose  name 
/ou  implore  my  pity." 

"No,  madame;  I  speak  neither  of  myself,  nor  of  youi 
Hunt,  nor  of  Abbe  d'Aigrigny." 

"Of  whom,  then,  sir?"  asked  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville  with 
Surprise. 

"Of  two  poor  fellows,  who,  no  doubt  sent  by  those  whom 
you  call  your  friends,  got  into  the  neighboring  convent  the 
other  night,  and  thence  into  this  garden.  The  guns  which 
you  heard  go  off  were  fired  at  them." 

"Alas!  I  thought  so.  They  refused  to  tell  me  if  either 
of  them  was  wounded,"  said  Adrienne,  with  painful  emo- 
tion. 

"One  of  them  received  a  wound,  but  not  very  serious, 
since  he  was  able  to  fly  and  escape  pursuit." 

"Thank  God!"  cried  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville,  clasping  her 
hands  with  fervor. 

"It  is  quite  natural  that  you  should  rejoice  at  their  es- 
cape, but  by  what  strange  contradiction  do  you  now  wish  to 
put  the  officers  of  justice  on  their  track?  A  singular  man- 
ner, truly,  of  rewarding  their  devotion !" 

"What  do  you  say,  sir?"  asked  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville. 

"For  if  they  should  be  arrested,"  resumed  Dr.  Baleinier, 
without  answering  her,  "as  they  have  been  guilty  of  house- 
breaking and  attempted  burglary,  they  would  be  sent  to  the 
galleys." 

"Heavens!  and  for  my  sake!" 

"Yes ;  it  would  be  for  you,  and  what  is  worse,  by  you, 
that  they  would  be  condemned." 

"By  me,  sir?" 

"Certainly;    that   is,    if    you    follow   up   your   vengeance 
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against  your  aunt  and  Abbe  d'Aigrigny — I  do  not  speak  of 
myself,  for  I  am  quite  safe:  in  a  word,  if  you  persist  in  lay- 
ing your  complaint  before  the  magistrates,  that  }ou  have  been 
unjustly  confined  in  this  house." 

"I  do  not  understand  you,  sir.  Explain  yourself,"  said 
Adrienne.  with  growing  uneasiness. 

"Child  that  you  are!"'  cried  the  Jesuit  of  the  short  robe, 
with  an  air  of  conviction  :  "do  you  think  that  if  the  law  once 
takes  cognizance  of  this  affair,  you  can  stop  short  its  action 
where  and  when  you  please?  When  you  leave  this  house, 
you  lodge  a  complaint  against  me  and  against  your  family ; 
well,  what  happens?  The  law  interferes,  inquires,  calls  wit- 
nesses, enters  into  the  most  minute  investigations.  Then, 
what  follows?  Why.  that  this  nocturnal  escalade,  which 
the  superior  of  the  convent  has  some  interest  in  hushing  up, 
for  fear  of  scandal — that  this  nocturnal  attempt,  I  say,  which 
I  ajso  would  keep  quiet,  is  necessarily  divulged,  and  as  i( 
involves  a  serious  crime,  to  which  a  heavy  penalty  is  at- 
tached, the  law  will  ferret  into  it,  and  find  out  these  unfor- 
tunate men,  and  if,  as  is  probable,  they  are  detained  in  Paris 
by  their  duties  or  occupations,  or  even  by  a  false  security, 
arising  from  the  honorable  motives  which  they  know  to 
have  actuated  them,  they  will  be  arrested.  And  who  will 
be  the  cause  of  this  arrest  ?  You,  by  your  deposition  against 
us." 

"Oh,  sir !  that  would  be  horrible ;  but  it  is  impossible." 

"It  is  very  possible,  on  the  contrary,"  returned  M.  Ba- 
leinier:  "so  that,  while  I  and  the  superior  of  the  convent, 
who  alone  are  really  entitled  to  complain,  only  wish  to  keep 
quiet  this  unpleasant  affair,  it  is  you — you,  for  whom  these 
unfortunate  men  have  risked  the  galleys — that  will  deliver 
them  up  to  justice." 

Though  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville  was  not  completely  duped 
by  the  lay  Jesuit,  she  guessed  that  the  merciful  intentions 
which  he  expressed  with  regard  to  Dagobert  and  his  son, 
would  be  absolutely  subordinate  to  the  course  she  might 
take  in  pressing  or  abandoning  the  legitimate  vengeance 
which  she  meant  to  claim  of  authority.  Indeed,  Rodin, 
whose  instructions  the  doctor  was  following  without  know- 
ing it,  was  too  cunning  to  have  it  said  to  Mdlle.  de  Cardo- 
ville: "If  you  attempt  any  proceedings,  we  denounce  Dago- 
bert and  his  son ;"  but  he  attained  the  same  end,  by  inspiring 
Adrienne  with  fears  on  the  subject  of  her  two  liberators, 
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so  as  to  prevent  her  taking  any  hostile  measures.  Without 
knowing  the  exact  law  on  the  subject,  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville 
had  too  much  good  sense  not  to  understand  that  Dagobert 
and  Agricola  might  be  very  seriously  involved  in  conse- 
quence of  their  nocturnal  adventure,  and  might  even  find 
themselves  in  a  terrible  position.  And  yet,  when  she  thought 
of  all  she  had  suffered  in  that  house,  and  of  all  the  just  re- 
sentment she  entertained  in  the  bottom  of  her  heart,  Adri- 
enne  felt  unwilling  to  renounce  the  stern  pleasure  of  ex- 
posing such  odious  machinations  to  the  light  of  day.  Dr. 
Baleinier  watched  with  sullen  attention  her  whom  he  con- 
sidered his  dupe,  for  he  thought  he  could  divine  the  cause 
of  the  silence  and  hesitation  of  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville. 

"But,  sir,"  resumed  the  latter,  unable  to  conceal  her 
anxiety,  "if  I  were  disposed,  for  whatever  reason,  to  make 
no  complaint,  and  to  forget  the  wrongs  I  have  suffered,  when 
should  I  leave  this  place?" 

"I  cannot  tell ;  for  I  do  not  know  when  you  will  be  radi- 
cally cured,"  said  the  doctor,  benignantly.  "You  are  in  a 
very  good  way,  but " 

"Still  this  insolent  and  stupid  acting!"  broke  forth  Mdlle. 
de  Cardoville,  interrupting  the  doctor  with  indignation.  "I 
ask,  and  if  it  must  be,  I  entreat  you  to  tell  me  how  long  1 
am  to  be  shut  up  in  this  dreadful  house,  for  I  shall  leave  it 
some  day,  I  suppose?" 

"I  hope  so,  certainly,"  said  the  Jesuit  of  the  short  robe, 
with  unction ;  "but  when,  I  am  unable  to  say.  Moreover, 
I  must  tell  you  frankly,  that  every  precaution  is  taken 
against  such  attempts  as  those  of  the  other  night ;  and  the 
most  vigorous  watch  will  be  maintained,  to  prevent  your 
communicating  with  any  one.  And  all  this  in  your  own 
interest,  that  your  poor  head  may  not  again  be  dangerously 
excited." 

"So,  sir,"  said  Adrienne,  almost  terrified,  "compared  with 
what  awaits  me,  the  last  few  days  have  been  days  of  liberty." 

"Your  interest  before  everything,"  answered  the  doctor, 
in  a  fervent  tone. 

Mdlle.  de  Cardoville,  feeling  the  impotence  of  her  indigna- 
tion and  despair,  heaved  a  deep  sigh,  and  hid  her  face  in  her 
hands. 

At  this  moment,  quick  footsteps  were  heard  in  the  pas- 
sage, and  one  of  the  nurses  entered,  after  having  knocked 
it  the  door. 
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"Sir,"  said  she  to  the  doctor,  with  a  frightened  air,  "th 
are  two  gentlemen  below,  who   wish  to  see  you  instantly, 
and  the  lady  also." 

Adrienne  raised  her  head  hastily;  her  eyes  were  bathed  in 
tears. 

"What  are  the  names  of  these  persons?"  said  M.  Baleinier, 
much  astonished. 

"One  of  them  said  to  me,"  answered  the  nurse :  "  'Go  and 
inform  Dr.  Baleinier  that  I  am  a  magistrate,  and  that  I  come 
on  a  duty  regarding  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville.'  " 

"A  magistrate!"  exclaimed  the  Jesuit  of  the  short  robe, 
growing  purple  in  the  face,  and  unable  to  hide  his  surprise 
and  uneasiness. 

"Heaven  be  praised !"  cried  Adrienne,  rising  with  vivac- 
ity, her  countenance  beaming  through  her  tears  with  hope 
and  joy ;  "my  friends  have  been  informed  in  time,  and  the 
hour  of  justice  is  arrived  !" 

"Ask  these  persons  to  walk  up,"  said  Dr.  Baleinier,  after 
a  moment's  rellection.  Then,  with  a  still  more  agitated  ex- 
pression of  countenance,  he  approached  Adrienne  with  a 
harsh,  and  almost  menacing  air,  which  contrasted  with  the 
habitual  placidity  of  his  hypocritical  smile,  and  said  to  her 
in  a  low  voice:  "Take  care,  madame!  do  not  rejoice  too 
soon." 

"I  no  longer  fear  you,"  answered  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville, 
with  a  bright,  flashing  eye.  "M.  de  Montbron  is  no  doubt 
returned  to  Paris,  and  has  been  informed  in  time.  He 
accompanies  the  magistrate,  and  comes  to  deliver  me.  I 
pity  you,  sir — both  you  and  yours,"  added  Adrienne,  with 
an  accent  of  bitter  irony. 

"Madame,"  cried  M.  Baleinier,  no  longer  able  to  dissemble 
his  growing  alarm,  "I  repeat  to  you,  take  care !  Remember 
what  I  have  told  you.  Your  accusations  would  necessarily 
involve  the  discovery  of  what  took  place  the  other  night 
Beware!  the  fate  of  the  soldier  and  his  son  is  in  your  haivU. 
Recollect  they  are  in  danger  of  the  convict's  chains." 

"Oh !  I  am  not  your  dupe,  sir.  You  are  holding  out  a 
covert  menace.  Have  at  least  the  courage  to  say  to  me, 
that,  if  I  complain  to  the  magistrates,  you  will  denounce 
the  soldier  and  his  son." 

"I  repeat,  that,  if  you  make  any  complaint,  those  two 
people  are  lost,"  answered  the  doctor,  ambiguously. 

Startled   by  what  was   really  dangerous  in  the   doctor's 
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threats,  Adrienne  asked:  "Sir,  if  this  magistrate  questions 
me,  do  you  think  I  will  tell  him  a  falsehood?" 

"You  will  answer  what  is  true,"  said  M.  Baleinier,  hastily, 
in  the  hope  of  still  attaining  his  end.  "You  will  answer 
that  you  were  in  so  excited  a  state  of  mind  a  few  days  ago, 
that  it  was  thought  advisable,  for  your  own  sake,  to  bring 
you  hither,  without  your  knowing  it.  But  you  are  now  so 
much  better,  that  you  acknowledge  the  utility  of  the  meas- 
ures taken  with  regard  to  you.  I  will  confirm  these  words 
for,  after  all,  it  is  the  truth." 

"Never!"  cried  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville,  with  indignation, 
"never  will  I  be  the  accomplice  of  so  infamous  a  falsehood ; 
never  will  I  be  base  enough  to  justify  the  indignities  that  I 
have  suffered !" 

"Here  is  the  magistrate,"  said  M.  Baleinier,  as  he  caught 
the  sound  of  approaching  footsteps.     "Beware!" 

The  door  opened,  and,  to  the  indescribable  amazement  of 
the  doctor,  Rodin  appeared  on  the  threshold,  accompanied 
by  a  man  dressed  in  black,  with  a  dignified  and  severe  coun- 
tenance. In  the  interest  of  his  projects,  and  from  motives 
of  craft  and  prudence  that  will  hereafter  be  known,  Rodin 
had  not  informed  Father  d'Aigrigny,  and  consequently  the 
doctor,  of  the  unexpected  visit  he  intended  to  pay  to  the 
Ssylum,  accompanied  by  a  magistrate.  On  the  contrary,  he 
had  only  the  day  before  given  orders  to  M.  Baleinier  to  con- 
fine Mdlle.  de  Cardoville  still  more  strictly.  Therefore, 
imagine  the  stupor  of  the  doctor  when  he  saw  the  judicial 
officer,  whose  unexpected  presence  and  imposing  aspect 
were  otherwise  sufficiently  alarming,  enter  the  room,  ac- 
companied by  Rodin,  Abbe  d'Aigrigny's  humble  and  obscure 
secretary.  From  the  door,  Rodin,  who  was  very  shabbily 
dressed,  as  usual,  pointed  out  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville  to  the 
magistrate,  by  a  gesture  at  once  respectful  and  compassion- 
ate. Then,  while  the  latter,  who  had  not  been  able  to  re- 
press a  movement  of  admiration  at  sight  of  the  rare  beauty 
of  Adrienne,  seemed  to  examine  her  with  as  much  surprise 
as  interest,  the  Jesuit  modestly  receded  several  steps. 

Dr.  Baleinier,  in  his  extreme  astonishment,  hoping  to  be 
understood  by  Rodin,  made  suddenly  several  private  signals, 
as  if  to  interrogate  him  on  the  cause  of  the  magistrate's 
visit.  But  this  was  only  productive  of  fresh  amazement  to 
M.  Baleinier ;  for  Rodin  did  not  appear  to  recognize  him,  or 
to  understand  his  expressive  pantomime,  and  looked  at  him 
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with  affected  bewilderment.  At  length,  as  the  doctor,  grow- 
ing impatient,  redoubled  his  mute  questionings,  Rodin 
advanced  with  a  stride,  stretched  forward  his  crooked  neck, 
and  said,  in  a  loud  voice:  "What  is  your  pleasure,  doctor?" 

These  words,  which  completely  disconcerted  Baleinier, 
broke  the  silence  which  had  reigned  for  some  seconds,  and 
the  magistrate  turned  round.  Rodin  added,  with  imper- 
turbable coolness:  "Since  our  arrival,  the  doctor  has  been 
making  all  sorts  of  mysterious  signs  to  me.  I  suppose  he 
has  something  private  to  communicate,  but,  as  I  have  no 
secrets,  I  must  beg  him  to  speak  out  loud." 

This  reply,  so  embarrassing  for  M.  Baleinier,  uttered  in  a 
tone  of  aggression,  and  with  an  air  of  icy  coldness,  plunged 
the  doctor  into  such  new  and  deep  amazement,  that  he  re- 
mained for  some  moments  without  answering.  No  doubt 
the  magistrate  was  struck  with  this  incident,  and  with  the, 
silence  which  followed  it.  for  he  cast  a  look  of  great  severity 
on  the  doctor.  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville,  who  had  expected  to 
have  seen  M.  de  Montbron,  was  also  singularly  surprised. 


CHAPTER  XXXIII. 

THE   ACCUSER. 

Baleinier,  disconcerted  for  a  moment  by  the  unexpected 
presence  of  a  magistrate,  and  by  Rodin's  inexplicable  atti- 
tude, soon  recovered  his  presence  of  mind,  and  addressing 
his  colleague  of  the  longer  robe,  said  to  him:  "If  I  make 
signs  to  you,  sir,  it  was  that,  while  I  wished  to  respect  the 
silence  which  this  gentleman" — glancing  at  the  magistrate 
— "has  preserved  since  his  entrance,  I  desired  to  express 
my  surprise  at  the  unexpected  honor  of  this  visit." 

"It  is  to  the  lady  that  I  will  explain  the  reason  for  my 
silence,  and  beg  her  to  excuse  it,"  replied  the  magistrate,  as 
he  made  a  halt -bow  to  Adrienne,  whom  he  thus  continued 
to  address:  "I  have  just  received  so  serious  a  declaration 
with  regard  to  you,  madame,  that  I  could  not  forbear  look- 
ing at  you  for  a  moment  in  silence,  to  see  if  I  could  read  in 
your  countenance  or  in  your  attitude,  the  truth  or  falsehood 
of  the  accusation  that  has  been  placed  in  my  hands ;  and  I 
have  every  reason  to  believe  that  it  is  but  too  well  founded." 
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"May  I  at  length  be  informed,  sir,"  said  Dr.  Baleinier,  in 
a  polite  but  firm  tone,  "to  whom  I  have  the  honor  of  speak- 
ing?" 

"Sir,  I  am  juge  d' instruction,  and  I  have  come  to  inform 
myself  as  to  a  fact  which  has  been  pointed  out  to  me " 

"Will  you  do  me  the  honor  to  explain  yourself,  sir?"  said 
the  doctor,  bowing. 

"Sir,"  resumed  the  magistrate,  M.  de  Gernande,  a  man  of 
about  fifty  years  of  age,  full  of  firmness  and  straightforward- 
ness, and  knowing  how  to  unite  the  austere  duties  of  his 
position  with  benevolent  politeness,  "you  are  accused  of  hav- 
ing committed — a  very  great  error,  not  to  use  a  harsher  ex- 
pression. As  for  the  nature  of  that  error,  I  prefer  believing, 
sir,  that  you  (a  first  rate  man  of  science)  may  have  been  de- 
ceived in  the  calculation  of  a  medical  case,  rather  than  sus- 
pect you  of  having  forgotten  all  that  is  sacred  in  the  exer- 
cise of  a  profession  that  is  almost  a  priesthood." 

"When  you  specify  the  facts,  sir,"  answered  the  Jesuit 
of  the  short  robe,  with  a  degree  of  haughtiness,  "it  will  be 
easy  for  me  to  prove  that  my  reputation  as  a  man  of  science 
is  no  less  free  from  reproach,  than  my  conscience  as  a  man 
of  honor." 

"Madame,"  said  M.  de  Gernande,  addressing  Adrienne, 
"is  it  true  that  you  were  conveyed  to  this  house  by  strata- 
gem?" 

"Sir,"  cried  M.  Baleinier,  "permit  me  to  observe,  that  the 
manner  in  which  you  open  this  question  is  an  insult  to  me." 

"Sir,  it  is  to  the  lady  that  I  have  the  honor  of  addressing 
myself,"  replied  M.  de  Gernande,  sternly;  "and  I  am  the 
sole  judge  of  the  propriety  of  my  questions." 

Adrienne  was  about  to  answer  affirmatively  to  the  magis- 
trate, when  an  expressive  look  from  Dr.  Baleinier  reminded 
her  that  she  would  perhaps  expose  Dagobert  and  his  son  to 
cruel  dangers.  It  was  no  base  and  vulgar  feeling  of  ven- 
geance by  which  Adrienne  was  animated,  but  a  legitimate 
indignation,  inspired  by  odious  hypocrisy.  She  would  have 
thought  it  cowardly  not  to  unmask  the  criminals ;  but  wishing 
to  avoid  compromising  others,  she  said  to  the  magistrate, 
with  an  accent  full  of  mildness  and  dignity:  "Permit  me, 
sir,  in  my  turn,  rather  to  ask  you  a  question." 

"Speak,  madame." 

"Will  the  answer  I  make  be  considered  a  formal  accusa- 
tion?" 
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"I  have  come  hither,  madame,  to  ascertain  the  truth,  and 
no  consideration  should  induce  you  to  dissemble  it." 

"So  be  it,  sir,"  resumed  Adrienne;  "but  suppose,  having 
just  causes  of  complaint.  I  lay  them  before  you,  in  order  to 
be  allowed  to  leave  this  house,  shall  I  afterwards  be  at  liberty 
not  to  press  the  accusations  I  have  made?" 

"You  may  abandon  proceedings,  madame,  but  the  law  will 
take  up  your  case  in  the  name  of  society,  if  its  rights  have 
been  injured  in  your  person." 

"Shall  I  then  not  be  allowed  to  pardon?  Should  I  not 
be  sufficiently  avenged  by  a  contemptuous  forget  fulness  of 
the  wrongs  I  have  suffered?" 

"Personally,  madame,  you  may  forgive  and  forget;  but  I 
have  the  honor  to  repeat  to  you,  that  society  cannot  show 
the  same  indulgence,  if  it  should  turn  out  that  you  have 
been  the  victim  of  a  criminal  machination — and  I  have  every 
reason  to  fear  it  is  so.  The  manner  in  which  you  express 
yourself,  the  generosity  of  your  sentiments,  the  calmness 
and  dignity  *)i  your  attitude,  convince  me  that  I  have  been 
well  informed." 

"I  hope,  sir,"  said  Dr.  Baleinier,  recovering  his  coolness, 
"that  you  will  at  least  communicate  the  declaration  that  has 
been  made  to  you." 

"It  has  been  declared  to  me,  sir,"  said  the  magistrate,  in 
a  stern  voice,  "that  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville  was  brought  here 
by  stratagem." 

"Bv  stratagem?" 

"Yes.  sir." 

"It  is  true.  The  lady  ivas  brought  here  by  stratagem," 
answered  the  Jesuit  of  the  short  robe,  after  a  moment's 
silence. 

"You  confess  it.  then?"  said  M.  de  Gernande. 

"Certainly  I  do,  sir.  I  admit  that  I  had  recourse  to 
means  which  we  are  unfortunately  too  often  obliged  to  em- 
ploy, when  persons  who  most  need  our  assistance  are  un- 
conscious of  their  own  sad  stat< •." 

"But.  sir."  replied  the  magistrate,  "it  has  also  been  de- 
clared to  me,  that  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville  never  required  such 
aid." 

"That.  sir.  is  a  question  of  medical  jurisprudence,  which 
has  to  be  examined  and  discussed,"  said  M.  Baleinier,  re- 
covering his  assurance. 

"It  will,  indeed,  sir,  be  seriously  discussed;  for  you  are 
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accused  of  confining  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville,  while  in  the  full 
possession  of  all  her  faculties." 

"And  may  I  ask  you  for  what  purpose?"  said  M.  de 
Baleinier,  with  a  slight  shrug  of  the  shoulders,  and  in  a  tone 
of  irony.  "What  interest  had  I  to  commit  such  a  crime, 
even  admitting  that  my  reputation  did  not  place  me  above 
so  odious  and  absurd  a  charge?" 

"You  are  said  to  Yiave  acted,  sir,  in  furtherance  of  a  family 
plot,  devised  against  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville  for  a  pecuniary 
motive." 

"And  who  has  dared,  sir,  to  make  so  calumnious  a 
charge?"  cried  Dr.  Baleinier,  with  indignant  warmth.  "Who 
has  had  the  audacity  to  accuse  a  respectable,  and  I  dare  to 
say,  respected  man,  of  having  been  the  accomplice  in  such 
infamy?" 

"I,"  said  Rodin,  coldy. 

"You !"  cried  Dr.  Baleinier,  falling  back  two  steps,  as  if 
thunderstruck. 

"Yes,  I  accuse  you,"  repeated  Rodin,  in  a  clear  sharp 
voice. 

"Yes,  it  was  this  gentleman  who  came  to  me  this  morn- 
ing, with  ample  proofs,  to  demand  my  interference  in  favor 
of  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville,"  said  the  magistrate,  drawing  back 
a  little,  to  give  Adrienne  the  opportunity  of  seeing  her  de- 
fender. 

Throughout  this  scene,  Rodin's  name  had  not  hitherto 
been  mentioned.  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville  had  often  heard  speak 
of  the  Abbe  d'Aigrigny's  secretary  in  no  very  favorable 
terms ;  but,  never  having  seen  him,  she  did  not  know  that 
her  liberator  was  this  very  Jesuit.  She  therefore  looked  to- 
wards him,  with  a  glance  in  which  were  mingled  curiosity, 
interest,  surprise  and  gratitude.  Rodin's  cadaverous  coun- 
tenance, his  repulsive  ugliness,  his  sordid  dress,  would  a 
few  days  before  have  occasioned  Adrienne  a  perhaps  invin- 
cible feeling  of  disgust.  But  the  young  lady,  remembering 
how  the  sempstress,  poor,  feeble,  deformed,  and  dressed  al- 
most in  rags,  was  endowed,  notwithstanding  her  wretched 
exterior,  with  one  of  the  noblest  and  most  admirable  hearts, 
recalled  this  recollection  in  favor  of  the  Jesuit.  She  forgot 
that  he  was  ugly  and  sordid,  only  to  remember  that  he  was 
old,  that  he  seemed  poor,  and  that  he  had  come  to  her  assist- 
ance. Dr.  Baleinier,  notwithstanding  his  craft,  notwith- 
standing his  audacious  hypocrisy,  in  spite  even  of  his  pres- 
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ence  of  mind,  could  not  conceal  how  much  he  was  disturbed 

by  Rodin's  denunciation.  His  head  became  troubled  as  he 
remembered  how,  on  the  first  day  of  Adrienne'S  confinement 
in  this  house,  the  implacable  appeal  of  Rodin,  through  the 
hole  in  the  door,  had  prevented  him  (Baleinier)  from  yield- 
ing to  emotions  of  pity,  inspired  by  the  despair  of  this  un- 
fortunate young  girl,  driven  almost  to  doubt  of  her  own  rea- 
And  yet  it  was  this  very  Rodin,  so  cruel,  so  inexorable, 
the  devoted  agent  of  Father  d'Aigrigny,  who  denounced  him 
i  Baleinier),  and  brought  a  magistrate  to  set  Adrienne  at 
liberty — when,  only  the  day  before,  Father  d'Aigrigny  had 
ordered  an  increase  of  severity  towards  her ! 

The  lay  Jesuit  felt  persuaded  that  Rodin  was  betraying 
Father  d'Aigrigny  in  the  most  shameful  manner,  and  that 
Mdlle.  de  Cardoville's  friends  had  bribed  and  bought  over 
this  scoundrelly  secretary.  Exasperated  by  what  he  con- 
sidered a  monstrous  piece  of  treachery,  the  doctor  exclaimed, 
in  a  voice  broken  with  rage :  "And  it  is  you,  sir,  that  have 
the   impudence  to  accuse  me — you,   who   only   a   few   days 


ago- 


Then,  reflecting  that  the  retort  upon  Rodin  would  be  self- 
accusation,  he  appeared  to  give  way  to  an  excess  of  emo- 
tion, and  resumed  with  bitterness :  "Ah,  sir,  you  are  the 
last  person  that  I  should  have  thought  capable  of  this  odious 
denunciation.     It  is  shameful !" 

"And  who  had  a  better  right  than  I  to  denounce  this 
infamy?"  answered  Rodin,  in  a  rude,  overbearing  tone. 
"Was  I  not  in  a  position  to  learn — unfortunately,  too  late 
— the  nature  of  the  conspiracy  of  which  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville 
and  others  have  been  the  victims  ?  Then,  what  was  my 
duty  as  an  honest  man?  Why.  to  inform  the  magistrate, 
to  prove  what  I  set  forth,  and  to  accompany  him  hither. 
That  is  what  I  have  done." 

"So,  sir,"  said  the  doctor,  addressing  the  magistrate,  "it 
is  not  onlv  myself  that  this  man  accuses,  but  he  dares 
also " 

"I  accuse  the  Abbe  d'Aigrigny,"  resumed  Rodin,  in  a 
still  louder  and  more  imperative  tone,  interrupting  the 
doctor,  "I  accuse  the  Princess  de  Saint-Dizier.  I  accuse  you, 
sir — of  having,  from  a  vile  motive  of  self-interest,  confined 
Mdlle.  de  Cardoville  in  this  house,  and  the  two  daughters 
of  Marshal  Simon  in  the  neighboring  convent.  Is  that 
clear?" 
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"Alas !  it  is  only  too  true,"  said  Aclrienne,  hastily.  "I 
have  seen  those  poor  children  all  in  tears,  making  signs  of 
distress  to  me." 

The  accusation  of  Rodin,  with  regard  to  the  orphans,  was 
a  new  and  fearful  blow  for  Dr.  Baleinier.  He  felt  perfectly 
convinced  that  the  traitor  had  passed  clear  over  to  the 
enemy's  camp.  Wishing  therefore  to  put  an  end  to  this 
embarrassing  scene,  he  tried  to  put  a  good  face  on  the 
matter,  in  spite  of  his  emotion,  and  said  to  the  magistrate: 
"I  might  confine  myself,  sir,  to  silence — disdaining  to 
answer  such  accusations,  till  a  judicial  decision  had  given 
them  some  kind  of  authority.  But,  strong  in  a  good  con- 
science I  address  myself  to  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville,  and  I  beg 
her  to  say  if  this  very  morning  I  did  not  inform  her,  that 
her  health  would  soon  be  sufficiently  restored  to  allow  her 
to  leave  this  house.  I  conjure  her,  in  the  name  of  her  well- 
known  love  of  truth  to  state  if  such  was  not  my  language, 
when  I  was  alone  with  her " 

"Come,  sir !"  said  Rodin,  interrupting  Baleinier  with  an 
insolent  air;  "suppose  that,  from  pure  generosity,  this  dear 
young  lady  were  to  admit  as  much — what  will  it  prove  in 
your  favor  ? — why,  nothing  at  all." 

"What,  sir,"  cried  the  doctor,  "do  you  presume " 

"I  presume  to  unmask  you,  without  asking  your  leave. 
What  have  you  just  told  us?  Why,  that  being  alone  with 
Mdlle.  de  Cardoville,  you  talked  to  her  as  if  she  were  really 
mad.     How  very  conclusive !" 

"But,  sir "  cried  the  doctor. 

"But,  sir,"  resumed  Rodin,  without  allowing  him  to  con- 
tinue, "it  is  evident  that,  foreseeing  the  possibility  of  what 
has  occurred  to-day,  and,  to  provide  yourself  with  a  hole 
to  creep  out  at,  you  have  pretended  to  believe  your  own 
execrable  falsehood,  in  presence  of  this  poor  young  lady, 
that  you  might  afterwards  call  in  aid  the  evidence  of  your 
own  assumed  conviction.  Come,  sir !  such  stories  will  not 
go  down  with  people  of  common  sense  or  common  human- 

"Come  now,  sir !"  exclaimed  Baleinier,  angrily. 

"Well,  sir,"  resumed  Rodin,  in  a  still  louder  voice,  which 
completely  drowned  that  of  the  doctor;  "is  it  true,  or  is  it 
not,  that  you  have  recourse  to  the  mean  evasion  of  ascrib- 
ing this  odious  imprisonment  to  a  scientific  error?  I  affirm 
that  you  do  so,  and  that  you  think  yourself  safe,  because 
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you  can  now  say:     'Thanks  to  my  care,  the  young  lady  has 
recovered  her  reason.    What  more  would  you  have?' 

"Yes,  I  do  say  that.  sir.  and  I  maintain  it." 

"You  maintain  a  falsehood;  for  it  is  proven  that  the  lady 
never  lost  her  reason  for  a  moment." 

"But  I.  sir.  maintain  that  she  did  lose  it." 

''And  I,  sir,  will  prove  the  contrary."  said  Rodin. 

"You?     How  will  you  do  that?"  cried  the  doctor. 

"That  I  shall  take  care  not  to  tell  you  at  present,  a^  you 
may  well  suppose,"  answered  Rodin,  with  an  ironical  smile, 
adding  with  Indignation:  "But.  really,  sir,  you  ought  to  die 
for  shame,  to  dare  to  raise  such  a  question  in  presence  of 
the  lady.  You  should  at  least  have  spared  her  this  dis- 
cussion." 
Mr! 

"Oh,  fie,  sir !  I  say,  fie !  It  is  odious  to  maintain  this 
argument  before  her — odious  if  you  speak  truth,  doubly 
odious  if  you  lie,"  said  Rodin,  with  disgust. 

"This  violence  is  inconceivable!"  cried  the  Jesuit  of  the 
short  robe,  exasperated ;  "and  I  think  the  magistrate  shows 
great  partiality  in  allowing  such  gross  calumnies  to  be  heaped 
upon  me !" 

"Sir,"  answered  M.  de  Gernande,  severely,  "I  am  entitled 
not  only  to  hear,  but  to  provoke  any  contradictory  discus- 
sion that  mav  enlighten  me  in  the  execution  of  my  duty ; 
it  results  from  all  this,  that,  even  in  your  opinion,  sir,  Mdlle. 
de  Cardoville*s  health  is  sufficiently  good  to  allow  her  to 
return  home  immediately." 

"At  least.  I  do  not  see  any  very  serious  inconvenience 
likely  to  arise  from  it.  sir,"  said  the  doctor:  "only  I  main- 
tain that  the  cure  is  not  so  complete  as  it  might  have  been, 
and,  on  this  subject.  I  decline  all  responsibility  for  the 
future." 

"You  can  do  so,  safely,"  said  Rodin:  "it  is  not  likely 
that  the  young  lady  will  ever  again  have  recourse  to  your 
honest  assistance.' 

"It  is  useless,  therefore,  to  employ  my  official  authority. 
to  demand  the  immediate  liberation  of  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville," 
said  the  magistrate. 

"She  is  free,"  said  Baleinier,  "perfectly  free." 

"As  for  the  question  whether  you  have  imprisoned  her 
on  the  plea  of  a  suppositious  madness,  the  law  will  inquire 
into  it,  sir,  and  you  will  be  heard." 
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"I  am  quite  easy,  sir,"  answered  M.  Baleinier,  trying  to 
look  so ;  "my  conscience  reproaches  me  with  nothing." 

"I  hope  it  may  turn  out  well,  sir,"  said  M.  de  Gernande. 
"However  bad  appearances  may  be,  more  especially  when 
persons  of  your  station  in  society  are  concerned,  we  should 
always  wish  to  be  convinced  of  their  innocence."  Then, 
turning  to  Adrienne,  he  added:  "I  understand,  madame, 
how  painful  this  scene  must  be  to  all  your  feelings  of 
delicacy  and  generosity;  hereafter,  it  will  depend  upon 
yourself,  either  to  proceed  for  damages  against  M.  Balei- 
nier, or  to  let  the  law  take  its  course.  One  word  more. 
The  bold  and  upright  man" — here  the  magistrate  pointed 
to  Rodin — "who  has  taken  up  your  cause  in  so  frank  and 
disinterested  a  manner,  expressed  a  belief  that  you  would, 
perhaps,  take  charge  for  the  present  of  Marshal  Simon's 
daughters,  whose  liberation  I  am  about  to  demand  from  the 
convent  where  they  also  are  confined  by  stratagem." 

"The  fact  is,  sir,"  replied  Adrienne,  "that,  as  soon  as  I 
learned  the  arrival  of  Marshal  Simon's  daughters  in  Paris, 
my  intention  was  to  offer  them  apartments  in  my  house. 
These  young  ladies  are  my  near  relations.  It  is  at  once 
a  duty  and  a  pleasure  for  me  to  treat  them  as  sisters.  I 
shall,  therefore,  be  doubly  grateful  to  you,  sir,  if  you  will 
trust  them  to  my  care." 

"I  think  that  I  cannot  serve  them  better,"  answered  M. 
de  Gernande.  Then,  addressing  Baleinier,  he  added,  "Will 
you  consent,  sir,  to  my  bringing  these  two  ladies  hither?  I 
will  go  and  fetch  them,  while  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville  prepares 
for  her  departure.  They  will  then  be  able  to  leave  this  house 
with  their  relation." 

"I  entreat  the  lady  to  make  use  of  this  house  as  her  own, 
until  she  leaves  it,"  replied  M.  Baleinier.  "My  carriage 
shall  be  at  her  orders  to  take  her  home." 

"Madame,"  said  the  magistrate,  approaching  Adrienne, 
"without  prejudging  the  question,  which  must  soon  be 
decided  by  a  court  of  law,  I  may  at  least  regret  that  I  was 
not  called  in  sooner.  Your  situation  must  have  been  a  very 
•cruel  one." 

"There  will  at  least  remain  to  me,  sir,  from  this  mournful 
time,"  said  Adrienne,  with  graceful  dignity,  "one  precious 
and  touching  remembrance — that  of  the  interest  which  you 
have  shown  me.  I  hope  that  you  will  one  day  permit  me  to 
thank  you,  at  my  own  home,  not  for  the  justice  you  have 
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done  me,  but  for  the  benevolent  and  paternal  manner  in 
which  you  have  done  it.  And  moreover,  sir,"  added  Mdlle. 
de  Cardoville,  with  a  sweet  smile,  "I  should  like  to  prove  to 
you.  that  what  they  call  my  cure  is  complete." 

M.  de  Gernande  bowed  respectfully  in  reply.  During  the 
short  dialogue  of  the  magistrate  with  Adrienne,  their  backs 
were  both  turned  to  Baleinier  and  Rodin.  The  latter,  profit- 
ing by  this  moment's  opportunity,  hastily  slipped  into  the 
doctor's  hand  a  note  just  written  with  a  pencil  in  the  bottom 
of  his  hat.  Baleinier  looked  at  Rodin  in  stupefied  amaze- 
ment. But  the  latter  made  a  peculiar  sign,  by  raising  his 
thumb  to  his  *orehead,  and  drawing  it  twice  across  his  brow. 
Then  he  remained  impassible.  This  had  passed  so  rapidly, 
that  when  M.  de  Gernande  turned  round.  Rodin  was  at  a 
distance  of  several  steps  from  Dr.  Baleinier,  and  looking  at 
Mdlle.  de  Cardoville  with  respectful  interest. 

"Permit  me  to  accompany  you,  sir,"  said  the  doctor,  pre- 
ceding the  magistrate,  whom  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville  saluted 
with  much  affability.  Then  both  went  out,  and  Rodin  re- 
mained alone  with  the  young  lady. 

After  conducting  M.  de  Gernande  to  the  outer  door  of  the 
house,  M.  Baleinier  made  haste  to  read  the  pencil-note  written 
by  Rodin ;  it  ran  as  follows :  ''The  magistrate  is  going  to 
the  convent,  by  way  of  the  street.  Run  round  by  the  garden, 
and  tell  the  Superior  to  obey  the  order  I  have  given  with 
regard  to  the  two  young  girls.  It  is  of  the  utmost  impor- 
tance." 

The  peculiar  sign  which  Rodin  had  made,  and  the  tenor 
of  this  note,  proved  to  Dr.  Baleinier,  who  was  passing  from 
surprise  to  amazement,  that  the  secretary,  far  from  betray- 
ing the  reverend  father,  was  still  acting  for  the  Greater 
Glory  of  the  Lord.  However,  whilst  he  obeyed  the  orders, 
M.  Baleinier  sought  in  vain  to  penetrate  the  motives  of 
Rodin's  inexplicable  conduct,  who  had  himself  informed  the 
authorities  of  an  affair  that  was  to  have  been  hushed  up, 
and  that  might  have  the  most  disastrous  consequences  for 
Father  d'Aigrigny,  Madame  de  Saint-Dizier,  and  Baleinier 
himself.  But  let  us  return  to  Rodin,  left  alone  with  Mdlle, 
de  Cardoville. 
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CHAPTER  XXXIV. 

FATHER  d'aIGRIGNy's   SECRETARY. 

Hardly  had  the  magistrate  and  Dr.  Baleinier  disappeared, 
than  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville,  whose  countenance  was  beaming 
with  joy,  exclaimed,  as  she  looked  at  Rodin  with  a  mixture 
of  respect  and  gratitude,  "At  length,  thanks  to  you,  sir,  I 
am  free — free !  Oh,  I  had  never  before  felt  how  much  hap- 
piness, expansion,  delight,  there  is  in  that  adorable  word — • 
liberty !" 

Her  bosom  rose  and  fell,  her  rosy  nostrils  dilated,  her 
vermilion  lips  were  half  open,  as  if  she  again  inhaled  with 
rapture  pure  and  vivifying  air. 

"I  have  been  only  a  few  days  in  this  horrible  place,"  she 
resumed,  "but  I  have  suffered  enough  from  my  captivity  to 
make  me  resolve^  never  to  let  a  year  pass  without  restoring 
to  liberty  some  poor  prisoners  for  debt.  This  vow  no  doubt 
appears  to  belong  a  little  to  the  Middle  Ages,"  added  she, 
with  a  smile;  "but  I  would  fain  borrow  from  that  noble 
epoch  something  more  than  its  old  windows  and  furniture. 
So,  doubly  thanks,  sir ! — for  I  take  you  as  a  partner  in  that 
project  of  deliverance,  which  has  just  (you  see)  unfolded 
itself  in  the  midst  of  the  happiness  I  owe  to  you,  and  by 
which  you  seem  so  much  affected.  Oh!  let  my  joy  speak 
my  gratitude,  and  pay  you  for  your  generous  aid!"  ex- 
claimed the  young  girl  with  enthusiasm. 

Mdlle.  de  Cardoville  had  truly  remarked  a  complete  trans- 
figuration in  the  countenance  of  Rodin.  This  man,  lately  so 
harsh,  severe,  inflexible,  with  regard  to  Dr.  Baleinier,  ap- 
peared now  under  the  influence  of  the  mildest  and  most 
tender  sentiments.  His  little,  half-veiled  eyes  were  fixed  upon 
Adrienne  with  an  expression  of  ineffable  interest.  Then,  as 
if  he  wished  to  tear  himself  from  these  impressions,  he  said, 
speaking  to  himself,  "Come,  come,  no  weakness.  Time  is 
too  precious ;  my  mission  is  not  fulfilled.  My  dear  young 
lady,"  added  he,  addressing  himself  to  Adrienne,  "believe 
what  I  say — we  will  talk  hereafter  of  gratitude — but  we  have 
now  to  talk  of  the  present  so  important  for  you  and  your 
family.     Do  you  know  what  is  taking  place?" 

Adrienne  looked  at  the  Jesuit  with  surprise,  and  said, 
"What  is  taking  place,  sir?" 

"Do  you  know  the  real  motive  of  your  imprisonment  in 
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this  house?     Do  you  know  what  influenced  the  Princess  de 
Saint-Dizier  and  Abbe  d'Aigrigny ?" 

At  the  sound  of  those  detested  names,  Mdlle.  de  Cardo- 
ville's  face,  now  so  full  of  happiness,  became  suddenly  sad, 
and  she  answered  with  bitterness,  "It  is  hatred,  sir,  that 
no  doubt  animated  Madame  de  Saint-Dizier  against  me." 

"Yes,  hatred;  and,  moreover,  the  desire  to  rob  you  with 
impunity  of  an  immense  fortune." 

'Ale,  sir !  how?" 

"You  must  be  ignorant,  my  dear  young  lady,  of  the  in- 
terest you  had  to  be  in  the  Rue  Saint-Frangois  on  the  13th 
February,  for  an  inheritance?" 

"I  was  ignorant,  sir,  of  the  date  and  details :  but  I  knew 
by  some  family  papers,  and  thanks  to  an  extraordinary  cir- 
cumstance, that  one  of  our  ancestors " 

"Had  left  an  enormous  sum  to  be  divided  between  his 
descendants;  is  it  not  so?" 

"Yes.  sir." 

"But  what  unfortunately  you  did  not  know,  my  dear 
young  lady,  was  that  the  heirs  were  all  bound  to  be  present 
at  a  certain  hour  on  the  13th  February.  This  day  and  hour 
once  past,  the  absent  would  forfeit  their  claim.  Do  you  now 
understand  why  you  have  been  imprisoned  here,  my  dear 
young  lady  ?" 

"Yes,  yes ;  I  understand  it,"  cried  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville ; 
"cupidity  was  added  to  the  hatred  which  my  aunt  felt  for 
me.  All  is  explained.  Marshal  Simon's  daughters,  having 
the  same  right  as  I  had,  have,  like  me,  been  imprisoned." 

"And  yet,"  cried  Rodin,  "you  and  they  were  not  the  only 
victims." 

"Who,  then,  are  the  others,  sir?" 

"A  young  East  Indian." 

"Prince  Djalma?"  said  Adrienne,  hastily. 

"For  the  same  reason  he  has  been  nearly  poisoned  with  h. 
narcotic." 

"Great  God  !"  cried  the  young  girl,  clasping  her  hands  in 
horror.  "It  is  fearful.  That  young  prince,  who  was  said 
to  have  so  noble  and  generous  a  character !  But  I  had  sent 
to  Cardoville  Castle " 

"A  confidential  person,  to  fetch  the  prince  to  Paris — I 
know  it,  my  dear  young  lady;  but,  by  means  of  a  trick, 
your  friend  was  got  out  of  the  way,  and  the  young  Oriental 
delivered  to  his  enemies." 
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"And  where  is  he  now?" 

"I  have  only  vague  information  on  the  subject.  I  know 
that  he  is  in  Paris,  and  do  not  despair  of  finding  him.  I 
shall  pursue  my  researches  with  an  almost  paternal  ardor, 
for  we  cannot  too  much  love  the  rare  qualities  of  that  poor 
king's  son.  What  a  heart,  my  dear  young  lady !  what  a 
heart !  Oh,  it  is  a  heart  of  gold,  pure  and  bright  as  the  gold 
of  his  country!" 

"We  must  find  the  prince,  sir,"  said  Adrienne  with  emo- 
tion ;  "let  me  entreat  you  to  neglect  nothing  for  that  end. 
He  is  my  relation — alone  here — without  support — without 
assistance." 

"Certainly,"  replied  Rodin,  with  commiseration.  "Poor 
boy! — for  he  is  almost  a  boy — eighteen  or  nineteen  years  of 
age — thrown  into  the  heart  of  Paris,  of  this  hell — with  his 
fresh,  ardent,  half -savage  passions — with  his  simplicity  and 
confidence — to  what  perils  may  he  not  be  exposed?" 

"Well,  we  must  first  find  him,  sir,"  said  Adrienne,  hast- 
ily; "and  then  we  will  save  him  from  these  dangers.  Be- 
fore I  was  confined  here,  I  learned  his  arrival  in  France, 
and  sent  a  confidential  person  to  offer  him  the  services  of  an 
unknown  friend.  I  now  see  that  this  mad  idea,  with  which 
I  have  been  so  much  reproached,  was  a  very  sensible  one.  I 
am  more  convinced  of  it  than  ever.  The  prince  belongs  to 
my  family,  and  I  owe  him  a  generous  hospitality.  I  had 
destined  for  him  the  lodge  I  occupied  at  my  aunt's." 

"And  you,  my  dear  young  lady  ?" 

"To-day,  I  shall  remove  to  a  house,  which  I  had  prepared 
some  time  ago,  with  the  determination  of  quitting  Madame 
de  Saint-Dizier,  and  living  alone  as  I  pleased.  Then,  sir,  as 
you  seem  bent  upon  being  the  good  genius  of  our  family,  be 
as  generous  with  regard  to  Prince  Djalma,  as  you  have  been 
to  me  and  Marshal  Simon's  daughters.  I  entreat  you  to 
discover  the  hiding-place  of  this  poor  king's  son,  as  you  call 
him ;  keep  my  secret  for  me,  and  conduct  him  to  the  house 
offered  by  the  unknown  friend.  Let  him  not  disquiet  him- 
self about  anything;  all  his  wants  shall  be  provided  for;  he 
shall  live — like  a  prince." 

"Yes ;  he  will  indeed  live  like  a  prince,  thanks  to  your 
royal  munificence.  But  never  was  such  kind  interest  better 
deserved.  It  is  enougfh  to  see  (as  I  have  seen)  his  fine, 
melancholy  countenance " 
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"You  have  seen  him,  then,  sir?"  said  Adrienne,  interrupt- 
ing Rodin. 

"Yes,  my  dear  young  lady;  I  was  with  him  for  about  two 
hours.  It  was  quite  enough  to  judge  of  him.  His  charm- 
ing features  are  the  mirror  of  his  soul." 

"And  where  did  you  see  him,  sir?" 

"At  your  old  Chateau  de  Cardoville,  my  dear  young  lady, 
near    which    he    had    been    shipwrecked    in    a    storm,    and 

whither  I  had  gone  to "     Rodin  hesitated  for  a  moment, 

and  then,  as  if  yielding  to  the  frankness  of  his  disposition, 
added :  "Whither  I  had  gone  to  commit  a  bad  action — a 
shameful,  miserable  action,  I  must  confess !" 

"You,  sir? — at  Cardoville  House — to  commit  a  bad  ac- 
tion?" cried  Adrienne,  much  surprised. 

"Alas!  yes,  my  dear  young  lady,"  answered  Rodin  with 
simplicity.  "In  one  word,  I  had  orders  from  Abbe  d'Ai- 
grigny,  to  place  your  former  bailiff  in  the  alternative  either 
of  losing  his  situation  or  lending  himself  to  a  mean  action — 
something,  in  fact,  that  resembled  spying  and  calumny;  but 
the  honest,  worthy  man  refused." 

"Why,  who  are  you,  sir?"  said  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville,  more 
and  more  astonished. 

"I  am  Rodin,  lately  secretary  of  the  Abbe  d'Aigrigny — a 
person  of  very  little  importance,  as  you  see." 

It  is  impossible  to  describe  the  accent,  at  once  humble  and 
ingenuous,  of  the  Jesuit,  as  he  pronounced  these  words, 
which  he  accompanied  with  a  respectful  bow.  On  this 
revelation,  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville  drew  back  abruptly.  We 
have  said  that  Adrienne  had  sometimes  heard  talk  of  Rodin, 
the  humble  secretary  of  the  Abbe  d'Aigrigny,  as  a  sort  of 
obedient  and  passive  machine.  That  was  not  all ;  the  bail- 
iff of  Cardoville  Manor,  writing  to  Adrienne  on  the  subject 
of  Prince  Djalma,  had  complained  of  the  perfidious  and  dis- 
honest propositions  of  Rodin.  She  felt,  therefore,  a  vague 
suspicion,  when  she  heard  that  her  liberator  was  the  man 
who  had  played  so  odious  a  part.  Yet  this  unfavorable 
feeling  was  balanced  by  the  sense  of  what  she  owed  to 
Rodin,  and  by  his  frank  denunciation  of  Abbe  d'Aigrigny 
before  the  magistrate.  And  then  the  Jesuit,  by  his  own 
confession,  had  anticipated,  as  it  were,  the  reproaches  that 
might  have  been  addressed  to  him.  Still,  it  was  with  a 
kind  of  cold  reserve  that  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville  resumed  this 
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dialogue,  which  she  had  commenced  with  as  much  frankness 
as  warmth  and  sympathy. 

Rodin  perceived  the  impression  he  had  made.  He  ex- 
pected it.  He  was  not  the  least  disconcerted  when  Mdlle. 
de  Cardoville  said  to  him,  as  she  fixed  upon  him  a  piercing 
glance,  "Ah !  you  are  M.  Rodin — secretary  to  the  Abbe 
d'Aigrigny  ?" 

"Say  ex-secretary,  if  you  please,  my  dear  young  lady," 
answered  the  Jesuit ;  "for  you  see  clearly  that  I  can  never 
again  enter  the  house  of  the  Abbe  d'Aigrigny.  I  have  made 
of  him  an  implacable  enemy,  and  I  am  now  without  employ- 
ment— but  no  matter — nay,  so  much  the  better — since,  at 
this  price,  the  wicked  are  unmasked,  and  honest  people  res- 
cued." 

These  words,  spoken  with  much  simplicity,  and  dignity, 
revived  a  feeling  of  pity  in  Adrienne's  heart.  She  thought 
within  herself  that,  after  all,  the  poor  old  man  spoke  the 
truth.  Abbe  d'Aigrigny 's  hate,  after  this  exposure,  would 
be  inexorable,  and  Rodin  had  braved  it  for  the  sake  of  a  gen- 
erous action. 

Still  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville  answered  coldly,  "Since  you 
knew,  sir,  that  the  propositions  you  were  charged  to  make 
to  the  bailiff  of  Cardoville  were  shameful  and  perfidious, 
how  could  you  undertake  the  mission  ?" 

"How?"  replied  Rodin,  with  a  sort  of  painful  impatience; 
"why,  because  I  was  completely  under  Abbe  d'Aigrigny's 
charm,  one  of  the  most  prodigiously  clever  men  I  have  evet 
known,  and,  as  I  only  discovered  the  day  before  yesterday, 
one  of  the  most  prodigiously  dangerous  men  there  is  in  the 
world.  He  had  conquered  my  scruples,  by  persuading  me 
that  the  End  justifies  the  Means.  I  must  confess  that  the 
end  he  seemed  to  propose  to  himself  was  great  and  beauti- 
ful ;  but  the  day  before  yesterday  I  was  cruelly  undeceived. 
I  was  awakened,  as  it  were,  by  a  thunder-peal.  Oh,  my  dear 
young  lady!"  added  Rodin,  with  a  sort  of  embarrassment 
and  confusion,  "let  us  talk  no  more  of  my  fatal  journey  to 
Cardoville.  Though  I  was  only  an  ignorant  and  blind  in- 
strument, I  feel  as  ashamed  and  grieved  at  it  as  if  I  had 
acted  for  myself.  It  weighs  upon  me,  it  oppresses  me.  I 
entreat  you,  let  us  speak  rather  of  3'ourself,  and  of  what  in- 
terests you — for  the  soul  expands  with  generous  thoughts, 
even  as  the  breast  is  dilated  in  pure  and  healthful  air." 

Rodin  had  confessed  his  fault  so  spontaneously,  he  ex- 
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plained  it  so  naturally,  he  appeared  to  regret  it  so  sincerely, 
that  Adrienne,  whose  suspicions  had  no  other  grounds,  felt 
her  distrust  a  l:<>ih1  deal  diminished. 

"So,"  she  resumed,  still  looking  attentively  at  Rodin,  "it 
was  at  Cardoville  that  you  saw  Prince  Djalma?" 

"Yes,  madame ;  and  my  affection  for  him  dates  from  that 
interview.  Therefore  I  will  accomplish  my  task.  Be  satis- 
fied, my  dear  young  lady ;  like  you,  like  Marshal  Simon's 
daughters,  the  prince  shall  avoid  heing  the  victim  of  this 
detestable  plot,  which  unhappily  does  not  stop  there." 

".And  who  besides,  then,  is  threatened?" 

rtM.  Hardy,  a  man  full  of  honor  and  probity,  who  is  also 
your  relation,  and  interested  in  this  inheritance,  but  kept 
away  from  Paris  by  infamous  treachery.  And  another  heir, 
an  unfortunate  artisan,  who  falling  into  a  trap  cleverly 
baited,  has  been  thrown  into  a  prison  for  debt." 

"But,  sir,"  said  Adrienne,  suddenly,  "for  whose  advantage 
was  this  abominable  plot,  which  really  alarms  me,  first  de- 
vised ?" 

"For  the  advantage  of  Abbe  d'Aigrigny,"  answered  Rodin. 

"How,  and  by  what  right !     Was  he  also  an  heir?" 

"It  would  take  too  long  to  explain  it  to  you,  my  dear 
young  lady.  You  will  know  all  one  day.  Only  be  con- 
vinced that  your  family  has  no  more  bitter  enemy  that  Abbe 
d'Aigrigny." 

"Sir,"  said  Adrienne,  giving  way  to  one  last  suspicion, 
"I  will  speak  frankly  to  you.  How  can  I  have  deserved  the 
interest  that  you  seem  to  take  in  me,  and  that  you  even  ex- 
tend to  all  the  members  of  my  family?" 

"My  dear  young  lady,"  answered  Rodin,  with  a  smile, 
"were  I  to  tell  you  the  cause,  you  would  only  laugh  at,  of 
misapprehend  me." 

"Speak,  I  beg  of  you,  sir.  Do  not  mistrust  me  or  your- 
self.'" 

"Well,  then,  I  became  interested  in  you — devoted  to  you — 
because  your  heart  is  generous,  your  mind  lofty,  your  charac- 
ter independent  and  proud.  Once  attached  to  you,  those  of 
your  race,  who  are  indeed  themselves  worthy  of  interest,  were 
no  longer  indifferent  to  me.  To  serve  them  was  to  serve 
you  also." 

"But,  sir — admitting  that  you  suppose  me  worthy  of  the 
too  flattering  praises  you  bestow  upon  me — how  could  you 
judge  of  my  heart,  my  mind,  my  character?" 
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"I  will  tell  you,  my  dear  young  lady;  but  first  I  must 
make  another  confession,  that  fills  me  with  shame.  If  you 
were  not  even  so  wonderfully  endowed,  what  you  have  suf- 
fered in  this  house  should  suffice  to  command  the  interest 
of  every  honest  man — don't  you  think  so  ?" 

"I  do  think  it  should,  sir." 

"I  might  thus  explain  the  interest  I  feel  in  you.  But 
no — I  confess  it — that  would  not  have  sufficed  with  me. 
Had  you  been  only  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville — a  rich,  noble, 
beautiful  young  lady — I  should  doubtless  have  pitied  your 
misfortune ;  but  I  should  have  said  to  myself,  'This  poor 
young  lady  is  certainly  much  to  be  pitied ;  but  what  can  I, 
poor  man,  do  in  it?  My  only  resource  is  my  post  of  secre- 
tary to  the  Abbe  d'Aigrigny,  and  he  would  be  the  first 
that  must  be  attacked.  He  is  all-powerful,  and  I  am  noth- 
ing. To  engage  in  a  struggle  with  him  would  be  to  ruin 
myself,  without  the  hope,  of  saving  this  unfortunate  per- 
son.' But  when  I  learnt  what  you  were,  my  dear  young 
lady,  I  revolted,  in  spite  of  my  inferiority.  'No,'  I  said, 
'a  thousand  times,  no !  So  fine  an  intellect,  so  great  a  heart, 
shall  not  be  the  victims  of  an  abominable  plot.  I  may  perish 
in  the  struggle,  but  I  will  at  least  make  the  attempt.'  " 

No  words  can  paint  the  mixture  of  delicacy,  energy,  and 
sensibility  with  which  Rodin  uttered  these  sentiments.  As 
it  often  happens  with  people  singularly  repulsive  and  ill- 
favored,  if  they  can  once  bring  you  to  forget  their  ugliness, 
their  very  deformity  becomes  a  source  of  interest  and  com- 
miseration, and  you  say  to  yourself,  "What  a  pity  that  such 
a  mind,  such  a  soul,  should  inhabit  so  poor  a  body!" — and 
you  are  touched  and  softened  by  the  contrast. 

It  was  thus  that  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville  began  to  look  upon 
Rodin.  He  had  shown  himself  as  simple  and  affectionate 
towards  her  as  he  had  been  brutal  and  insolent  to  Dr.  Ba- 
leinier.  One  thing  only  excited  the  lively  curiosity  of  Mdlle. 
de  Cardoville — she  wished  to  know  how  Rodin  had  conceived 
the  devotion  and  admiration  which  she  seemed  to  inspire. 

"Forgive  my  indiscreet  and  obstinate  curiosity,  sir,  but 
I  wish  to  know " 

"How  you  were  morally  revealed  to  me — is  it  not  so? 
Oh,  my  dear  young  lady !  nothing  is  more  simple.  I  will 
explain  it  to  you  in  two  words.  The  Abbe  d'Aigrigny  saw 
in  me  nothing  but  a  writing-machine,  an  obtuse,  mute,  Hind 
instrument " 
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"I  thought  M.  d'Aigrigny  had  more  penetration." 

"And  v.  >u  are  right,  my  dear  young  lady ;  he  is  a  man  of 
unparalleled  sagacity;  but  I  deceived  him  by  affecting  more 
than  simplcity.  Do  not,  therefore,  think  me  false.  No; 
I  am  proud  in  my  manner — and  my  pride  consists  in  never 
appearing  above  my  position,  however  subaltern  it  may  be ! 
Do  you  know  why?  It  is  that,  however  haughty  may  be 
my  superiors.  I  can  say  to  myself,  'They  do  not  know  my 
value.  It  is  the  inferiority  of  my  condition,  not  me.  that 
they  humiliate.'  By  this  I  gain  doubly — my  self-love  is 
spared,  and  I  hate  no  one." 

"Yes,  I  understand  that  sort  of  pride,"  said  Adrienne, 
more  and  more  struck  with  Rodin's  original  turn  of  mind. 

"But  let  us  return  to  what  concerns  you,  my  dear  young 
lady.  On  the  eve  of  the  13th  of  February,  the  Abbe  d'Ai- 
grigny delivered  to  me  a  paper  in  shorthand,  and  said  to 
me,  'Transcribe  this  examination  ;  you  may  add  that  it  is 
to  support  the  decision  of  a  family  council,  which  has  de- 
clared, in  accordance  with  the  report  of  Dr.  Baleinier,  the 
state  of  mind  of  Aldlle.  de  Cardoville  to  be  sufficiently  alarm- 
ing to  render  it  necessary  to  confine  her  in  a  lunatic  asylum.'  " 

"Yes,"  said  Adrienne,  with  bitterness ;  "it  related  to  a 
Long  interview,  which  I  had  with  the  Princess  de  Saint- 
Dizier,  my  aunt,  and  which  was  taken  down  without  my 
knowledge." 

"Behold  me,  then,  poring  over  my  shorthand  report,  and 
beginning  to  transcribe  it.  At  the  end  of  the  first  ten  lines, 
I  was  struck  with  stupor.  I  knew  not  if  I  were  awake  or 
dreaming.  'What!  mad?'  They  must  be  themselves  in- 
sane who  dare  assert  so  monstrous  a  proposition ! — More  and 
more  interested,  I  continued  my  reading — I  finished  it — Oh ! 
then,  what  shall  I  say  ?  What  I  felt,  my  dear  young  lady,  it 
is  impossible  to  express.  It  was  sympathy,  delight,  enthu- 
siasm  ! 

"Sir,"  said  Adrienne. 

"Yes,  my  dear  young  lady,  enthusiasm !  Let  not  the 
words  shock  your  modesty.  Know  that  these  ideas,  so  new, 
so  independent,  so  courageous  which  you  expressed  to  your 
aunt  with  so  much  brilliancy,  are,  without  your  being  aware 
of  it,  common  to  you  and  another  person,  for  whom  you  will 
one  day  feel  the  most  tender  and  religious  respect." 

"Of  whom  do  you  speak,  sir?"  cried  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville, 
more  and  more  interested. 
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After  a  moment's  apparent  hesitation,  Rodin  resumed, 
"No,  no — it  is  useless  now  to  inform  you  of  it.  All  I  can 
tell  you,  my  dear  young  lady,  is  that,  when  I  had  finished 
my  reading,  I  ran  to  Abbe  d'Aigrigny's,  to  convince  him  of 
the  error  into  which  he  had  fallen  with  regard  to  you.  It 
was  impossible  then  to  find  him ;  but  yesterday  morning 
I  told  him  plainly  what  I  thought.  He  only  appeared 
surprised  to  find  that  I  could  think  at  all.  He  received  my 
communications  with  contemptuous  silence.  I  thought  him 
deceived ;  I  continued  my  remonstrances,  but  quite  in  vain. 
He  ordered  me  to  follow  him  to  the  house,  where  the  testa- 
ment of  your  ancestor  was  to  be  opened.  I  was  so  blind  with 
regard  to  the  Abbe  dAigrigny,  that  it  required  the  successive 
arrivals  of  the  soldier,  of  his  son,  and  of  Marshal  Simon's 
father,  to  open  my  eyes  thoroughly.  Their  indignation  un- 
veiled to  me  the  extent  of  a  conspiracy,  plotted  long  ago,  and 
carried  on  with  terrible  ability.  Then,  I  understood  why  you 
were  confined  here  as  a  lunatic ;  why  the  daughters  of  Mar- 
shal Simon  were  imprisoned  in  a  convent.  Then  a  thousand 
recollections  returned  to  my  mind;  fragments  of  letters  and 
statements,  which  had  been  given  me  to  copy  or  decipher, 
and  of  which  I  had  never  been  able  to  find  the  explanation, 
put  me  on  the  track  of  this  odious  machination.  To  express 
then  and  there  the  sudden  horror  I  felt  at  these  crimes, 
would  have  been  to  ruin  all.  I  did  not  make  this  mistake. 
I  opposed  cunning  to  cunning;  I  appeared  even  more  eager 
than  Abbe  dAigrigny.  Had  this  immense  inheritance  been 
destined  for  me  alone,  I  could  not  have  shown  myself  more 
grasping  and  merciless.  Thanks  to  this  stratagem,  Abbe 
dAigrigny  had  no  suspicion.  A  providential  accident  hav- 
ing rescued  the  inheritance  from  his  hands,  he  left  the  house 
in  a  state  of  profound  consternation.  For  my  part,  I  felt 
indescribable  joy;  for  I  had  now  the  means  of  saving  and 
avenging  you,  my  dear  young  lady.  As  usual,  I  went 
yesterday  evening  to  my  place  of  business.  During  the 
absence  of  the  abbe,  it  was  easy  for  me  to  peruse  the  cor- 
respondence relative  to  the  inheritance.  In  this  way  I  was 
able  to  unite  all  the  threads  of  this  immense  plot.  Oh !  then, 
my  dear  young  lady,  I  remained,  struck  with  horror,  in 
presence  of  the  discoveries  that  I  made,  and  that  I  never 
should  have  made  under  any  other  circumstances." 

"What  discoveries,  sir?" 

"There  are  some  secrets  which  are  terrible  to  those  who 
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possess  them.  Do  not  ask  me  to  explain,  my  dear  young 
lady ;  but,  in  this  examination,  the  league  formed  against 
you  and  your  relations,  from  motives  of  insatiable  cupidity, 
appeared  to  me  in  all  its  dark  audacity.  Thereupon,  the 
lively  and  deep  interest  which  I  already  felt  for  you,  my 
dear  young  lady,  was  augmented  greatly,  and  extended 
itself  to  the  other  innocent  victims  of  this  infernal  conspiracy, 
hi  tspite  of  my  weakness.  I  determined  to  risk  all,  to  unmask 
the  Abbe  d'Aigrigny.  I  collected  the  necessary  proofs,  to 
giva  my  declaration  before  the  magistrate  the  needful  au- 
thority; and,  this  morning,  I  left  the  abbe's  house  without 
revealing  to  him  my  projects.  He  might  have  employed 
some  violent  method  to  detain  me :  yet  it  would  have  been 
cowardly  to  attack  him  without  warning.  Once  out  of  his 
house,  I  wrote  to  him,  that  I  had  in  my  hands  proof  enough 
of  his  crimes,  to  attack  him  openly  in  the  face  of  day.  I 
would  accuse,  and  he  must  defend  himself.  I  went  directly 
to  a  magistrate,  and  you  know  the  rest." 

At  this  juncture,  the  door  opened,  and  one  of  the  nurses 
appeared,  and  said  to  Rodin :  "Sir,  the  messenger  that  you 
and  the  magistrate  sent  to  the  Rue  Brise-Miche  has  just 
come  back." 

"lias  he  left  the  letter?" 

"Yes,  sir;  and  it  was  taken  upstairs  directly." 

"Very  well.     Leave  us!"     The  nurse  went  out. 


CHAPTER  XXXV. 

SYMPATHY. 

If  it  had  been  possible  for  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville  to  harbor 
any  suspicion  of  the  sincerity  of  Rodin's  devotion,  it  must 
have  given  way  before  this  reasoning,  unfortunately  so 
simple  and  undeniable.  How  could  she  suppose  the  fainted 
complicity  between  the  Abbe  d'Aigrigny  and  his  secretarv. 
when  it  was  the  latter  who  completely  unveiled  the  machina- 
tions of  his  master,  and  exposed  them  to  the  tribunals? 
when  in  this.  Rodin  went  even  further  than  Mdlle.  de 
Cardoville  would  herself  have  gone?  Of  what  secret  design 
could  she  suspect  the  Jesuit?  At  worst,  of  a  desire  to  earn 
by  his  services  the  profitable  patronage  of  the  young  lady. 
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And  then,  had  he  not  just  now  protested  against  this 
supposition,  by  declaring  his  devotion,  not  to  Mdlle.  de 
Cardoville — not  to  the  fair,  rich,  noble  lady — but  to  the 
high-souled  and  generous  girl?  Finally,  as  Rodin  had  said 
himself,  could  any  but  a  miserable  wretch  fail  to  be  inter- 
ested in  Adrienne's  fate?  A  strange  mixture  of  curiosity, 
surprise,  and  interest,  was  joined  with  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville's 
feelings  of  gratitude  towards  Rodin.  Yet,  as  she  recognized 
the  superior  mind  under  that  humble  exterior,  she  was 
suddenly  struck  with  a  grave  suspicion.  "Sir,"  said  she  to 
Rodin,  "I  always  confess  to  the  persons  I  esteem  the  doubts 
they  may  have  inspired,  so  that  they  may  justify  themselves, 
and  excuse  me,  if  I  am  wrong." 

Rodin  looked  at  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville  with  surprise,  as  if 
mentally  calculating  the  suspicions  that  she  might  entertain, 
and  replied,  after  a  moment's  silence :  "You  are  perhaps 
thinking  of  my  journey  to  Cardoville,  of  my  base  proposals 
to  your  good  and  worthy  bailiff?    Oh!  if  you " 

"No,  no,  sir,"  said  Adrienne,  interrupting  him ;  "you  made 
that  confession  spontaneously,  and  I  quite  understand,  that, 
blinded  with  regard  to  M.  d'Aigrigny,  you  passively  executed 
instructions  repugnant  to  your  delicacy.  But  how  comes  it 
that,  with  your  incontestable  merits,  you  have  so  long 
occupied  so  mean  a  position  in  his  service?" 

"It  is  true,"  said  Rodin,  with  a  smile ;  "that  must  impress 
you  unfavorably,  my  dear  young  lady ;  for  a  man  of  any 
capacity,  who  remains  long  in  an  inferior  condition,  has 
evidently  some  radical  vice,  some  bad  or  base  passion " 

"It  is  generally  true,  sir." 

"And  personally  true — with  regard  to  myself." 

"What,  sir !  do  you  make  this  avowal  ?" 

"Alas !  I  confess  that  I  have  a  bad  passion,  to  which, 
for  forty  years,  I  have  sacrificed  all  chances  of  attaining  to  a 
better  position." 

"And  this  passion,  sir?" 

"Since  I  must  make  the  unpleasant  avowal,  this  passion 
is  indolence — yes,  indolence — the  horror  of  all  activity  of 
mind,  of  all  moral  responsibility,  of  taking  the  lead  in  any- 
thing. With  the  twelve  hundred  francs  that  Abbe  d'Aigrigny 
gave  me,  I  was  the  happiest  man  in  the  world ;  I  trusted 
in  the  nobleness  of  his  views;  his  thoughts  became  mine, 
his  wishes  mine.  My  work  once  finished,  I  returned  to 
my   poor   little   chamber,    I    lighted    my    fire,    I    dined    on 
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vegetables — then,  taking  up  some  book  of  philosophy,  little 
known,  and  dreaming  over  it,  I  gave  free  course  to  my 
imagination,  which,  restrained  all  the  day  long,  carried  me 
through  numberless  theories  to  a  delicious  Utopia.  Then, 
from  the  eminences  of  my  intelligence,  lifted  up  Lord  knows 
whither,  by  the  audacity  of  my  thoughts,  I  seemed  to  look 
down  upon  my  master,  and  upon  the  great  men  of  the  earth. 
This  fever  lasted  for  three  or  four  hours,  after  which  I  had 
a  good  sleep ;  and,  the  next  morning,  I  went  lightly  to  my 
work,  secure  of  my  daily  bread,  without  cares  for  the  future, 
living  content  with  little,  waiting  with  impatience  for  the 
delights  of  my  solitary  evening,  and  saying  to  myself  as  I 
went  on  writing  like  a  stupid  machine:  'And  yet — and  yet 
— if  I  chose!' " 

"Doubtless,  you  could,  like  others,  surer  than  others,  have 
reached  a  higher  position,"  said  Adrienne,  greatly  struck 
with  Rodin's  practical  philosophy. 

"Yes,  I  think  I  could  have  done  so;  but  for  what  purpose? 
— You  see,  my  dear  young  lady,  what  often  renders  people 
of  some  merit  puzzles  to  the  vulgar,  is  that  they  are  fre- 
quently content  to  say:     'If  I  chose!'  " 

"But,  sir,  without  attaching  much  importance  to  the  lux- 
uries of  life,  there  is  a  certain  degree  of  comfort,  which  age 
renders  almost  indispensable,  and  which  you  seem  to  havf 
utterly  renounced." 

"Undeceive  yourself,  if  you  please,  my  clear  young  lady.' 
said  Rodin,  with  a  playful  smile.  "I  am  a  true  Sybarite;  3 
require  absolutely  warm  clothes,  a  good  stove,  a  soft  mattress, 
a  good  piece  of  bread,  a  fresh  radish,  flavored  with  good 
cheap  salt,  and  some  good,  clear  water;  and,  notwithstand- 
ing this  complication  of  wants,  my  twelve  hundred  francs 
have  always  more  than  sufficed,  for  I  have  been  able  to  make 
some  little  savings." 

"But  now  that  you  are  without  employment,  how  will  you 
manage  to  live,  sir?-'  said  Adrienne,  more  and  more  interested 
by  the  singularities  of  this  man,  and  wishing  to  put  his  dis- 
interestedness to  the  proof. 

"I  have  laid  by  a  little,  which  will  serve  me  till  I  have 
unravelled  the  last  thread  of  Father  d'Aigrigny's  dark  de- 
signs. I  owe  myself  this  reparation,  for  having  been  his 
dupe ;  three  or  four  day^.  I  hope,  will  complete  the  work. 
After  that,  I  have  the  certainty  of  meeting  with  a  situation, 
in  my  native   province,   under   a   collector   of    taxes:   some 
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time  ago,  the  offer  was  made  me  by  a  friend ;  but  then  I 
would  not  leave  Father  d'Aigrigny,  notwithstanding  the 
advantages  proposed.  Fancy,  my  dear  young  lady — eight 
hundred  francs,  with  board  and  lodging !  As  I  am  a  little 
of  the  roughest,  I  should  have  preferred  lodging  apart ;  but, 
as  they  give  me  so  much,  I  must  submit  to  this  little  incon- 
venience." 

Nothing  could  exceed  Rodin's  ingenuity,  in  making  these 
little  household  confidences  (so  abominably  false)  to  Mdlle. 
de  Cardoville,  who  felt  her  last  suspicions  give  way. 

"What,  sir?"  said  she  to  the  Jesuit,  with  interest;  "in 
three  or  four  days,  you  mean  to  quit  Paris?" 

"I  hope  to  do  so,  my  dear  young  lady;  and  that,"  added 
he,  in  a  mysterious  tone,  "and  that  for  many  reasons.  But 
what  would  be  very  precious*  to  me,"  he  resumed,  in  a  seri- 
ous voice,  as  he  looked  at  Adrienne  with  emotion,  "would 
be  to  carry  with  me  the  conviction,  that  you  did  me  the 
justice  to  believe,  that,  on  merely  reading  your  interview 
with  the  Princess  de  Saint-Dizier,  I  recognized  at  once  qu?1- 
ities  quite  unexampled  in  our  day,  in  a  young  person  of  your 
age  and  condition." 

"Ah,  sir !"  said  Adrienne,  with  a  smile,  "do  not  think 
yourself  obliged  to  return  so  soon  the  sincere  praises  that  I 
bestowed  on,  your  superiority  of  mind.  I  should  be  better 
pleased  with  ingratitude." 

"Oh,  no !  I  do  not  flatter  you,  my  dear  young  lady. 
Why  should  I  ?  We  may  probably  never  meet  again.  I  do 
not  flatter  you ;  I  understand  you — that's  all — and  what 
will  seem  strange  to  you,  is,  that  your  appearance  completes 
the  idea  which  I  had  already  formed  of  you,  my  dear  young 
lady,  in  reading  your  interview  with  your  aunt :  and  some 
parts  of  your  character,  hitherto  obscure  to  me,  are  now 
fully  displayed." 

"Really,  sir,  you  astonish  me  more  and  more." 

"I  can't  help  it !  I  merely  describe  my  impressions.  I 
can  now  explain  perfectly,  for  example,  your  passionate  love 
of  the  beautiful,  your  eager  worship  of  the  refinements  of 
the  senses,  your  ardent  aspirations  for  a  better  state  of 
things,  your  courageous  contempt  of  many  degrading  and 
servile  customs,  to  which  woman  is  condemned ;  yes,  now  I 
understand  the  noble  pride  with  which  you  contemplate  the 
mob  of  vain,  self-sufficient,  ridiculous  men,  who  look  upon 
woman  as  a  creature  destined  for  their  service,  according  to 
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the  laws  made  after  their  own  not  very  handsome  image. 
In  the  eyes  of  these  hedge-tyrants,  woman,  a  kind  of  inferior 
being,  to  whom  a  council  of  cardinals  deigned  to  grant  a 
soul  by  a  majority  of  two  voices,  ought  to  think  herself  su- 
premely happy  in  1  icing  the  servant  of  these  petty  pachas, 
old  at  thirty,  worn-out.  used  up,  weary  with  excesses,  wish- 
ing only  for  repose,  and  seeking,  as  they  say,  to  make  an  end 
of  it,  which  they  set  about  by  marrying  some  poor  girl,  who 
is  on  her  side  desirous  to  make  a  beginning." 

Mdlle.  de  Cardoville  would  certainly  have  smiled  at  these 
satirical  remarks,  if  she  had  not  been  greatly  struck  by  hear- 
Rodin  express  in  such  appropriate  terms  her  own  ideas, 
though  it  was  the  first  time  in  her  life  that  she  saw  this 
dangerous  man.  Adrienne  forgot,  or  rather,  she  was  not 
aware,  that  she  had  to  deal  with  a  Jesuit  of  rare  intelligence, 
uniting  the  information  and  the  mysterious  resources  of  the 
police-spy  with  the  profound  sagacity  of  the  confessor;  one 
of  those  diabolic  priests,  who.  by  the  help  of  a  few  hints, 
avowals,  letters,  reconstruct  a  character,  as  Cuvier  could 
reconstruct  a  body  from  zoological  fragments.  Far  from 
interrupting  Rodin.  Adrienne  listened  to  him  with  growing 
curiosity.  Sure  of  the  effect  he  produced,  he  continued,  ir 
a  tone  of  indignation:  "And  your  aunt  and  the  Abbe 
d'Aigrigny  treated  you  as  mad.  because  you  revolted  against 
the  yoke  of  such  tyrants!  because,  hating  the  shameful  vices 
of  slavery,  you  chose  to  be  independent  with  the  suitable 
qualities  of  independence,  free  with  the  proud  virtues  of 
liberty!" 

"But,  sir,"  said  Adrienne,  more  and  more  surprised,  "how 
can  my  thoughts  be  so  familiar  to  you?" 

"First,  1  know  you  perfectly,  thanks  to  your  interview 
with  the  Princess  de  Saint-Dizier :  and  next,  if  it  should 
happen  that  we  both  pursue  the  same  end.  though  by  dif- 
ferent means,"  resumed  Rodin,  artfully,  as  he  looked  at 
Mdlle.  de  Cardoville  with  an  air  of  intelligence,  "why  should 
not  our  convictions  be  the  same?" 

'I  do  not  understand  you,  sir.  Of  what  end  do  you 
speak  ?" 

"The  end  pursued  incessantly  by  all  lofty,  generous,  in- 
dependent spirits — some  acting,  like  you,  my  dear  young 
lady,  from  passion,  from  instinct,  without  perhaps  explain- 
ing to  themselves  the  high  mission  they  are  called  on  to  ful- 
fil.   Thus,  for  example,  when  you  take  pleasure  in  the  most 
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refined  delights,  when  you  surround  yourself  with  all  that 
charms  the  senses,  do  you  think  that  you  only  yield  to 
the  attractions  of  the  beautiful,  to  the  desire  of  exquisite 
enjoyments?  No  !  ah,  no !  for  then  you  would  be  incomplete, 
odiously  selfish,  a  dry  egotist,  with  a  fine  taste — nothing 
more — and  at  your  age,  it  would  be  hideous,  my  dear  young 
lady,  it  would  be  hideous !" 

"And  do  you  really  think  thus  severely  of  me?"  said 
Adrienne,  with  uneasiness,  so  much  influence  had  this  man 
irresistibly  attained  over  her. 

"Certainly,  I  should  think  thus  of  you,  if  you  loved 
luxury  for  luxury's  sake ; — but,  no — quite  another  senti- 
ment animates  you,"  resumed  the  Jesuit.  "Let  us  reason  a 
little.  Feeling  a  passionate  desire  for  all  these  enjoyments, 
you  know  their  value  and  their  need  more  than  any  one — is 
it  not  so?" 

"It  is  so,"  replied  Adrienne,  deeply  interested. 

"Your  gratitude  and  favor  are  then  necessarily  acquired 
by  those  who,  poor,  laborious,  and  unknown,  have  procured 
for  you  these  marvels  of  luxury,  which  you  could  not  do 
without  ?" 

"This  feeling  of  gratitude  is  so  strong  in  me,  sir,"  replied 
Adrienne,  more  and  more  pleased  to  find  herself  so  well  un- 
derstood, "that  I  once  had  inscribed  on  a  masterpiece  of 
goldsmith's  work,  instead  of  the  name  of  the  seller,  that  of 
the  poor  unknown  artist  who  designed  it,  and  who  has  since 
risen  to  his  true  place." 

"There  you  see,  I  was  not  deceived,"  went  on  Rodin; 
"the  taste  for  enjoyment  renders  you  grateful  to  those  who 
procure  it  for  you;  and  that  is  not  all;  here  am  I,  an  ex- 
ample, neither  better  nor  worse  than  my  neighbors,  but 
accustomed  to  privations,  which  cause  me  no  suffering — so 
that  the  privations  of  others  necessarily  touch  me  less  nearly 
than  they  do  you,  my  dear  young  lady ;  for  your  habits  of 
comfort  must  needs  render  you  more  compassionate  towards 
misfortune.  You  would  yourself  suffer  too  much  from 
poverty,  not  to  pity  and  succor  those  who  are  its  victims." 

"Really,  sir,"  said  Adrienne,  who  began  to  feel  herself 
under  the  fatal  charm  of  Rodin,  "the  more  I  listen  to  you, 
the  more  I  am  convinced  that  you  would  defend  a  thousand 
times  better  than  I  could  those  ideas  for  which  I  was  so 
harshly  reproached  by  Madame  de  Saint-Dizier  and  Abbe 
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d'Aigrigny.  Oh!  speak,  speak,  sir!  I  cannot  tell  yon  with 
what  happiness,  with  what  pride  I  listen." 

Attentive  and  moved,  her  eyes  fixed  on  the  Jesuit  with 
as  much  interest  as  sympathy  and  curiosity.  Adrienne.  by  a 
graceful  toss  of  the  head  that  was  hahitual  to  her,  threw 
hack  her  long,  golden  curls,  the  better  to  contemplate  Rodin, 
who  thus  resumed:  "You  are  astonished,  my  dear  young 
lady,  that  you  were  not  understood  by  your  aunt  or  by  Abbe 
d'Aigrigny!  What  point  of  contact  had  you  with  these 
hypocritical,  jealous,  crafty  minds,  such  as  I  can  judge  them 
to  be  now?  Do  you  wish  a  new  proof  of  their  hateful  blind- 
-  ?  Among  what  they  called  your  monstrous  follies, 
which  was  the  worst,  the  most  damnable?  Why,  your 
resolution  to  live  alone  and  in  your  own  way.  to  dispose 
freely  of  the  present  and  the  future.  They  declared  this  to 
be  odious,  detestable,  immoral.  And  yet — was  this  resolu- 
tion dictated  by  a  mad  love  of  liberty  ?  no ! — by  a  disordered 
aversion  to  all  restraint?  no! — by  the  desire  of  singularity? 
— no! — for  then  I,  too,  should  have  blamed  you  severely." 

"Other  reasons  have  indeed  guided  me,  sir,  I  assure  you," 
said  Adrienne  eagerly,  for  she  had  become  very  eager  for  the 
esteem  with  which  her  character  might  inspire  Rodin. 

"Oh!  I  know  it  well ;  your  motives  could  only  be  excellent 
ones,"  replied  the  Jesuit.  "Why  then  did  you  take  this 
resolution,  so  much  called  in  question?  Was  it  to  brave 
established  etiquette  ?  no !  for  you  respected  them  until  the 
hate  of  Mine,  de  Saint-Dizier  forced  you  to  withdraw  your- 
self from  her  unbearable  guardianship.  Was  it  to  live 
alone,  to  escape  the  eyes  of  the  world  ?  no !  you  would  be  a 
hundred  times  more  open  to  observation  in  this  than  any 
other  condition.  Was  it  to  make  a  bad  use  of  your  liberty? 
no,  ah.  no !  those  who  design  evil  seek  for  darkness  and 
rude;  while  you  place  yourself  right  before  the  jealous 
and  enviou  -  of  the  vulgar  crowd.     Why  then  do  you 

take  this  determination,  so  courageous  and  rare,  unexampled 
in  a  young  person  of  your  age?  Shall  I  tell  you,  my  dear 
young  lady?  It  is,  that  you  wish  to  prove,  by  your  example, 
that  a  woman  of  pure  heart  and  honest  mind,  with  a  firm 
character  and  independence  of  soul,  may  nobly  and]  proudly 
throw  off  the  humiliating  guardianship  that  custom  has 
imposed  upon  her.  Yes,  instead  of  accepting  the  fate  of  a 
revolted  slave,  a  life  only  destined  to  hypocrisy  or  vice,  vou 
wish  to  live  freely  in  presence  of  all  the  world,  independent 
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honorable,  and  respected.  You  wish  to  have,  like  man,  the 
exercise  of  your  own  free  will,  the  entire  responsibility  of  all 
your  actions,  so  as  to  establish  the  fact,  that  a  woman  left 
completely  to  herself,  may  equal  man  in  reason,  wisdom,  up- 
rightness, and  surpass  him  in  delicacy  and  dignity.  That  is 
your  design,  my  dear  young  lady.  It  is  noble  and  great. 
Will  your  example  be  imitated  ?  I  hope  it  may ;  but  whether 
it  be  so  or  not,  your  generous  attempt,  believe  me,  will  place 
you  in  a  high  and  worthy  position." 

Mdlle.  de  Cardoville's  eyes  shone  with  a  proud  and  gentle 
brightness,  her  cheeks  were  slightly  colored,  her  bosom 
heaved,  she  raised  her  charming  head  with  a  movement  of 
involuntary  pride ;  at  length  completely  under  the  charm  of 
that  diabolical  man,  she  exclaimed :  "But,  sir,  who  are 
you  that  can  thus  know  and  analyze  my  most  secret  thoughts, 
and  read  my  soul  more  clearly  than  myself,  so  as  to  give 
new  life  and  action  to  those  ideas  of  independence  which 
have  long  stirred  within  me?  Who  are  you,  that  can  thus 
elevate  me  in  my  own  eyes,  for  now  I  am  conscious  of 
accomplishing  a  mission,  honorable  to  myself,  and  perhaps 
useful  to  my  sisters  immersed  in  slavery?  Once  again,  sir, 
who  are  you?" 

"Who  am  I,  madame?"  answered  Rodin,  with  a  smile  of 
the  greatest  good-nature ;  "I  have  already  told  you  that  I 
am  a  poor  old  man,  who  for  the  last  forty  years,  having 
served  in  the  day  time  as  a  writing  machine  to  record  the 
ideas  of  others,  went  home  every  evening  to  work  out  ideas 
of  his  own — a  good  kind  of  man  who,  from  his  garret, 
watches  and  even  takes  some  little  share  in  the  movement  of 
generous  spirits,  advancing  towards  an  end  that  is  nearer  than 
is  commonly  thought.  And  thus,  my  dear  young  lady,  as  I 
told  you  just  now,  you  and  I  are  both  tending  towards  the 
same  objects,  though  you  may  do  the  same  without  reflec-  , 
tion,  and  merely  in  obedience  to  your  rare  and  divine  instincts. 
So  continue  so  to  live,  fair,  free,  and  happy ! — it  is  your 
mission — more  providential  than  you  may  think  it.  Yes ; 
continue  to  surround  yourself  with  all  the  marvels  of  luxury 
and  art ;  refine  your  senses,  purify  your  tastes,  by  the  ex- 
quisite choice  of  your  enjoyments;  by  genius,  grace,  and 
purity  raise  yourself  above  the  stupid  and  ill-favored  mob 
of  men,  that  will  instantly  surround  you,  when  they  behold 
you  alone  and  free ;  they  will  consider  you  an  easy  prey, 
destined  to  please  their  cupidity,  their  egotism,  their  folly. 
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Laugh  at  them,  and  mock  these  idiotic  and  sordid  preten- 
sions. Be  the  queen  of  your  own  world,  and  make  your- 
self respected  as  a  queen.  Love — shine — enjoy — it  is  your 
part  upon  earth.  All  the  flowers,  with  which  you  are 
whelmed  in  profusion,  will  one  day  bear  fruit.  You  think 
that  you  have  lived  only  for  pleasure:  in  reality,  you  will 
have  lived  for  the  noblest  aims  that  could  tempt  a  great  and 
lofty  soul.  And  so — some  years  hence — we  may  meet  again, 
perhaps ;  you.  fairer  and  more  followed  than  ever ;  I,  older 
and  more  obscure.  But.  no  matter — a  secret  voice,  I  am 
sure,  says  to  you  at  this  moment,  that  between  us  two,  how- 
ever different,  there  exists  an  invisible  bond,  a  mvsterious 
communion,  which  nothing  hereafter  will  ever  be  able  to 
destroy  !" 

He  uttered  these  final  words  in  a  tone  of  such  profound 
emotion,  that  Adrienne  started.  Rodin  had  approached 
without  her  perceiving  it,  and  without,  as  it  were,  walking 
at  all,  for  he  dragged  his  steps  along  the  floor,  with  a  sort 
of  serpent  motion ;  and  he  had  spoken  with  so  much  warmth 
and  enthusiasm,  that  his  pale  face  had  become  slightly 
tinged,  and  his  repulsive  ugliness  had  almost  disappeared 
before  the  brilliancy  of  his  small  sharp  eyes,  now  wide  open, 
and  fixed  full  upon  Adrienne.  The  latter  leaned  forward, 
with  half -open  lips  and  deep-drawn  breath,  nor  could  she 
take  her  eyes  from  the  Jesuit's ;  he  had  ceased  to  speak,  and 
yet  she  was  still  listening.  The  feelings  of  the  fair  young 
lady,  in  presence  of  this  little  old  man,  dirty,  ugly,  and  poor, 
were  inexplicable.  That  comparison  so  common,  and  yet  so 
true,  of  the  frightful  fascination  of  the  bird  by  the  serpent, 
might  give  some  idea  of  the  singular  impression  made  upon 
her.  Rodin's  tactics  were  skilful  and  sure.  Until  now, 
Millie,  de  Cardoville  had  never  analyzed  her  tastes  or  in- 
stincts. She  had  followed  them,  because  they  were  inoffen- 
sive and  charming.  How  happy  and  proud  she  then  was 
sure  to  be  to  hear  a  man  of  superior  mind  not  only  praise 
these  tendencies,  for  which  she  had  been  heretofore  so 
severely  blamed,  but  congratulate  her  upon  them,  as  upon 
something  great,  noble,  and  divine!  If  Rodin  had  only  ad- 
dressed himself  to  Adricnne's  self-conceit,  he  would  have 
failed  in  his  perfidious  designs,  for  she  had  not  the  least 
spark  of  vanity.  P.ut  he  addressed  himself  to  all  that  was 
enthusiastic  and  generous  in  her  heart ;  that  which  he 
appeared  to  encourage  and  admire  in  her  was  really  worthy 
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of  encouragement  and  admiration.  How  could  she  fail  to 
be  the  dupe  of  such  language,  concealing  though  it  did  such 
dark  and  fatal  projects? 

Struck  with  the  Jesuit's  rare  intelligence,  feeling  her  curi- 
osity greatly  excited  by  some  mysterious  words  that  he  had 
purposely  uttered,  hardly  explaining  to  herself  the  strange 
influence  which  this  pernicious  counsellor  already  exercised 
over  her,  and  animated  by  respectful  compassion  for  a  man 
of  his  age  and  talents  placed  in  so  precarious  a  position, 
Adrienne  said  to  him,  with  all  her  natural  cordiality,  "A 
man  of  your  merit  and  character,  sir,  ought  not  to  be  at  the 
mercy  of  the  caprice  of  circumstances.  Some  of  your  words 
have  opened  a  new  horizon  before  me ;  I  feel  that,  on  many 
points,  your  counsels  may  be  of  the  greatest  use  to  me. 
Moreover,  in  coming  to  fetch  me  from  this  house,  and  in 
devoting  yourself  to  the  service  of  other  persons  of  my 
family,  you  have  shown  me  marks  of  interest  which  I  cannot 
forget  without  ingratitude.  You  have  lost  a  humble  but 
secure  situation.     Permit  me " 

"Not  a  word  more,  my  dear  young  lady,"  said  Rodin, 
interrupting  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville,  with  an  air  of  chagrin. 
"I  feel  for  you  the  deepest  sympathy ;  I  am  honored  by 
having  ideas  in  common  with  you ;  I  believe  firmly  that 
some  day  you  will  have  to  ask  advice  of  the  poor  old  philos- 
opher ;  and,  precisely  because  of  all  that,  I  must  and  ought 
to  maintain  towards  you  the  most  complete  independence." 

"But,  sir,  it  is  I  that  would  be  the  obliged  party,  if  you 
deigned  to  accept  what  I  offer." 

"Oh,  my  dear  young  lady,"  said  Rodin,  with  a  smile; 
"I  know  that  your  generosity  would  always  know  how  to 
make  gratitude  light  and  easy ;  but,  once  more,  I  cannot 
accept  anything  from  you.  One  day,  perhaps,  you  will  know 
why." 

"One  day?" 

"It  is  impossible  for  me  to  tell  you  more.  And  then, 
supposing  I  were  under  an  obligation  to  you,  how  could  1 
tell  you  all  that  was  good  and  beautiful  in  your  actions? 
Hereafter,  if  you  are  somewhat  indebted  to  me  for  my  advice, 
so  much  the  better ;  I  shall  be  the  more  ready  to  blame  you, 
if  I  find  anything  to  blame." 

"In  this  way,  sir,  you  would  forbid  me  to  be  grateful  to 
you." 

"No,   no,"    said    Rodin,    with   apparent    emotion.      "Oh, 
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believe  me !  there  will  come  a  solemn  moment,  in  which  you 
may  repay  all,  in  a  manner  worthy  of  yourself  and  me." 

This  conversation  was  here  interrupted  by  the  nurse,  who 
said  to  Adrienne  as  she  entered:  "Madame,  there  is  a  little 
humpback  workwoman  downstairs,  who  wishes  to  speak 
to  you.  As,  according  to  the  doctor's  new  orders,  you  are 
to  do  as  you  like,  I  have  come  to  ask,  if  I  am  to  bring  her 
up  to  you.     She  is  so  badly  dressed,  that  I  did  not  venture." 

"Bring  her  up,  by  all  means,"  said  Adrienne,  hastily,  for 
she  had  recognized  Mother  Bunch  by  the  nurse's  description. 
"Bring  her  up  directly." 

'"The  doctor  has  also  left  word,  that  his  carriage  is  to  be 
at  your  orders,  madame ;  are  the  horses  to  be  put  to?" 

"Yes.  in  a  quarter  of  an  hour,"  answered  Adrienne  to  the 
nurse,  who  went  out ;  then,  addressing  Rodin,  she  continued : 
"I  do  not  think  the  magistrate  can  now  be  long,  before 
he  returns  with  Marshal  Simon's  daughters?" 

"I  think  not,  my  dear  young  lady;  but  who  is  this  de- 
formed workwoman?"  asked  Rodin,  with  an  air  of  indif- 
ference. 

"The  adopted  sister  of  a  gallant  fellow,  who  risked  all  in 
endeavoring  to  rescue  me  from  this  house.  And,  sir,"  said 
Adrienne.  with  emotion,  "this  young  workwoman  is  a  rare 
and  excellent  creature.  Never  was  a  nobler  mind,  a  more 
generous  heart,  concealed  beneath  an  exterior  less " 

But  reflecting,  that  Rodin  seemed  to  unite  in  his  owu 
person  the  same  moral  and  physical  contrasts  as  the  sewing- 
girl.  Adrienne  stopped  short,  and  then  added,  with  inimitable 
grace,  as  she  looked  at  the  Jesuit,  who  was  somewhat 
astonished  at  the  sudden  pause:  "Xo;  this  noble  girl  is 
not  the  only  person  who  proves  how  loftiness  of  soul,  and 
superiority  of  mind,  can  make  us  indifferent  to  the  vaiu 
advantages  which  belong  only  to  the  accidents  of  birth  or 
fortune."  At  the  moment  of  Adrienne  speaking  these  last 
words,  Mother  Bunch  entered  the  room. 


CHAPTER  XXXVI. 

SUSPICIONS. 

Mdlle.  de  Cardovillc:  sprang  hastily  to  meet  the  visitor, 
and  said  to  her,  in  a  voice  of  emotion,  as  she  extended  her 
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arms  towards  her:     "Come — come — there  is  no  grating  to 
separate  us  now!" 

On  this  allusion,  which  reminded  her  how  her  poor, 
laborious  hand  had  been  respectfully  kissed  by  the  fair  and 
rich  patrician,  the  young  workwoman  felt  a  sentiment  of 
gratitude,  which  was  at  once  ineffable  and  pround.  But,  as 
she  hesitated  to  respond  to  the  cordial  reception,  Adrienne 
embraced  her  with  touching  affection.  When  Mother  Bunch 
found  herself  clasped  in  the  fair  arms  of  Mdlle.  de  Cardo- 
ville,  when  she  felt  the  fresh  and  rosy  lips  of  the  young 
lady  fraternally  pressed  to  her  own  pale  and  sickly  cheek, 
she  burst  into  tears  without  being  able  to  utter  a  word. 
Rodin,  retired  in  a  corner  of  the  chamber,  looked  on  this 
scene  with  secret  uneasiness.  Informed  of  the  refusal,  so 
full  of  dignity,  which  Mother  Bunch  had  opposed  to  the 
perfidious  temptations  of  the  superior  of  St.  Mary's  Convent, 
and  knowing  the  deep  devotion  of  this  generous  creature 
for  Agricola — a  devotion  which  for  some  days  she  had  so 
bravely  extended  to  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville — the  Jesuit  did 
not  like  to  see  the  latter  thus  laboring  to  increase  that  affec- 
tion. He  thought,  wisely,  that  one  should  never  despise 
friend  or  enemy,  however  small  they  may  appear.  Now, 
devotion  to  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville  constituted  an  enemy  in 
his  eyes ;  and  we  know,  moreover,  that  Rodin  combined  in 
his  character  rare  firmness,  with  a  certain  degree  of  super- 
stitious weakness,  and  he  now  felt  uneasy  at  the  singular 
impression  of  fear  which  Mother  Bunch  inspired  in  him. 
He  determined  to  recollect  this  presentiment. 


Delicate  natures  sometimes  display  in  the  smallest  things 
the  most  charming  instincts  of  grace  and  goodness.  Thus, 
when  the  sewing-girl  was  shedding  abundant  and  sweet 
tears  of  gratitude,  Adrienne  took  a  richly  embroidered  hand- 
kerchief, and  dried  the  pale  and  melancholy  face.  This  ac- 
tion, so  simple  and  spontaneous,  spared  the  work-girl  one 
humiliation;  for,  alas!  humiliation  and  suffering  are  the 
two  gulfs,  along  the  edge  of  which  misfortune  continually 
passes.  Therefore,  the  least  kindness  is  in  general  a  double 
benefit  to  the  unfortunate.  Perhaps  the  reader  may  smile 
in  disdain  at  the  puerile  circumstance  we  mention.  But 
poor  Mother  Bunch,  not  venturing  to  take  from  her  pocket 
her   old   ragged   handkerchief,   would   long   have   remained 
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blinded  by  her  tears,  if  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville  had  not  come  to 
her  aid. 

"Oh!  yon  are  so  good — so  nobly  charitable,  lady!"  was 
all  that  the  sempstress  could  say,  in  a  tone  of  deep  emotion; 
for  she  was  still  more  touched  by  the  attention  of  the  young 
lady,  than  she  would  perhaps  have  been  by  a  service  rendered. 

"Look  there,  sir."  said  Adrienne  to  Rodin,  who  drew  near 
hastily.  "Yes,"  added  the  young  patrician,  proudly,  "I 
have  indeed  discovered  a  treasure.  Look  at  her,  sir;  and 
love  her  as  I  love  her,  honor  as  I  honor.  She  has  one  of 
those  hearts  for  which  we  are  seeking." 

"And  which,  thank  heaven,  we  are  still  able  to  find,  my 
dear  young  lady!"  said  Rodin,  as  he  bowed  to  the  needle- 
woman. 

The  latter  raised  her  eyes  slowly,  and  looked  at  the  Jesuit. 
At  sight  of  that  cadaverous  countenance,  which  was  smiling 
benignantly  upon  her,  the  young  girl  started.  It  was  strange ! 
she  had  never  seen  this  man,  and  yet  she  felt  instantly 
the  same  fear  and  repulsion  that  he  had  felt  with  regard  to 
her.  Generally  timid  and  confused,  the  work-girl  could  not 
withdraw  her  eyes  from  Rodin's ;  her  heart  beat  violently,  as 
at  the  coming  of  some  great  danger,  and,  as  the  excellent 
creature  feared  only  for  those  she  loved,  she  approached 
Adrienne  involuntarily,  keeping  her  eyes  fixed  on  Rodin. 
The  Jesuit  was  too  good  a  physiognomist  not  to  perceive  the 
formidable  impression  he  had  made,  and  he  felt  an  increase 
of  his  instinctive  aversion  for  the  sempstress.  Instead  of 
casting  down  his  eyes,  he  appeared  to  examine  her  with  such 
sustained  attention,  that  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville  was  astonished 
at  it. 

"I  beg  your  pardon,  my  dear  girl,"  said  Rodin,  as  if  recall- 
ing his  recollections,  and  addressing  himself  to  Mother 
Bunch,  "I  beg  your  pardon — but  I  think — if  I  am  not 
deceived — did  you  not  go  a  few  days  since  to  St.  Mary's 
Convent,  hard  by  ?" 

'Yes,  sir." 

'Xo  doubt,  it  was  you.  Where  then  was  my  head?" 
cried  Rodin.    "It  was  you — I  should  have  guessed  it  sooner." 

"Of  what  do  you  speak,  sir?"  asked  Adrienne. 

"Oh!  you  are  right,  my  dear  young  lady,"  said  Rodin, 
pointing  to  the  hunchback.  "She  has  indeed  a  noble  heart, 
such  as  we  seek.  If  you  knew  with  what  dignity,  with  what 
courage  this  poor  girl,  who  was  out  of  work — and,  for  her, 
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to  want  work  is  to  want  everything — if  you  knew,  I  say,  with 
what  dignity  she  rejected  the  shameful  wages  that  the  su- 
perior of  the  convent  was  unprincipled  enough  to  offer,  on 
condition  of  her  acting  as  a  spy  in  a  family  where  it  was 
proposed  to  place  her." 

"Oh,  that  is  infamous!"  cried  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville,  with 
disgust.    "Such  a  proposal  to  this  poor  girl — to  her!" 

"Madame,"  said  Mother  Bunch,  bitterly,  "I  had  no  work, 
I  was  poor,  they  did  not  know  me — and  they  thought  they 
might  propose  anything  to  the  likes  of  me." 

"And  I  tell  you,"  said  Rodin,  "that  it  was  a  double  base- 
ness on  the  part  of  the  superior,  to  offer  such  temptation  to 
misery,  and  it  was  doubly  noble  in  you  to  refuse." 

"Sir,"  said  the  sewing-girl,  with  modest  embarrassment. 

"Oh !  I  am  not  to  be  intimidated,"  resumed  Rodin. 
"Praise  or  blame,  I  speak  out  roughly  what  I  think.  Ask 
this  dear  )'oung  lady,"  he  added,  with  a  glance  at  Adrienne. 
"I  tell  you  plainly,  that  I  think  as  well  of  you  as  she  does 
herself." 

"Believe  me,  dear,"  said  Adrienne,  "there  are  some  sorts 
of  praise  which  honor,  recompense,  and  encourage ;  and  M. 
Rodin's  is  of  the  number.    I  know  it, — yes,  I  know  it." 

"Nay,  my  dear  young  lady,  you  must  not  ascribe  to  me 
all  the  honor  of  this  judgment." 

"How  so,  sir?" 

"Is  not  this  dear  girl  the  adopted  sister  of  Agricola  Bau- 
doin,  the  gallant  workman,  the  energetic  and  popular  poet? 
Is  not  the  affection  of  such  a  man  the  best  of  guarantees,  and 
does  it  not  enable  us  to  judge,  as  it  were,  by  the  label?" 
added  Rodin,  with  a  smile. 

"You  are  right,  sir,"  said  Adrienne ;  "for,  before  know- 
ing this  dear  girl,  I  began  to  feel  deeply  interested  in  her, 
from  the  day  that  her  adopted  brother  spoke  to  me  about 
her.  He  expressed  himself  with  so  much  warmth,  so  much 
enthusiasm,  that  I  at  once  conceived  an  esteem  for  the  person 
capable  of  inspiring  so  noble  an  attachment." 

These  words  of  Adrienne,  joined  to  another  circumstance, 
had  such  an  effect  upon  their  hearer,  that  her  pale  face  be- 
came crimson.  The  unfortunate  hunchback  loved  Agricola, 
with  love  as  passionate  as  it  was  secret  and  painful  ; 
the  most  indirect  allusion  to  this  fatal  sentiment  occasioned 
her  the  most  cruel  embarrassment.  Now,  the  moment 
Mdlle.   de   Cardoville   spoke   of   Agricola's   attachment   for 
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Mother  Bunch,  the  latter  had  encountered  Rodin's  observ- 
ing and  penetrating  look  fixed  upon  her.  Alone  with 
Adrienne,  the  sempstress  would  have  felt  only  a  momentary 
confusion  on  hearing  the  name  of  the  smith;  but  unfor- 
tunately she  fancied  that  the  Jesuit,  who  already  filled  her 
with  involuntary  fear,  had  seen  into  her  heart,  and  read  the 
secrets  of  that  fatal  love,  of  which  she  was  the  victim. 
Thence  the  deep  blushes  of  the  poor  girl,  and  the  embar- 
rassment so  painfully  visible,  that  Adrienne  was  struck  with 
it. 

A  subtle  and  prompt  mind,  like  Rodin's  on  perceiving  the 
smallest  effect,  immediately  seeks  the  cause.  Proceeding 
by  comparison,  the  Jesuit  saw  on  one  side  a  deformed,  but 
intelligent  young  girl,  capable  of  passionate  devotion;  on 
the  other,  a  young  workman,  handsome,  bold,  frank,  and 
full  of  talent.  "Brought  up  together,  sympathizing  with 
each  other  on  many  points,  there  must  be  some  fraternal 
affection  between  them,"  said  he  to  himself;  "but  fraternal 
affection  does  not  blush,  and  the  hunchback  blushed  and 
grew  troubled  beneath  my  look ;  does  she,  then,  Love 
Agricola?" 

Once  on  the  scent  of  this  discovery,  Rodin  wished  to  pur- 
sue the  investigation.  Remarking  the  surprise  and  visible 
uneasiness  that  Mother  Bunch  had  caused  in  Adrienne,  he 
said  to  the  latter,  with  a  smile,  looking  significantly  at  the 
needlewoman :  "You  see,  my  dear  young  lady,  how  she 
blushes.  The  good  girl  is  troubled  by  what  we  said  of  the 
attachment  of  this  gallant  workman." 

The  needlewoman  hung  down  her  head,  overcome  with 
confusion.  After  the  pause  of  a  second,  during  which  Rodin 
preserved  silence,  so  as  to  give  time  for  his  cruel  remark  to 
pierce  the  heart  of  the  victim,  the  savage  resumed :  "Look 
at  the  dear  girl !  how  embarrassed  she  appears !" 

Again,  after  another  silence,  perceiving  that  Mother  Bunch 
from  crimson  had  become  deadly  pale,  and  was  trembling 
in  all  her  limbs,  the  Jesuit  feared  he  had  gone  too  far,  whilst 
Adrienne  said  to  her  friend,  with  anxiety :  "Why,  dear  child, 
are  you  so  agitated?" 

"Oh !  it  is  clear  enough,"  resumed  Rodin,  with  an  air  of 
perfect  simplicity ;  for  having  discovered  what  he  wished  to 
know,  he  now  chose  to  appear  unconscious.  "It  is  quite 
clear  and  plain.     This  good  girl  has  the  modesty  of  a  kind 
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and  tender  sister  for  a  brother.  When  you  praise  him,  she 
fancies  that  she  is  herself  praised." 

"And  she  is  as  modest  as  she  is  excellent,"  added 
Adrienne,  taking  both  of  the  girl's  hands,  "the  least  praise, 
either  of  her  adopted  brother  or  of  herself,  troubles  her  in 
this  way.  But  it  is  mere  childishness,  and  I  must  scold  her 
for  it." 

Mdlle.  de  Cardoville  spoke  sincerely,  for  the  explanation 
given  by  Rodin  appeared  to  her  very  plausible.  Like  all 
other  persons  who,  dreading  every  moment  the  discovery  of 
some  painful  secret  have  their  courage  as  easily  restored  as 
shaken,  Mother  Bunch  persuaded  herself  (and  she  needed  to 
do  so,  to  escape  dying  of  shame),  that  the  last  words  of 
Rodin  were  sincere,  and  that  he  had  no  idea  of  the  love  she 
felt  for  Agricola.  So  her  agony  diminished,  and  she  found 
words  to  reply  to  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville. 

"Excuse  me,  madame,"  she  said  timidly,  "I  am  so  little 
accustomed  to  such  kindness  as  that  with  which  you  over- 
whelm me,  that  I  make  a  sorry  return  for  all  your  good- 
ness." 

"Kindness,  my  poor  girl?"  said  Adrienne.  "I  have  done 
nothing  for  you  yet.  But,  thank  heaven !  from  this  day  I 
shall  be  able  to  keep  my  promise,  and  reward  your  devotion 
to  me,  your  courageous  resignation,  your  sacred  love  of 
labor,  and  the  dignity  of  which  you  have  given  so  many 
proofs,  under  the  most  cruel  privations.  In  a  word,  from 
this  day,  if  you  do  not  object  to  it,  we  will  part  no  more." 

"Madame,  you  are  too  kind,"  said  Mother  Bunch,  in  a 
trembling  voice ;  "but  I " 

"Oh !  be  satisfied,"  said  Adrienne,  anticipating  her  mean- 
ing. "If  you  accept  my  offer,  I  shall  know  how  to  reconcile 
with  my  desire  (not  a  little  selfish)  of  having  you  near  me, 
the  independence  of  your  character,  your  habits  of  labor, 
your  taste  for  retirement,  and  your  anxiety  to  devote  your- 
self to  those  who  deserve  commiseration ;  it  is,  I  confess,  by 
affording  you  the  means  of  satisfying  these  generous  tend- 
encies, that  I  hope  to  seduce  and  keep  you  by  me." 

"But  what  have  I  done?"  asked  the  other,  simply,  "to 
merit  any  gratitude  from  you?  Did  you  not  begin,  on  the 
contrary,  by  acting  so  generously  to  my  adopted  brother?" 

"Oh !  I  do  not  speak  of  gratitude,"  said  x\drienne ;  "we 
are  quits.  I  speak  of  friendship  and  sincere  affection,  which 
I  now  offer  you." 
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"Friendship  to  me,  madame?" 

"Come,  come,"  said  Adrienne,  with  a  charming  smile, 
"do  not  be  proud  because  your  position  gives  you  the  ad- 
vantage. I  have  set  my  heart  on  having  you  for  a  friend, 
and  you  will  see  that  it  shall  be  so.  But  now  that  I  think 
of  it  (a  little  late,  you  will  sav),  what  good  wind  brings  you 
hither?" 

"This  morning  M.  Dagobert  received  a  letter,  in  which  he 
was  requested  to  come  to  this  place,  to  learn  some  news  that 
would  be  of  the  greatest  interest  to  him.  Thinking  it  con- 
cerned Marshal  Simon's  daughters,  he  said  to  me:  'Mother 
Bunch,  you  have  taken  so  much  interest  in  those  dear 
children,  that  you  must  come  with  me :  you  shall  witness 
my  joy  on  finding  them,  and  that  will  be  your  reward '  " 

Adrienne  glanced  at  Rodin.  The  latter  made  an  affirm- 
ative movement  of  the  head,  and  answered :  "Yes,  yes,  my 
dear  young  lady :  it  was  I  who  wrote  to  the  brave  soldier, 
but  without  signing  the  letter,  or  giving  any  explanation. 
You  shall  know  why." 

"Then,  my  dear  girl,  why  did  you  come  alone?"  said 
Adrienne. 

"Alas,  madame!  on  arriving  here,  it  was  your  kind  re- 
ception that  made  me  forget  my  fears." 

"What  fears?"  asked  Rodin. 

"Knowing  that  you  lived  here,  madame,  I  supposed  the 
letter  was  from  you ;  I  told  M.  Dagobert  so,  and  he  thought 
the  same.  When  we  arrived,  his  impatience  was  so  great, 
that  he  asked  at  the  door  if  the  orphans  were  in  this  house, 
and  he  gave  their  description.  They  told  him  no.  Then, 
in  spite  of  my  supplications,  he  insisted  on  going  to  the 
convent  to  inquire  about  them." 

"What  imprudence !"  cried  Adrienne. 

"After  what  took  place  the  other  night,  when  he  broke 
in,"  added  Rodin,  shrugging  his  shoulders. 

"It  was  in  vain  to  tell  him."  returned  Mother  Bunch, 
"that  the  letter  did  not  announce  positively,  that  the 
orphans  would  be  delivered  up  to  him:  but  that,  no  doubt, 
he  would  gain  some  information  about  them.  He  refused  to 
hear  anything,  but  said  to  me:  'If  I  cannot  find  them.  I 
will  rejoin  you.  But  they  were  at  the  convent  the  day  be- 
fore yesterday,  and  now  that  all  is  discovered,  they  cannot 
refuse  to  give  them  up " 
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"And  with  such  a  man  there  is  no  disputing !"  said  Rodin, 
with  a  smile. 

"I  hope  they  will  not  recognize  him !"  said  Adrienne,  re- 
membering Baleinier's  threats. 

"It  is  not  likely,"  replied  Rodin ;  "they  will  only  refuse 
him  admittance.  That  will  be,  I  hope,  the  worst  misfortune 
that  will  happen.  Besides,  the  magistrate  will  soon  be  here 
with  the  girls.  I  am  no  longer  wanted :  other  cares  require 
my  attention.  I  must  seek  out  Prince  Djalma.  Only  tell  me, 
my  dear  young  lady,  where  I  shall  find  you,  to  keep  you  in- 
formed of  my  discoveries,  and  to  take  measures  with  regard 
to  the  young  prince,  if  my  inquiries,  as  I  hope,  shall  be  at- 
tended with  success." 

"You  will  find  me  in  my  new  house,  Rue  d'Anjou,  form- 
erly Beaulieu  House.  But  now  I  think  of  it,"  said  Adrienne, 
suddenly,  after  some  moments  of  reflection,  "it  would  not 
be  prudent  or  proper,  on  many  accounts,  to  lodge  the  Prince 
Djalma  in  the  pavilion  I  occupied  at  Saint-Dizier  House.  I 
saw,  some  time  ago,  a  charming  little  house,  all  furnished 
and  ready ;  it  only  requires  some  embellishments,  that  could 
be  completed  in  twenty-four  hours,  to  make  it  a  delightful 
residence.  Yes,  that  will  be  a  thousand  times  preferable," 
added  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville,  after  a  new  interval  of  silence ; 
"and  I  shall  thus  be  able  to  preserve  the  strictest  incognito." 

"What!"  cried  Rodin,  whose  projects  would  be  much 
impeded  by  this  new  resolution  of  the  young  lady;  "you  do 
not  wish  him  to  know  who  you  are  ?" 

"I  wish  Prince  Djalma  to  know  absolutely  nothing  of  the 
anonymous  friend  who  comes  to  his  aid ;  I  desire  that  my 
name  should  not  be  pronounced  before  him,  and  that  he 
should  not  even  know  of  my  existence — at  least,  for  the  pres- 
ent. Hereafter — in  a  month,  perhaps — I  will  see;  circum- 
stances will  guide  me." 

"But  this  incognito,"  said  Rodin,  hiding  his  disappoint- 
ment, "will  be  difficult  to  preserve." 

"If  the  prince  had  inhabited  the  lodge,  I  agree  with  you; 
the  neighborhood  of  my  aunt  would  have  enlightened  him, 
and  this  fear  is  one  of  the  reasons  that  have  induced  me  to 
renounce  my  first  project.  But  the  prince  will  inhabit  a  dis- 
tant quarter — the  Rue  Blanche.  Who  will  inform  him  of  my 
secret?  One  of  my  old  friends,  M.  Norval — you,  sir — and 
this  dear  girl,"  pointing  to  Mother  Bunch,  "on  whose  dis- 
cretion I  can  depend  as  on  your  own,  will  be  my  only  con- 
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fidants.  My  secret  will  then  be  quite  safe.  Besides,  we 
will  talk  further  on  this  subject  to-morrow.  You  must  begir 
by  discovering  the  retreat  of  this  unfortunate  young  prince.'' 

Rodin,  though  much  vexed  at  Adrienne's  subtle  deter- 
mination with  regard  to  Djalma.  put  the  best  face  on  the 
matter,  and  replied :  "Your  intentions  shall  be  scrupulously 
fulfilled,  my  dear  young  lady ;  and  to-morrow,  with  youf 
leave,  I  hope  to  give  you  a  good  account  of  what  you  are 
pleased  to  call  my  providential  mission." 

"To-morrow,  then,  I  shall  expect  you  with  impatience," 
said  Adrienne,  to  Rodin,  affectionately.  "Permit  me  always 
to  rely  upon  you,  as  from  this  day  you  may  count  upon  me. 
You  must  be  indulgent  with  me.  sir ;  for  I  see  that  I  shall 
yet  have  many  counsels,  many  services  to  ask  of  you — though 
I  already  owe  you  so  much." 

"You  will  never  owe  me  enough,  my  dear  young  lady, 
never  enough,"  said  Rodin,  as  he  moved  discreetly  toward? 
the  door,  after  bowing  to  Adrienne.  At  the  very  moment 
he  was  going  out,  he  found  himself  face  to  face  with  Dago- 
bert. 

"Holloa !  at  last  I  have  caught  one !"  shouted  the  soldier, 
as  he  seized  the  Jesuit  by  the  collar  with  a  vigorous  hand. 


CHAPTER  XXXVII. 

EXCUSES. 

On  seeing  Dagobert  grasp  Rodin  so  roughly  by  the  collar, 
Mdlle.  de  Cardoville  exclaimed  in  terror,  as  she  advanced 
several  steps  towards  the  soldier :  "In  the  name  of  Heaven, 
sir !  what  are  you  doing  ?" 

"What  am  I  doing?"  echoed  the  soldier,  harshly,  with- 
out relaxing  his  hold  on  Rodin,  and  turning  his  head  to- 
wards Adrienne,  whom  he  did  not  know ;  "I  take  this  op- 
portunity  to  squeeze  the  throat  of  one  of  the  wretches  in 
the  band  of  that  renegade,  until  he  tells  me  where  my  poof 
children  are." 

"You  strangle  me,"  said  the  Jesuit,  in  a  stifled  voice,  as 
he  tried  to  escape  from  the  soldier. 

"Where  are  the  orphans,  since  they  are  not  here,  and  the 
convent  door  has  been  closed  against  me?"  cried  Dagobert, 
in  a  voice  of  thunder. 
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"Help !  help !"  gasped  Rodin. 

"Oh !  it  is  dreadful !"  said  Adrienne,  as,  pale  and  trem- 
bling, she  held  up  her  clasped  hands  to  Dagobert.  "Have 
mercy,  sir !  listen  to  me !  listen  to  him !" 

"M.  Dagobert !"  cried  Mother  Bunch,  seizing  with  her 
weak  hands  the  soldier's  arm,  and  showing  him  Adrienne, 
"this  is  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville.  What  violence  in  her  pres- 
ence !  and  then,  you  are  deceived — doubtless !" 

At  the  name  of  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville,  the  benefactress  of 
his  son,  the  soldier  turned  round  suddenly,  and  loosened 
his  hold  on  Rodin.  The  latter,  crimson  with  rage  and  suf- 
focation, set  about  adjusting  his  collar  and  his  cravat. 

"I  beg  your  pardon,  madame,"  said  Dagobert,  going  to- 
wards Adrienne,  who  was  still  pale  with  fright;  "I  did  not 
known  who  you  were,  and  the  first  impulse  of  anger  quite 
carried  me  away." 

"But  what  has  this  gentleman  done  to  you?"  said 
Adrienne,  "If  you  had  listened  to  me,  you  would  have 
learned " 

"Excuse  me  if  I  interrupt  you,  madame,"  said  the  soldier 
to  Adrienne,  in  a  hollow  voice.  Then  addressing  himself  to 
Rodin,  who  had  recovered  his  coolness,  he  added :  "Thank 
the  lady,  and  begone ! — If  you  remain  here,  I  will  not  answer 
for  myself." 

"One  word  only,  my  dear  sir,"  said  Rodin. 

"I  tell  you  that  if  you  remain,  I  will  not  answer  for  my- 
self !"  cried  Dagobert,  stamping  his  foot. 

"But,  for  heaven's  sake,  tell  me  the  cause  of  this  anger," 
resumed  Adrienne ;  "above  all,  do  not  trust  to  appearances. 
Calm  yourself,  and  listen." 

"Calm  myself,  madame!"  cried  Dagobert,  in  despair;  "I 
can  think  only  of  one  thing,  madame — of  the  arrival  of 
Marshal  Simon — he  will  be  in  Paris  to-day  or  to-morrow." 

"Is  it  possible?"  said  Adrienne.  Rodin  started  with  sur- 
prise and  joy. 

"Yesterday  evening,"  proceeded  Dagobert,  "I  received 
a  letter  from  the  marshal ;  he  has  landed  at  Havre.  For 
three  days  I  have  taken  step  after  step,  hoping  that  the 
orphans  would  be  restored  to  me,  as  the  machinations  of 
those  wretches  have  failed."  He  pointed  to  Rodin  with 
a  new  gesture  of  impatience.  "Well !  it  is  not  so.  They 
are  conspiring  some  new  infamy.  I  am  prepared  for  any- 
thing." 
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'But,  sir,"  said  Rodin  advancing,  "permit  me- 


"Begone!"  cried  Dagobert,  whose  irritation  and  anxiety 
redoubled,  as  he  thought  how  at  any  moment  Marshal  Simon 
might  arrive  in  Paris.  "Begone!  Were  it  not  for  this  lady, 
I  would  at  least  be  revenged  on  some  one." 

Rodin  made  a  nod  of  intelligence  to  Adrienne,  whom  he 
approached  prudently,  and,  pointing  to  Dagobert  with  a 
gesture  of  affectionate  commiseration,  he  said  to  the  latter: 
"[  will  leave  you,  sir,  and  the  more  willingly,  as  I  was 
about  to  withdraw  when  you  entered."  Then,  coming  still 
closer  to  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville,  the  Jesuit  whispered  to  her. 
"Poor  soldier!  he  is  beside  himself  with  grief,  and  would 
be  incapable  of  hearing  me.  Explain  it  all  to  him,  my  dear 
young  lady ;  he  will  be  nicely  caught,"  added  he,  with  a 
cunning  air.  "But  in  the  meantime,"  resumed  Rodin,  feel- 
ing in  the  side-pocket  of  his  great-coat  and  taking  out  a  small 
parcel,  "let  me  beg  you  to  give  him  this,  my  dear  young 
lady.     It  is  my  revenge,  and  a  very  good  one." 

And  while  Adrienne,  holding  the  little  parcel  in  her  hand, 
looked  at  the  Jesuit  with  astonishment,  the  latter  laying 
his  forefinger  upon  his  lip,  as  if  recommending  silence,  drew 
backward  on  tiptoe  to  the  door,  and  went  out  after  again 
pointing  to  Dagobert  with  a  gesture  of  pity ;  while  the 
soldier,  in  sullen  dejection,  with  his  head  drooping,  and  his 
arms  crossed  upon  his  bosom,  remained  deaf  to  the  sewing- 
girl's  earnest  consolations.  When  Rodin  had  left  the  room, 
Adrienne,  approaching  the  soldier,  said  to  him.  in  her  mild 
voice,  with  an  expression  of  deep  interest,  "Your  sudden 
entry  prevented  my  asking  you  a  question  that  greatly  con- 
cerns me.     How  is  your  wound?" 

"Thank  you,  madame,"  said  Dagobert,  starting  from  his 
painful  lethargy,  "it  is  of  no  consequence,  but  I  have  not 
time  to  think  of  it.  I  am  sorry  to  have  been  so  rough  in 
your  presence,  and  to  have  driven  away  that  wretch ;  but 
'tis  more  than  I  could  master.  At  sight  of  those  people, 
my  blood  is  all  up." 

"And  yet,  believe  me,  you  have  been  too  hasty  in  your 
judgment.     The  person  who  was  just  now  here " 

"Too  hasty,  madame !  I  do  not  see  him  to-day  for  the 
first  time.  He  was  with  that  renegade  the  Abbe  d'Ai- 
grigny " 

"No  doubt ! — and  yet  he  is  an  honest  and  excellent  man." 

"He !"  cried  Dagobert. 
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"Yes,  for  at  this  moment  he  is  busy  about  only  one  thing 
—restoring  to  you  those  dear  children !" 

"He!"  repeated  Dagobert,  as  if  he  could  not  believe  what 
he  heard.     "He  restore  me  my  children?" 

"Yes ;  and  sooner,  perhaps,  than  you  think  for." 

"Madame,"  said  Dagobert,  abruptly,  "he  deceives  you. 
You  are  the  dupe  of  that  old  rascal." 

"No,"  said  Adrienne,  shaking  her  head,  with  a  smile. 
"I  have  proofs  of  his  good  faith.  First  of  all,  it  is  he  who 
delivers  me  from  this  house." 

"Is  it  true?"  said  Dagobert,  quite  confounded. 

"Very  true;  and  here  is,  perhaps,  something  that  will 
reconcile  you  to  him,"  said  Adrienne,  as  she  delivered  the 
small  parcel  which  Rodin  had  given  her  as  he  went  out. 
"Not  wishing  to  exasperate  you  by  his  presence,  he  said  to 
me :  'Give  this  to  that  brave  soldier ;  it  is  my  revenge.'  " 

Dagobert  looked  at  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville  with  surprise,  as 
he  mechanically  opened  the  little  parcel.  When  he  had  un- 
folded it,  and  discovered  his  own  silver  cross,  black  with 
age,  and  the  old  red,  faded  ribbon,  treasures  taken  from 
him  at  the  White  Falcon  Inn,  at  the  same  time  as  his  papers, 
he  exclaimed  in  a  broken  voice :  "My  cross !  my  cross !  It 
is  my  cross !"  In  the  excitement  of  his  joy,  he  pressed  the 
silver  star  to  his  gray  moustache. 

Adrienne  and  the  other  were  deeply  affected  by  the 
emetion  of  the  old  soldier,  who  continued,  as  he  ran  towards 
the  door  by  which  Rodin  had  gone  out :  "Next  to  a  service 
rendered  to  Marshal  Simon,  my  wife,  or  son,  nothing  could 
be  more  precious  to  me.  And  you  answer  for  this  worthy 
man,  madame,  and  I  have  ill  used  him  in  your  presence ! 
Oh !  he  is  entitled  to  reparation,  and  he  shall  have  it." 

So  saying,  Dagobert  left  the  room  precipitately,  hastened 
through  two  other  apartments,  gained  the  staircase,  and 
descending  it  rapidly,  overtook  Rodin  on  the  lowest  step. 

"Sir,"  said  the  soldier  to  him,  in  an  agitated  voice,  as  he 
seized  him  by  the  arm,  "you  must  come  upstairs  directly." 

"You  should  make  up  your  mind  to  one  thing  or  the 
other,  my  dear  sir,"  said  Rodin,  stopping  good-naturedly ; 
"one  moment  you  tell  me  to  begone,  and  the  next  to  return. 
How  are  we  to  decide  ?" 

"Just  now,  sir,  I  was  wrong;  and  when  I  am  wrong,  I 
acknowledge  it.  I  abused  and  ill-treated  you  before  wit- 
nesses ;  I  will  make  you  my  apologies  before  witnesses." 
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"But,  my  dear  sir — I  am  much  obliged  to  you — I  am  in  a 
hurry." 

"I  cannot  help  your  being  in  a  hurry.  I  tell  you,  I  must 
have  you  come  upstairs,  directly — or  eke — or  else,"  resumed 
Dagobert,  taking  the  hand  of  the  Jesuit,  and  pressing  it 
with  as  much  cordiality  as  emotion,  "or  else  the  happiness 
you  have  caused  me  in  returning  my  cross  will  not  be  com- 
plete." 

"Well,  then,  my  good  friend,  let  us  go  up." 

"And  not  only  have  you  restored  me  my  cross,  for  which 
I  have  wept  many  tears,  believe  me,  unknown  to  any  one," 
cried  Dagobert.  much  affected ;  "but  the  young  lady  told 
me.  that,  thanks  to  you,  those  poor  children — but  tell  me — ■ 
no  false  joy — is  it  really  true? — My  God!  is  it  really  true?*' 

"Ah!  ah!  Mr.  Inquisitive,"  said  Rodin,  with  a  cunning 
smile.  Then  he  added:  "Be  perfectly  tranquil,  my  growler; 
you  shall  have  your  two  angels  back  again."  And  the  Jesuit 
began  to  ascend  the  stairs. 

"Will  they  be  restored  to  me  to-day?"  cried  Dagobert, 
stopping  Rodin  abruptly,  by  catching  hold  of  his  sleeve. 

"Now,  really,  my  good  friend,"  said  the  Jesuit,  "let  us 
come  to  the  point.  Are  we  to  go  up  or  down?  I  do  nol 
find  fault,  but  you  turn  me  about  like  a  teetotum." 

"You  are  right.  We  shall  be  better  able  to  explain  things 
upstairs.  Come  with  me — quick !  quick !"  said  Dagobert, 
as,  taking  the  Jesuit  by  the  arm,  he  hurried  him  along,  and 
brought  him  triumphantly  into  the  room,  where  Adrienne 
and  Mother  Bunch  had  remained  in  much  surprise  at  the 
soldier's  sudden  disappearance. 

"Here  he  is!  here  he  is!"  cried  Dagobert,  as  he  entered 
"Luckily,  I  caught  him  at  the  bottom  of  the  stairs." 

"And  you  have  made  me  come  up  at  a  fine  pace!"  addeA 
Rodin,  pretty  well  out  of  breath. 

"Now,  sir,"  said  Dagobert,  in  a  grave  voice,  "I  declare, 
in  presence  of  all,  that  I  was  wrong  to  abuse  and  ill-treat 
you.  I  make  you  my  apology  for  it,  sir ;  and  I  acknowledge, 
with  joy,  that  I  owe  you — much — oh  !  very  much — and  when 
I  owe,  I  pay." 

So  saying,  Dagobert  held  out  his  honest  hand  to  Rodinr 
who  pressed  it  in  a  very  affable  manner,  and  replied :  "Now, 
really — what  is  all  this  about?  What  great  service  do  you 
speak  of ':" 

"This !"  said  Dagobert,  holding  up  the  cross  before  Rodin'a 
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eyes.     "You  do  not  know,  then,  what  this  cross  is  to  me  ?" 

"On  the  contrary,  supposing  you  would  set  great  store 
by  it,  I  intended  to  have  the  pleasure  of  delivering  it  my- 
self. I  had  brought  it  for  that  purpose;  but,  between  our- 
selves, you  gave  me  so  warm  a  reception,  that  I  had  not  the 
time " 

"Sir,"  said  Dagobert,  in  confusion,  "I  assure  you  that  I 
sincerely  repent  of  what  I  have  done," 

"I  know  it,  my  good  friend;  do  not  say  another  word 
about  it.     You  were  then  much  attached  to  this  cross?" 

"Attached  to  it,  sir!"  cried  Dagobert.  "Why,  this  cross,'* 
and  he  kissed  it  as  he  spoke,  "is  my  relic.  He  from  whom 
it  came  was  my  saint — my  hero — and  he  had  touched  it  with 
his  hand !" 

"Oh!"  said  Rodin,  feigning  to  regard  the  cross  with  as 
much  curiosity  as  respectful  admiration;  "did  Napoleon — 
the  Great  Napoleon — indeed  touch  with  his  own  hand — that 
victorious  hand  ! — this  noble  star  of  honor  ?" 

"Yes,  sir,  with  his  own  hand.  He  placed  it  there  upon 
my  bleeding  breast,  as  a  cure  for  my  fifth  wound.  So  that, 
you  see,  were  I  dying  of  hunger,  I  think  I  should  not  hesitate 
betwixt  bread  and  my  cross — that  I  might,  in  any  case, 
have  it  on  my  heart  in  death.  But,  enough — enough ! — let 
us  talk  of  something  else.  It  is  foolish  in  an  old  soldier,  is 
it  not?"  added  Dagobert,  drawing  his  hand  across  his  eyes, 
and  then,  as  if  ashamed  to  deny  what  he  really  felt:  "Well, 
then !  yes,"  he  resumed,  raising  his  head  proudly,  and  no 
longer  seeking  to  conceal  the  tears  that  rolled  down  his 
cheek;  "yes,  I  weep  for  joy,  to  have  found  my  cross — my 
cross,  that  the  Emperor  gave  me  with  his  victorious  hand, 
as  this  worthy  man  has  called  it." 

"Then  blessed  be  my  poor  old  hand  for  having  restored 
you  the  glorious  treasure !"  said  Rodin,  with  emotion.  "In 
truth,"  he  added,  "the  day  will  be  a  good  one  for  everybody 
— as  I  announced  to  you  this  morning  in  my  letter." 

"That  letter  without  a  signature?"  asked  the  soldier,  more 
and  more  astonished.     "Was  it  from  you?" 

"It  was  I  who  wrote  it.  Only,  fearing  some  new  snare 
of  the  Abbe  d'Aigrigny,  I  did  not  choose,  you  understand, 
to  explain  myself  more  clearly." 

"Then — I  shall  see — my  orphans  ?" 

Rodin  nodded  affirmatively,  with  an  expression  of  great 
good-nature. 
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"Presently — perhaps  immediately,"  said  Adrienne,  with 
3  smile.  "\Yell !  was  I  right  in  telling  you  that  you  had 
not  judged  this  gentleman  fairly?" 

"Why  did  he  not  tell  me  this  when  I  came  in?"  cried  Da- 
gobert,  almost  beside  himself  with  joy. 

"There  was  one  difficulty  in  the  way,  my  good  friend," 
said  Rodin :  "it  was,  that  when  you  came  in,  you  nearly 
throttled  me." 

"True ;  I  was  too  hasty.  Once  more,  I  ask  your  par- 
don. But  was  I  to  blame?  I  had  only  seen  you  with  that 
Abbe  d'Aigrigny,  and  in  the  first  moment " 

"This  dear  young  lady,"  said  Rodin,  bowing  to  Adrienne, 
"will  tell  you  that  I  have  been,  without  knowing  it,  the 
accomplice  in  many  perfidious  actions ;  but  as  soon  as  I  be- 
gan to  see  my  way  through  the  darkness,  I  quitted  the  evil 
course  on  which  I  had  entered,  and  returned  to  that  which 
is  honest,  just  and  true." 

Adrienne  nodded  affirmatively  to  Dagobert,  who  appeared 
to  consult  her  look. 

"If  I  did  not  sign  the  letter  that  I  wrote  to  you,  my  good 
friend,  it  was  partly  from  fear  that  my  name  might  inspire 
suspicion ;  and  if  I  asked  you  to  come  hither,  instead  of  to 
the  convent,  it  was  that  I  had  some  dread — like  this  dear 
young  lady — lest  you  might  be  recognized  by  the  porter  or 
by  the  gardener,  your  affair  of  the  other  night  rendering  such 
a  recognition  somewhat  dangerous." 

"But  M.  Baleinier  knows  all;  I  forgot  that,"  said  Adri- 
enne, with  uneasiness.  "He  threatened  to  denounce  M.  Da- 
gobert and  his  son,  if  I  made  any  complaint." 

"Do  not  be  alarmed,  my  dear  young  lady ;  it  will  soon  be 
for  you  to  dictate  conditions,"  replied  Rodin.  "Leave  that 
to  me ;  and  as  for  you,  my  good  friend,  your  torments  are 
now  finished." 

"Yes,"  said  Adrienne,  "an  upright  and  worthy  magis- 
trate has  gone  to  the  convent,  to  fetch  Marshal  Simon's 
daughters.  He  will  bring  them  hither ;  but  he  thought  with 
me,  that  it  would  be  most  proper  for  them  to  take  up  their 
abode  in  my  house.  I  cannot,  however,  come  to  this  decision 
without  your  consent,  for  it  is  to  you  that  these  orphans 
were  entrusted  by  their  mother." 

"You  wish  to  take  her  place  with  regard  to  them,  ma- 
dame?"  replied  Dagobert.  "I  can  only  thank  you  with  a.]) 
my  heart,  for  myself  and  for  the  children.     But,  as  the  les- 
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son  has  been  a  sharp  one,  I  must  beg  to  remain  at  the  door 
of  their  chamber,  night  and  day.  If  they  go  out  with  you, 
I  must  be  allowed  to  follow  them  at  a  little  distance,  so  as 
to  keep  them  in  view,  just  like  Spoil-sport,  who  has  proved 
himself  a  better  guardian  than  myself.  When  the  marshal 
is  once  here — it  will  be  in  a  day  or  two — my  post  will  be 
relieved.     Heaven  grant  it  may  be  soon !" 

"Yes,"  replied  Rodin,  in  a  firm  voice,  "heaven  grant  he 
may  arrive  soon,  for  he  will  have  to  demand  a  terrible  reck- 
oning of  the  Abbe  d'Aigrigny,  for  the  persecution  of  his 
daughters ;  and  yet  the  marshal  does  not  know  all." 

"And  don't  you  tremble  for  the  renegade?"  asked  Dago- 
bert,  as  he  thought  how  the  marquis  would  soon  find  him- 
self face  to  face  with  the  marshal. 

"I  never  care  for  cowards  and  traitors,"  answered  Rodin; 

"and   when   Marshal    Simon    returns "     Then,    after   a 

pause  of  some  seconds,  he  continued :  "If  he  will  do  me  the 
honor  to  hear  me,  he  shall  be  edified  as  to  the  conduct  of  the 
Abbe  d'Aigrigny.  The  marshal  knows  that  his  dearest 
friends,  as  well  as  himself,  have  been  victims  of  the  hatred 
of  that  dangerous  man." 

"How  so?"  said  Dagobert. 

"Why,  yourself,  for  instance,"  replied  Rodin;  "you  are  an 
example  of  what  I  advance." 

"I?" 

"Do  you  think  it  was  mere  chance,  that  brought  about  the 
scene  at  the  White  Falcon  Inn,  near  Leipsic?" 

"Who  told  you  of  that  scene?"  said  Dagobert  in  astonish- 
ment. 

"Where  you  accepted  the  challenge  of  Morok,"  continued 
the  Jesuit,  without  answering  Dagobert's  question,  "and  so 
fell  into  a  trap,  or  else  refused  it,  and  were  then  arrested 
for  want  of  papers,  and  thrown  into  prison  as  a  vagabond, 
with  these  poor  children.  Now,  do  you  know  the  object  of 
this  violence?  It  was  to  prevent  your  being  here  on  the  13th 
of  February." 

"But  the  more  I  hear,  sir,"  said  Adrienne,  "the  more  I 
am  alarmed  at  the  audacity  of  the  Abbe  d'Aigrigny,  and  the 
extent  of  the  means  he  has  at  his  command.  Really,"  she 
resumed,  with  increasing  surprise,  "if  your  words  were  not 
entitled  to  absolute  belief " 

"You  would  doubt  their  truth,  madame?"  said  Dagobert. 
"It  is  like  me.     Bad  as  he  is,  I  cannot  think  that  this  rene- 
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gade  had  relations  with  a  wild-beast  showman  as  far  off  as 
Saxony ;  and  then,  how  could  he  know  that  I  and  the  chil- 
dren were  to  pass  through  Leipsic?  It  is  impossible,  my 
good  man." 

"In  fact,  sir,"  resumed  Adrienne,  "I  fear  that  you  arc 
deceived  by  your  dislike  (a  very  legitimate  one)  of  Abbe 
d'Aigrigny,  and  that  you  ascribe  to  him  an  almost  fabulou? 
degree  of  power  and  extent  of  influence." 

After  a  moment's  silence,  during  which  Rodin  looked 
first  at  Adrienne  and  then  at  Dagobert,  with  a  kind  of  pity, 
he  resumed.  "How  could  the  Abbe  d'Aigrigny  have  your 
cross  in  his  possession,  if  he  had  no  connection  with  Morok?" 
"That  is  true,  sir,"  said  Dagobert ;  "joy  prevented  me 
from  reflecting.  But  how  indeed,  did  my  cross  come  into 
your  hands?" 

"By  means  of  the  Abbe  d'Aigrigny's  having  precisely 
those  relations  with  Leipsic,  of  which  you  and  the  young 
lady  seem  to  doubt." 

"But  how  did  my  cross  get  to  Paris?" 
"Tell  me ;  you  were  arrested  at  Leipsic  for  want  of  papers 
— is  it  not  so?" 

"Yes ;  but  I  could  never  understand  how  my  passports 
and  money  disappeared  from  my  knapsack.  I  thought  I 
must  have  had  the  misfortune  to  lose  them." 

Rodin  shrugged  his  shoulders,  and  replied :  "You  were 
robbed  of  them  at  the  White  Falcon  Inn,  by  Goliath,  one  of 
Morok's  servants,  and  the  latter  sent  the  papers  and  the 
cross  to  the  Abbe  d'Aigrigny,  to  prove  that  he  had  succeed- 
ed in  executing  his  orders  with  respect  to  the  orphans  and 
yourself.  It  was  the  day  before  yesterday,  that  I  obtained 
the  key  of  that  dark  machination.  Cross  and  papers  were 
amongst  the  stores  of  Abbe  d'Aigrigny ;  the  papers  formed 
a  considerable  bundle,  and  he  might  have  missed  them :  but, 
hoping  to  see  you  this  morning,  and  knowing  how  a  soldier 
of  the  Empire  values  his  cross,  his  sacred  relic,  as  you  caK 
it,  my  good  friend — I  did  not#  hesitate.  I  put  the  relic  into 
my  pocket.  'After  all,'  said'l,  'it  is  only  restitution,  and 
my  delicacy  perhaps  exaggerates  this  breach  of  trust.'  " 

"You  could  not  have  done  a  better  action."  said  Adrienne; 
"and,  for  my  part,  because  of  the  interest  I  feel  for  M.  Da- 
gobert- I  take  it  as  a  personal  favor.  But.  sir."  after  a  mo- 
ment's silence,  she  resumed  with  anxiety:  "What  terrible 
power  must  be  at  the  command  of  M.  d'Aigrigny,  for  him 
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to  have  such  extensive  and  formidable  relations  in  a  foreign 
country !" 

"Silence!"  said  Rodin,  in  a  low  voice,  and  looking  round 
him  with  an  air  of  alarm.  "Silence !  In  heaven's  name  do 
not  ask  me  about  it  !" 


CHAPTER  XXXVIII. 

REVELATIONS. 

Mdlle.  de  Cardoville,  much  astonished  at  the  alarm  dis- 
played by  Rodin,  when  she  had  asked  him  for  some  explana- 
tion of  the  formidable  and  far-reaching  power  of  the  Abbe 
d'Aigrigny,  said  to  him :  "Why,  sir,  what  is  there  so  strange 
in  the  question  that  I  have  just  asked  you?" 

After  a  moment's  silence,  Rodin  cast  his  looks  all  around, 
with  well-feigned  uneasiness,  and  replied  in  a  whisper: 
"Once  more,  madame,  do  not  question  me  on  so  fearful  a 
subject.     The  walls  of  this  house  may  have  ears." 

Adrienne  and  Dagobert  looked  at  each  other  with  grow- 
ing surprise.  Mother  Bunch,  by  an  instinct  of  incredible 
force,  continued  to  regard  Rodin  with  invincible  suspicion. 
Sometimes  she  stole  a  glance  at  him,  as  if  trying  to  penetrate 
the  mask  of  this  man,  who  filled  her  with  fear.  At  one  mo- 
ment, the  Jesuit  encountered  her  anxious  gaze,  obstinately 
fixed  upon  him;  immediately  he  nodded  to  her  with  the 
greatest  amenity.  The  young  girl,  alarmed  at  finding  her- 
self observed,  turned  away  with  a  shudder. 

"No,  no,  my  dear  young  lady,"  resumed  Rodin,  with  a 
sigh,  as  he  saw  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville  astonished  at  his 
silence;  "do  not  question  me  on  the  subject  of  the  Abbe 
d'Aigrigny's  power !" 

"But,  to  persist,  sir,"  said  Adrienne;  "why  this  hesita- 
tion to  answer?     What  do  you  fear?" 

"Ah,  my  dear  young  lady,"  said  Rodin,  shuddering,  "those 
people  are  so  powerful !  their  animosity  is  so  terrible !" 

"Be  satisfied,  sir;  I  owe  you  too  much,  for  my  support 
ever  to  fail  you." 

"Ah,  my  clear  young  lady,"  cried  Rodin,  as  if  hurt  by  the 
supposition ;  "think  better  of  me,  I  entreat  you.  Is  it  for 
myself  that  I  fear  ? — No,  no ;  I  am  too  obscure,  too  inofren- 
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sive :  but  it  is  for  you,  for  Marshal  Simon,  for  the  other 
members  of  your  family,  that  all  is  to  be  feared.  Oh,  my 
dear  young  lady !  let  me  beg  you  to  ask  no  questions.  There 
are  secrets  which  arc  fatal  to  those  who  possess  them." 

"But,  sir,  is  it  not  better  to  know  the  perils  with  which 
one  is  threatened  ':" 

"When  you  know  the  manoeuvres  of  your  enemy,  you  may 
at  least  defend  yourself,"  said  Dagobert.  "I  prefer  an  at- 
tack in  broad  daylight  to  an  ambuscade." 

"And  I  assure  you,"  resumed  Adrienne,  "the  few  words 
you  have  spoken  cause  me  a  vague  uneasiness." 

"Well,  it  1  must,  my  dear  young  lady,"  replied  the  Jesuit, 
appearing  to  make  a  great  effort,  "since  you  do  not  under- 
stand my  hints,  I  will  be  more  explicit ;  but  remember," 
added  he,  in  a  deeply  serious  tone,  "that  you  have  per- 
severed in  forcing  me  to  tell  you  what  you  had  perhaps  better 
not  have  known/' 

"Speak,  sir,  I  pray  you  speak,"  said  Adrienne. 

Drawing  about  him  Adrienne,  Dagobert,  and  Mother 
Bunch,  Rodin  said  to  them  in  a  low  voice,  and  with  a  mys- 
terious air:  "Have  you  never  heard  of  a  powerful  associa- 
tion, which  extends  its  net  over  all  the  earth,  and  counts 
its  disciples,  agents,  and  fanatics  in  every  class  of  society — 
which  has  had,  and  often  has  still,  the  ear  of  kings  and 
nobles — which,  in  a  word,  can  raise  its  creatures  to  the  high- 
est positions,  and  with  a  word  can  reduce  them  again  to  the 
nothingness  from  which  it  alone  could  uplift  them?" 

"Good  heaven,  sir !"  said  Adrienne,  "what  formidable  as- 
sociation ?     Until  now  I  never  heard  of  it." 

"I  believe  you ;  and  yet  your  ignorance  on  this  subject 
greatly  astonishes  me,  my  dear  young  lady." 

"And  why  should  it  astonish  you?" 

"Because  you  lived  some  time  with  your  aunt,  and  must 
have  often  seen  the  Abbe  dAigrigny." 

"I  lived  at  the  princess's,  but  not  with  her ;  for  a  thousand 
reasons  she  had  inspired  me  with  warrantable  aversion." 

"In  truth,  my  dear  young  lady,  my  remark  was  ill-judged. 
It  was  there,  above  all,  and  particularly  in  your  presence, 
that  they  would  keep  silence  with  regard  to  this  asso- 
ciation— and  yet  to  it  alone  did  the  Princess  de  Saint-Dizier 
owe  her  formidable  influence  in  the  world,  during  the  last 
reign.  Well,  then:  know  this — it  is  the  aid  of  that  associa- 
tion which  renders  the  Abbe  d'Aigrigny  so  dangerous  a  man. 
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By  it  he  was  enabled  to  follow  and  to  reach  divers  members 
of  your  family,  some  in  Siberia,  some  in  India,  others  on 
the  heights  of  the  American  mountains;  but,  as  I  have  told 
you,  it  was  only  the  day  before  yesterday,  and  by  chance, 
that,  examining  the  papers  of  Abbe  d'Aigrigny,  I  found  the 
trace  of  his  connection  with  this  Company,  of  which  he  is 
the  most  active  and  able  chief." 

"But  the  name,  sir,  the  name  of  this  Company?"  said 
Adrienne. 

"Well !  it  is "  but  Rodin  stopped  short. 

"It  is,"  repeated  Adrienne,  who  was  now  as  much  inter- 
ested as  Dagobert  and  the  sempstress ;  "it  is " 

Rodin  looked  round  him,  beckoned  all  the  actors  in  this 
scene  to  draw  nearer,  and  said  in  a  whisper,  laying  great 
stress  upon  the  words:  "It  is — the  Society  of  Jesus!"  and 
he  again  shuddered. 

"The  Jesuits!"  cried  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville,  unable  to  re- 
strain a  burst  of  laughter,  which  was  the  more  buoyant,  as, 
from  the  mysterious  precautions  of  Rodin,  she  had  expected 
some  very  different  revelation.  "The  Jesuits!*'  she  re- 
sumed, still  laughing.  "They  have  no  existence,  except  in 
books;  they  are  frightful  historical  personages,  certainly; 
but  why  should  you  put  forward  Madame  de  Saint-Dizier 
and  M.  d'Aigrigny  in  that  character?  Such  as  they  are, 
they  have  done  quite  enough  to  justify  my  aversion  and 
disdain." 

After  listening  in  silence  to  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville,  Rodin 
continued,  with  a  grave  and  agitated  air:  "Your  blindness 
frightens  me,  my  dear  young  lady;  the  past  should  have 
given  you  some  anxiety  for  the  future,  since,  more  than  any 
one,  you  have  already  suffered  from  the  fatal  influence  of  this 
Company,  whose  existence  you  regard  as  a  dream !" 

"I,  sir?"  said  Adrienne,  with  a  smile,  although  a  little 
surprised. 

"You." 

"Under  what  circumstances?" 

"You  ask  me  this  question !  my  dear  young  lady !  you  ask 
me  this  question! — and  yet  you  have  been  confined  here  as 
a  mad  person !  Is  it  not  enough  to  tell  you  that  the  master 
of  this  house  is  one  of  the  most  devoted  lay  members  of  the 
Company,  and  therefore  the  blind  instrument  of  the  Afcbe 
d'Aigrigny?" 
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"So,"   said    Adrienne,    this    time    without    smiling,   "Dr. 

Baleinier " 

"Obeyed  the  Abbe  d'Aigrigny,  the  mosl   formidable  chief 

of  that  formidable  society.  He  employs  his  genius  for  evil; 
but  I  must  confess  lie  is  a  man  of  genius.  Therefore,  it  is 
upon  him  that  you  and  yours  must  fix  all  your  doubts  and 
suspicions;  it  is  against  him  that  you  must  be  upon  your 
guard.  For,  believe  me,  I  know  him,  and  he  docs  not  "look 
upon  the  game  as  lost.  You  must  be  prepared  for  new  at- 
tacks, doubtless  of  another  kind,  but  only  the  more  dan 
ous  on  that  account " 

"Luckily,  you  give  us  notice,"  said  Dagobert,  "and  you 
will  be  on  our  side." 

"I  can  do  very  little,  my  good  friends;  but  that  little  is 
at  the  service  of  honest  people,"  said  Rodin. 

"Now,"  said  Adrienne.  with  a  thoughtful  air,  completely 
persuaded  by  Rodin's  air  of  conviction,  "I  can  explain  the 
inconceivable  influence  that  my  aunt  exercised  in  the  world. 
I  ascribed  it  chiefly  to  her  relations  with  persons  in  power; 
I  thought  that  she,  like  the  Abbe  d'Aigrigny,  was  concerned 
in  dark  intrigues,  for  which  religion  served  as  a  veil — but 
1  was  far  from  believing  what  you  tell  me." 

"How  many  things  you  have  got  to  learn!'"  resumed  Ro- 
din. "If  you  knew,  my  dear  young  lady,  with  what  art  t! 
people  surround  you.  without  your  being  aware  of  it,  by 
agents  devoted  to  themselves!  Every  one  of  your  steps  is 
known  to  them,  when  they  have  any  interest  in  such  knowl- 
edge. Thus,  little  by  little,  they  act  upon  you — slowly, 
cautiously,  darkly.  They  circumvent  you  by  every  possible 
means,  from  flattery  to  terror — seduce  or  frighten,  in  order 
at  last  to  rule  you,  without  your  being  conscious  of  their 
authority.  Such  is  their  object,  and  I  must  confess  they 
pursue  it  with  detestable  ability." 

Rodin  had  spoken  with  so  much  sincerity,  that  Adrienne 
trembled;  then,  reproaching  herself  with  these  fears,  she 
resumed:  "And  yet,  no — I  can  never  believe  in  so  infernal 
a  power;  the  might  of  priestly  ambition  belongs  to  another 
age.     Heaven  be  praised,  it  has  disappeared  forev* 

"Yes,  certainly,  it  is  out  of  si.^ht ;  for  they  now  know 
how  to  disperse  and  disappear,  when  circumstances  rrouirc 
it.  But  then  are  they  the  most  dangerous;  for  suspicion  is 
laid  asleep,  and  they  keep  watch  in  the  dark.  <  >h  !  my  dear 
young    lady,    if    you    knew   their    frightful    ability!     In    my 


110  THE    WANDERING    JEW 

hatred  of  all  that  is  oppressive,  cowardly,  and  hypocritical, 
I  had  studied  the  history  of  that  terrible  society,  before  I 
knew  that  the  Abbe  d'Aigrigny  belonged  to  it.  Oh !  it  is 
dreadful.  If  you  knew  what  means  they  employ!  When  I 
tell  you  that,  thanks  to  their  diabolical  devices,  the  most 
pure  and  devoted  appearances  often  conceal  the  most  horrible 
snares."  Rodin's  eye  rested,  as  if  by  chance,  on  the  hunch- 
back ;  but,  seeing  that  Adrienne  did  not  take  the  hint,  the 
Jesuit  continued :  "In  a  word — are  you  not  exposed  to  their 
pursuits? — have  they  any  interest  in  gaining  you  over? — 
oh !  from  that  moment,  suspect  all  that  surround  you,  sus- 
pect the  most  noble  attachments,  the  most  tender  affections, 
for  these  monsters  sometimes  succeed  in  corrupting  your 
best  friends,  and  making  a  terrible  use  of  them,  in  propor- 
tion to  the  blindness  of  your  confidence." 

"Oh !  it  is  impossible,"  cried  Adrienne,  in  horror.  "You 
must  exaggerate.  No !  hell  itself  never  dreamed  of  more 
frightful  treachery !" 

"Alas,  my  dear  young  lady !  one  of  your  relations,  M. 
Hardy — the  most  loyal  and  generous-hearted  man  that  could 
be — has  been  the  victim  of  some  such  infamous  treachery. 
Do  you  know  what  we  learned  from  the  reading  of  your  an- 
cestor's will  ?  Why,  that  he  died  the  victim  of  the  malevo- 
lence of  these  people ;  and  now,  at  the  lapse  of  a  hundred  and 
fifty  years,  his  descendants  are  still  exposed  to  the  hate  of 
that  indestructible  society." 

"Oh,  sir !  it  terrifies  me,"  said  Adrienne,  feeling  her  heart 
sink  within  her.  "But  are  there  no  weapons  against  such 
attacks  ?" 

"Prudence,  my  dear  young  lady — the  most  watchful  cau- 
tion— the  most  incessant  study  and  suspicion  of  all  that 
approach  you." 

"But  such  a  life  would  be  frightful !  It  is  a  torture  to  be 
the  victim  of  continual  suspicions,  doubts,  and  fears." 

"Without  doubt !  They  know  it  well,  the  wretches ! 
That  constitutes  their  strength.  They  often  triumph  by  the 
very  excess  of  the  precautions  taken  against  them.  Thus, 
my  dear  young  lady,  and  you,  brave  and  worthy  soldier,  in 
the  name  of  all  that  is  dear  to  you,  be  on  your  guard,  and 
do  not  lightly  impart  your  confidence.  Be  on  your  guard, 
for  you  have  nearly  fallen  the  victims  of  those  people.  They 
will  always  be  your  implacable  enemies.  And  you,  also, 
poor,  interesting  girl !"  added  the  Jesuit,  speaking  to  Mother 
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Bunch,  "follow  my  advice — fear  these  people.     Sleep,  as  the 
proverb  -ays.  with  one  eye  open." 

"I,  sir!"  said  the  work-girl.     "What  have   1  what 

have  I  to  fear ':" 

"What  have  you  clone?     Dear  me!     Do  not  you  tenderly 
love  this  young  lady,  your  protectress;  have  you   nol 
tempted  to  assist  her:     Are  you  not  the  a  r  of 

the  son  of  this  intrepid  soldier,  the  brave  Agrici 
poor  girl !  are  not  these  sufficient  claims  to  their  hatred,  in 
Spite  of  your  obscurity?     Nay,  my  dear  young  lady!  do  not 
think  that  1  exaggerate.     Reflect  I  only  r  Think  what 

I  have  just  said  to  the  faithful  companion-in-arms  of  -Mar- 
shal Simon,  with  regard  to  his  imprisonment  at  Lei] 
Think  what  happened  to  yourself,  when,  against  all  law  and 
reason,  you  were  brought  hither.  Then  you  will  see,  that 
there  is  nothing  exaggerated  in  the  picture  I  have  drawn 
of  the  secret  power  of  this  Company.  Be  always  on  your 
guard,  and,  in  doubtful  cases,  do  not  fear  to  apply  to  me. 
In  three  days.  I  have  learned  enough  by  my  own  experience, 
with  regard  to  their  manner  of  acting,  to  be  able  to  point 
out  to  you  many  a  snare,  device,  and  danger,  and  to  protect 
you  from  them." 

"In  any  such  case,  sir,"  replied  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville,  "my 
interests,  as  well  as  gratitude,  would  point  to  you  as  my 
best  counsellor." 

According  to  the  skilful  tactics  of  the  sons  of  Loyola,  who 
sometimes  deny  their  own  existence,  in  order  to  escape  from 
an  adversary — and  sometimes  proclaim  with  audacity  the 
living  power  of  their  organization,  in  order  to  intimidate  the 
feeble — Rodin  had  laughed  in  the  face  of  the  bailiff  of  Car- 
doville, when  the  latter  had  spoken  of  the  existence  of  the 
Jesuits;  while  now,  at  this  moment,  picturing  their  means 
of  action,  he  endeavored,  and  he  succeeded  in  the  endeavor, 
to  impregnate  the  mind  of  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville  with  some 
germs  of  doubt,  which  were  gradually  to  develop  themselves 
by  reflection,  and  serve  hereafter  the  dark  projects  that  he 
meditated.  Mother  Bunch  still  felt  considerable  alarm  with 
regard  to  Rodin.  Yet,  since  she  had  heard  the  fatal  poM 
of  the  formidable  Order  revealed  to  Adrienne.  the  young 
sempstress,  far  from  suspecting  the  Jesuit  of  havil  au- 

dacity to  sj)eak  thus  of  a  society  of  which  he  was  him -elf  a 
member,  felt  grateful  to  him,  in  spite  of  herself,  for  the  im- 
portant advice  that  he  had  just  given  her  patrol.  The 
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side-glance  which  she  now  cast  upon  him  (which  Rodin  also 
detected,  for  he  watched  the  young  girl  with  sustained  at- 
tention), was  full  of  gratitude,  mingled  with  surprise. 
Guessing  the  nature  of  this  impression,  and  wishing  entirely 
to  remove  her  unfavorable  opinion,  and  also  to  anticipate  a 
revelation  which  would  be  made  sooner  or  later,  the  Jesuit 
appeared  to  have  forgotten  something  of  great  importance, 
and  exclaimed,  striking  his  forehead :  "What  was  I  think- 
ing of  ?"  Then,  speaking  to  Mother  Bunch,  he  added :  "Do 
you  know  where  your  sister  is,  my  dear  girl?"  Disconcerted 
and  saddened  by  this  unexpected  question,  the  workwoman 
answered  with  a  blush,  for  she  remembered  her  last  inter- 
view with  the  brilliant  Bacchanal  Queen :  "I  have  not  seen 
my  sister  for  some  days,  sir." 

"Well,  my  dear  girl,  she  is  not  very  comfortable,"  said 
Rodin;  "I  oromised  one  of  her  friends  to  send  her  some 
little  assistance.  I  have  applied  to  a  charitable  person,  and 
that  is  what  I  received  for  her."  So  saying,  he  drew  from 
his  pocket  a  sealed  roll  of  coin,  which  he  delivered  to  Mother 
Bunch,  who  was  now  both  surprised  and  affected. 

"You  have  a  sister  in  trouble,  and  I  know  nothing  of  it?" 
said  Adrienne,  hastily.  "This  is  not  right  of  you,  my 
child !" 

"Do  not  blame  her,"  said  Rodin.  "First  of  all,  she  did 
not  know  that  her  sister  was  in  distress,  and,  secondly,  she 
could  not  ask  you,  my  dear  young  lady,  to  interest  yourself 
about  her." 

As  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville  looked  at  Rodin  with  astonish- 
ment, he  added,  again  speaking  to  the  hunchback :  "Is  not 
that  true,  my  dear  girl !" 

"Yes,  sir,"  said  the  sempstress,  casting  down  her  eyes  and 
blushing.  Then  she  added,  hastily  and  anxiously:  "But 
when  did  you  see  my  sister,  sir?  where  is  she?  how  did  she 
fall  into  distress?" 

"All  that  would  take  too  long  to  tell  you,  my  dear  girl ; 
but  go  as  soon  as  possible  to  the  greengrocer's  in  the  Rue 
Clovis,  and  ask  to  speak  to  your  sister  as  from  M.  Charle- 
magne or  M.  Rodin,  which  you  please,  for  I  am  equally  well 
known  in  that  house  by  my  Christian  name  as  by  my  sur- 
name, and  then  you  will  learn  all  about  it.  Only  tell  your 
sister,  that,  if  she  behaves  well,  and  keeps  to  her  good  reso- 
lutions, there  are  some  who  will  continue  to  look  after  her." 

More  and  more  surprised,  Mother  Bunch  was  about  to 
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answer  Rodin,  when  the  door  opened,  and  M.  rnande 

entered.     The  countenance  of  the  magistrate  was  grave  and 

saii. 

"Marshal  Simon's  daughters!"  cried  Mdlle.  de  Cardo- 
vill 

"Unfortunately,  they  are  not  with  me."  answered  the 
judge. 

"Then,  where  are  they,  sir?  What  have  they  dene  with 
them?  The  day  before  yesterday,  they  were  in  the  con- 
vent!" cried  Dagobert.  overwhelmed  by  this  complete  de- 
struction of  his  hopes. 

Hardly  had  the  soldier  pronounced  these  words,  when, 
profiting  by  the  impulse  which  gathered  all  the  actors  in 
this  scene  about  the  magistrate.  Rodin  withdrew  discreetly 
towards  the  door,  and  disappeared  without  any  one  perceiv- 
ing his  absence.  Whilst  the  soldier,  thus  suddenly  thrown 
hack  to  the  depths  of  his  despair,  looked  at  M.  de  <  iernande, 
waiting  with  anxiety  for  the  answer,  Adrienne  said  to  the 
magistrate:  "But,  sir,  when  you  applied  at  the  convent, 
what  explanation  did  the  superior  give  on  the  subject  of 
these  young  girls  ?" 

"The  lady  superior  refused  to  give  any  explanation, 
madame.  'You  pretend,'  said  she,  'that  the  young  per- 
sons of  whom  you  speak  are  detained  here  against  their 
will.  Since  the  law  gives  you  the  right  of  entering  thus 
house,  make  your  search.'  'But,  madame,  please  to  answer 
me  positively,'  said  I  to  the  superior;  'do  you  declare,  that 
you  know  nothing  of  the  young  girls,  whom  I  have  come  to 
claim?'  'I  have  nothing  to  say  on  this  subject,  sir.  You 
assert,  that  you  are  authorized  to  make  a  search;  make  it.' 
Xot  being  able  to  get  any  other  explanation,"  continued  the 
magistrate,  "I  searched  all  parts  of  the  convent,  and  had 
every  door  opened — but,  unfortunately,  I  could  find  no  trace 
of  these  young  ladies." 

"They  must  have  sent  them  elsewhere."  cried    D  :'t ; 

"who  knows? — perhaps,  ill.     They  will   kill  them     «  I   < 
they  will  kill  them!"  cried  he,  in  a  heart-rending  tone. 

"After  such  a  refusal,  what  is  to  be  done*"  Tray,  sir,  give 
us  your  advice;  you  are  our  provident  aid   Adrienne, 

turning  to  speak  to  Rodin,  who  she  fancied  was  behind  her. 
"What  is  your " 

Then,  perceiving  that  the  Jesuit  had  suddenly  disappeared, 
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she  said  to  Mother  Bunch,  wtih  uneasiness :  "Where  is 
M.  Rodin?" 

"I  do  not  know,  madame,"  answered  the  girl,  looking 
round  her ;  "he  is  no  longer  here." 

"It  is  strange,"  said  Adrienne,  "to  disappear  so  abruptly !" 

"I  told  you  he  was  a  traitor !"  cried  Dagobert,  stamping 
with  rage ;  "they  are  all  in  a  plot  together." 

"No,  no,"  said  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville;  "do  not  think  that. 
But  the  absence  is  not  the  less  to  be  regretted,  for,  under 
these  difficult  circumstances,  he  might  have  given  us  very 
useful  information,  thanks  to  the  position  he  occupied  at 
M.  d'Aigrigny's." 

"I  confess,  madame,  that  I  rather  reckoned  upon  it,"  said 
M.  de  Gernande ;  "and  I  returned  hither,  not  only  to  inform 
you  of  the  fruitless  result  of  my  search,  but  also  to  seek 
from  the  upright  and  honorable  man.  who  so  courageously 
unveiled  these  odious  machinations,  the  aid  of  his  counsels 
in  this  contingency." 

Strangely  enough,  for  the  last  few  moments  Dagobert 
was  so  completely  absorbed  in  thought,  that  he  paid  no  at- 
tention to  the  words  of  the  magistrate,  however  important 
to  him.  He  did  not  even  perceive  the  departure  of  M.  de 
Gernande,  who  retired  after  promising  Adrienne  that  he 
would  neglect  no  means  to  arrive  at  the  truth,  in  regard  to 
the  disappearance  of  the  orphans.  Uneasy  at  this  silence, 
wishing  to  quit  the  house  immediately,  and  induce  Dago- 
bert to  accompany  her,  Adrienne,  after  exchanging  a  rapid 
glance  with  Mother  Bunch,  was  advancing  towards  the 
soldier,  when  hasty  steps  were  heard  from  without  the 
chamber,  and  a  manly  sonorous  voice,  exclaiming  with  im- 
patience, "Where  is  he — where  is  he?" 

At  the  sound  of  this  voice,  Dagobert  seemed  to  rouse  him- 
self with  a  start,  made  a  sudden  bound,  and  with  a  loud  cry, 
rushed  towards  the  door.  It  opened.  Marshal  Simon  ap- 
peared on  the  threshold ! 


CHAPTER  XXXIX. 

PIERRE      SIMON. 


Marshal  Pierre  Simon,  Duke  de  Ligny,  was  a  man  of 
tall  stature,  plainly  dressed  in  a  blue  frock-coat,  buttoned 
up  to  the  throat,  with  a  red  ribbon  tied  to  the  top  button- 
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hole.  You  could  not  have  wished  to  see  a  more  frank,  hoi 
and  chivalrous  cast  of  countenance  than  the  marshal's.     He 
had  a  broad  forehead,  an  aquiline  a  well  formed  chin, 

and  a  complexion  bronzed  by  exposure  to  the  Indian  sun. 
His  hair,  cut  very  short,  was  inclined  to  gray  about  the 
temples;  but  his  eyebrows  were  still  as  black  as  his  la 
hanging  moustache.  His  walk  was  free  and  bold,  and  bis 
decided  movements  showed  his  military  impetuo.it v.  A 
man  of  the  people,  a  man  of  war  and  action,  the  frank  cordial- 
ity of  his  address  invited  friendliness  and  sympathy.  As 
enlightened  as  he  was  intrepid,  as  generous  as  he  was  sin- 
cere, his  manly,  plebeian  pride  was  the  most  remarkable 
part  of  his  character.  As  others  are  proud  of  their  high 
birth,  so  was  he  of  his  obscure  origin,  because  it  was 
nobled  by  the  fine  qualities  of  his  father,  the  rigid  republican, 
the  intelligent  and  laborious  artisan,  who,  for  the  space  of 
forty  years,  had  been  the  example  and  the  glory  of  hi* 
fellow-workmen.  In  accepting  with  gratitude  the"  an 
cratic  title  which  the  Emperor  had  bestowed  upon  him, 
Pierre  Simon  acted  with  that  delicacy  which  receives  from 
a  friendly  hand  a  perfectly  useless  gift,  ^nd  estimates  it 
according  to  the  intention  of  the  giver.  The  leligious  ven- 
eration of  Pierre  Simon  for  the  Emperor  had  never  been 
blind;  in  proportion  as  his  devotion  and  love  for  his  i'!"! 
were  instructive  and  necessary,  his  admiration  was  seri 
and  founded  upon  reason.  Far  from  resembling  those 
swashbucklers  who  love  fighting  for  its  own  sake.  Marshal 
Simon  not  only  admired  his  hero  as  the  greatest  captain  in 
the  world,  but  he  admired  him,  above  all,  because  he  knew 
that  the  Emperor  had  only  accepted  war  in  the  hope  of  one 
day  being  able  to  dictate  universal  peace;  for  if  pi 
obtained  by  glory  and  strength  is  great,  fruitful,  and  magnifi- 
cent, peace  yielded  by  weakness  and  cowardice  i->  sterile, 
^trous,  ami  dishonoring.  The  son  of  a  workman.  Pierre 
Simon  still  further  admired  the  Emperor,  because  that  im- 
perial parvenu  had  always  known  how  to  make  that  popular 
heart   beat   nobly,   and,   remembering   the  peo:  the 

masses  of  whom  he  first  arose,  had  invited  them  fraternally 

to  share  in  regal  and  aristocratic  pomp. 

******* 

When  Marshal  Simon  entered  the  room,  his  countenance 
was  much  agitated.     At  sight  of  Dagobert,  a  flash  of  joy 

illumined    his    features;    he    rushed    towards    the    soldier, 
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extending  his  arms,  and  exclaimed,  "My  friend !  my  old 
friend !" 

Dagobert  answered  this  affectionate  salute  with  silent 
emotion.  Then  the  marshal,  disengaging  himself  from  his 
arms,  and  fixing  his  moist  eyes  upon  him,  said  to  him  in  so 
agitated  a  voice  that  his  lips  trembled,  "Well,  didst  arrive 
in  time  for  the  13th  of  February?" 

"Yes,  general ;  but  everything  is  postponed  for  four 
months." 

"And — my  wife? — my  child?"  At  this  question  Dago- 
bert shuddered,  hung  down  his  head,  and  was  silent. 

"They  are  not,  then,  here?"  asked  Simon,  with  more 
surprise  than  uneasiness.  "They  told  me  they  were  not  at 
your  house,  but  that  I  should  find  you  here — and  I  came 
immediately.    Are  they  not  with  you?" 

"General,"  said  Dagobert,  becoming  deadly  pale;  "gen- 
eral  "     Drying  the  drops  of  cold  sweat  that  stood  upon 

his  forehead,  he  was  unable  to  articulate  a  word,  for  his 
voice  was  checked  in  his  parched  throat. 

"You  frighten  me!"  exclaimed  Pierre  Simon,  becoming 
pale  as  the  soldier,  and  seizing  him  by  the  arm. 

At  this,  Adrienne  advanced,  with  a  countenance  full  of 
grief  and  sympathy;  seeing  the  cruel  embarrassment  of 
Dagobert,  she  wished  to  come  to  his  assistance,  and  she 
said  to  Pierre  Simon,  in  a  mild  but  agitated  voice,  "Marshal, 
I  am  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville — a  relation  of  your  dear  children." 

Pierre  Simon  turned  around  suddenly,  as  much  struck 
with  the  dazzling  beauty  of  Adrienne  as  with  the  words  she 
had  just  pronounced.  He  stammered  out  in  his  surprise, 
"You,  madame — a  relation — of  my  children!" 

He  laid  a  stress  on  the  last  words,  and  looked  at  Dagobert 
in  a  kind  of  stupor. 

"Yes,  marshal — your  children,"  hastily  replied  Adrienne ; 
"and  the  love  of  those  charming  twin  sisters " 

"Twin  sisters !"  cried  Pierre  Simon,  interrupting  Mdlle. 
de  Cardoville,  with  an  outburst  of  joy  impossible  to  describe. 
"Two  daughters  instead  of  one !  Oh !  what  happiness  for 
their  mother!  Pardon  me,  madame,  for  being  so  impolite," 
he  continued ;  "and  so  little  grateful  for  what  you  tell  me. 
But  you  will  understand  it ;  I  have  been  seventeen  years 
without  seeing  my  wife;  I  come,  and  I  find  three  loved 
beings,  instead  of  two.  Thanks,  madame :  would  I  could 
express  all  the  gratitude  I  owe  you !     You  are  our  relation ; 
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this  is  no  doubt  your  house;  my  wife  and  children  art-  with 
you.     Is   ii  You   thmk   that   my   sudden   appearance 

might  be  prejudicial  to  them?     1   will  wait     but   raadame, 
you,  that  I  am  certain  are  good  as  fair    -pity  my  \m\ 
— will  make  haste  to  prepare  them  to  r 

More  and  more  agitated,  Dagohert  avoided  the  marshal's 
gaze,  and  trembled  like  a  leaf.  Adrienne  cast  down  her  eyes 
without  answering.  Her  heart  sunk  within  her,  at  thought 
of  dealing  the  terrible  blow  to  Marshal  Simon. 

The  latter,  astonished  at  this  silence,  looking  at  Adrienne, 
then  at  the  soldier,  became  first  uneasy,  and  at  last  alarmed. 
"Dagobert!"  he  exclaimed,  "something  is  concealed  from 
me !" 

"General!"  stammered  the  soldier,  "I  assure  you — I— 
I " 

"Madame!"  cried  Pierre  Simon,  "I  conjure  you.  in  pity, 
speak  to  me  frankly! — my  anxiety  is  horrible.  My  first 
fears  return  upon  me.  What  is  it?  Are  my  wife  and 
daughters  ill?    Are  they  in  danger?    Oh !  speak  !  speak  '" 

"Your  daughters,  marshal,"  said  Adrienne.  "have  been 
rather  unwell,  since  their  long  journey — but  they  are  in  no 
danger." 

"Oh,  heaven!  it  is  my  wife!" 

"Have  courage,  sir!"  said  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville,  sadly. 
"Alas !  you  must  seek  consolation  in  the  affection  of  the 
two  angels  that  remain  to  you." 

"General!"  said  Dagohert,  in  a  firm  grave  tone,  "I 
returned  from  Siberia — alone  with  your  two  daughti 

"And  their  mother!  their  mother!"  cried  Simon,  in  a 
voice  of  despair. 

"I  set  out  with  the  two  orphans  the  day  after  her  death," 
said  the  soldier. 

"Dead?"   exclaimed    Pierre   Simon,   overwhelmed    by    the 
stroke:  "dead?"     A  mournful  silence  was  the  only  answer. 
The    marshal    staggered    beneath    this    unexpected    sh 
leaned  on  the  back  of  a  chair  for  support,  and  then,  sinking 
into  the  seat,  concealed  his  face  with  his  hand-.     Foi 
minutes  nothing  was  heard  but  stifled  sobs,  for  not  only  had 
Pierre  Simon  idolized  his  wife,  but  by  one  of  those  singular 
compromises,  that  a  man  long  cruelly  tried  sometimes  mal 
with   destiny.    Pierre    Simon,    with    the    fatalism    of    loving 
souls,    thought   he   had   a    right    to   reckon    upon    happin 
after  so  many  years  of  suffering,  and  had  not  for  a  moment 
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doubted  that  he  should  find  his  wife  and  child — a  double 
consolation  reserved  to  him  after  going  through  so  much. 
Very  different  from  certain  people,  whom  the  habit  of  mis- 
fortune renders  less  exacting,  Simon  had  reckoned  upon 
happiness  as  complete  as  had  been  his  misery.  His  wife 
and  child  were  the  sole,  indispensable  conditions  of  this 
felicity,  and,  had  the  mother  survived  her  daughters,  she 
would  have  no  more  replaced  them  in  his  eyes  than  they 
did  her.  Weakness  or  avarice  of  the  heart,  so  it  was ;  we 
insist  upon  this  singularity,  because  the  consequences  of 
these  incessant  and  painful  regrets  exercised  a  great  influence 
on  the  future  life  of  Marshal  Simon.  Adrienne  and  Dago- 
bert  had  respected  the  overwhelming  grief  of  this  unfortunate 
man.  When  he  had  given  a  free  course  to  his  tears,  he 
raised  his  manly  countenance,  now  of  marble  paleness,  drew 
his  hand  across  his  blood-shot  eyes,  rose,  and  said  to 
Adrienne,  "Pardon  me,  madame ;  I  could  not  conquer  my 
first  emotion.  Permit  me  to  retire.  I  have  cruel  details  to 
ask  of  the  worthy  friend  who  only  quitted  my  wife  at  the 
last  moment.     Have  the  kindness  to  let  me  see  my  children 

— my  poor  orphans ! "     And  the  marshal's  voice  again 

broke. 

"Marshal,"  said  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville,  "just  now  we  were 
expecting  your  dear  children :  unfortunately,  we  have  been 
deceived  in  our  hopes."  Pierre  Simon  first  looked  at 
Adrienne   without   answering,   as   if    he   had   not    heard   or 

understood. "But  console  yourself,"  resumed  the  young 

girl ;  "we  have  yet  no  reason  to  despair." 

"To  despair?"  repeated  the  marshal,  mechanically,  look- 
ing by  turns  at  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville  and  Dagobert;  "to 
despair? — of  what,  in  heaven's  name?" 

"Of  seeing  your  children,  marshal,"  said  Adrienne;  "the 
presence  of  their  father  will  facilitate  the  search." 

"The  search !"  cried  Pierre  Simon.  "Then,  my  daughters 
are  not  here?" 

"No,  sir,"  said  Adrienne,  at  length;  "they  have  been 
taken  from  the  affectionate  care  of  the  excellent  man  who 
brought  them  from  Russia,  to  be  removed  to  a  convent." 

"Wretch !"  cried  Pierre  Simon,  advancing  towards  Dago- 
bert, with  a  menacing  and  terrible  aspect ;  "you  shall  answer 
to  me  for  all !" 

"Oh,  sir,  do  not  blame  him !"  cried  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville. 

"General,"  said  Dagobert,  in  a  tone  of  mournful  resigna- 
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tion,  "I  merit  your  anger.     It  is  my  fault.     Forced  to  absent 
myself   from   Paris,   I   entrusted  the  children   to  my   u 
her  confessor  turned  her  head,  and  pi  rSuaded  her  that  J 
daughters  would  he  better  in  a  convent  than  at  our  hoi 

She  believed  him,  and  let  them  be  conveyed  there.  N'mv 
they  say  at  the  convent,  that  they  do  not  know  where  they 
are.  This  is  the  truth:  do  what  you  will  with  me;  1  have 
only  to  silently  endure." 

"This  is  infamous!"  cried  Pierre  Simon,  pointing  to  Dago* 
bert,  with  a  gesture  of  despairing  indignation.  "In  whom 
can  a  man  confide,  if  he  has  deceived  me?    Oh,  my  <  tod  '." 

"Stay,  marshal!  do  not  blame  him."  repeated  Mdlle.  de 
Cardoville;  "do  not  think  so!  He  has  risked  life  and 
honor  to  rescue  your  children  from  the  convent,  lie  is  not 
the  only  one  who  has  failed  in  this  attempt,  lust  now.  a 
magistrate — despite  his  character  and  authority — was  not 
more  successful.  His  firmness  towards  the  superior,  his 
minute  search  of  the  convent,  were  all  in  vain.  Up  to  this 
time,  it  has  been  impossihle  to  find  these  unfortunate 
children." 

"But  where's  this  convent!"  cried  Marshal  Simon,  raising 
his  head,  his  face  all  pale  and  agitated  with  grief  and  r. 
"Where  is  it?  Do  these  vermin  know  what  a  father  is, 
deprived  of  his  children?"  At  the  moment  when  Marshal 
Simon,  turning  towards  Dagohert.  pronounced  these  words, 
Rodin,  holding  Rose  and  Blanche  hy  the  hand,  appeared  at 
the  open  door  of  the  chamber.  On  hearing  the  marshal's 
exclamation,  he  started  with  surprise,  and  a  dash  of  diaboli- 
cal joy  lit  up  his  .^rim  countenance — for  he  had  not  expected 
to  meet  Pierre  Simon  so  opportunely. 

Mdlle.  de  Cardoville  was  the  first  to  perceive  th<  -ice 

of  Rodin.  She  exclaimed,  as  she  hastened  towards  him: 
"Oh!    I  was  not  deceived.    He  is  still  our  providence." 

"My  poor  children!"  said  Rodin,  in  a  low  voice,  to  the 
young  girls,  as  he  pointed  to  Pierre  Simon,  "this  is  your 
father!" 

"Sir!"  cried  Adrienne,  following  close  upon  Rose  and 
Blanche.     "Your  children  are  her 

As  Simon  turned  round  abruptly,  his  two  daughters  threw 
themselves  into  his  arms.  Here  was  a  long  silence,  broken 
only  by  sobs,  and  !  and  exclamati  v. 

"Come   forward,   at   least,   and   enjoy   the   good   yOU   h 
done!"  said  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville.  drying  her  eyes,  and  turn- 
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ing  towards  Rodin,  who,  leaning  against  the  door,  seemed 
to  contemplate  this  scene  with  deep  emotion. 

Dagobert,  at  sight  of  Rodin  bringing  back  the  children, 
was  at  first  struck  with  stupor,  and  unable  to  move  a  step ; 
but,  hearing  the  words  of  Adrienne,  and  yielding  to  a  burst 
of  almost  insane  gratitude,  he  threw  himself  on  his  knees 
before  the  Jesuit,  joined  his  hands  together,  and  exclaimed 
in  a  broken  voice:  "You  have  saved  me,  by  bringing  back 
these  children." 

"Oh,  bless  you,  sir!"  said  Mother  Bunch,  yielding  to  the 
general  current. 

"My  good  friends,  this  is  too  much,"  said  Rodin,  as  if  his 
emotions  were  beyond  his  strength;  "this  is  really  too  much 
for  me.  Excuse  me  to  the  marshal,  and  tell  him  that  I  am 
repaid  by  the  sight  of  his  happiness." 

"Pray,  sir,"  said  Adrienne,  "let  the  marshal  at  least  have 
the  opportunity  to  see  and  know  you." 

"Oh,  remain !  you  that  have  saved  us  all !"  cried  Dago- 
bert, trying  to  stop  Rodin. 

"Providence,  you  know,  my  dear  young  lady,  does  not 
trouble  itself  about  the  good  that  is  done,  but  the  good  that 
remains  to  do,"  said  Rodin,  with  an  accent  of  playful  kind- 
ness. "Must  I  not  think  of  Prince  Djalma?  My  task  is 
not  finished,  and  moments  are  precious.  Come,"  he  added, 
disengaging  himself  gently  from  Dagobert's  hold,  "come — 
the  day  has  been  as  good  a  one  as  I  had  hoped.  The  Abbe 
d'Aigrigny  is  unmasked ;  you  are  free,  my  dear  young  lady ; 
you  have  recovered  your  cross,  my  brave  soldier ;  Mother 
Bunch  is  sure  of  a  protectress ;  the  marshal  has  found  his 
children.  I  have  my  share  in  all  these  joys,  it  is  a  full 
share — my  heart  is  satisfied.  Adieu,  my  friends,  till  we 
meet  again."  So  saying,  Rodin  waved  his  hand  affection- 
ately to  Adrienne,  Dagobert,  and  the  hunchback,  and  with- 
drew, waving  his  hand  with  a  look  of  delight  on  Marshal 
Simon,  who,  seated  between  his  daughters,  held  them  in  his 
arms,  and  covered  them  with  tears  and  kisses,  remaining 
quite  indifferent  to  all  that  was  passing  around  him. 

An  hour  after  this  scene,  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville  and  the 
sempstress,  Marshal  Simon,  his  two  daughters  and  Dagobert 
quitted  Dr.  Beleinier's  asylum. 

sfc  jfe  ite  jfc  ste  jfc  sJc 

In  terminating  this  episode,  a  few  words  by  way  of  moral, 
with   regard  to  lunatic  asylums  and  convents   may   not   be 
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out  of  place.  We  have  said,  and  we  repeat,  that  the  laws 
which  apply  to  the  superintendence  oi  lunatic  asylums  ap- 
pear to  us  insufficient.  Facts  that  have  recently  transpired 
before  the  courts,  and  other  facts  thai  have  been  privately 
communicated  to  us,  evidently  prove  this  insufficiency.  Doubt- 
less, magistrates  have  full  power  to  visit  lunatic  asylums. 
They  are  even  required  to  make  such  visits.  But  we  know, 
from  the  best  authority,  that  the  numerous  and  pressing 
occupations  of  magistrates,  whose  number  is  often  ou1  ol 
proportion  with  the  labor  imposed  upon  them,  render  these 
inspections  so  rare,  that  they  are,  so  to  speak,  illusory.  It 
appears,  therefore,  to  us  advisable  to  institute  a  system  of 
inspections,  at  least  twice  a  month,  especially  designed  for 
lunatic  asylums,  and  entrusted  to  a  physician  and  a  magis- 
trate, so  that  every  complaint  may  be  submitted  to  a  double 
examination.  Doubtless,  the  law  is  sufficient  when  its 
ministers  are  fully  informed;  but  how  many  formalities, 
how  many  difficulties  must  be  gone  through,  before  they 
can  be  so,  particularly  when  the  unfortunate  creature  who 
needs  their  assistance,  already  suspected,  isolated,  and  im- 
prisoned, has  no  friend  to  come  forward  in  defence,  and 
demand,  in  his  or  her  name,  the  protection  of  the  authoril 
Is  it  not  imperative,  therefore,  on  the  civil  power,  to  meet 
these  necessities  by  a  periodical  and  well-organized  system 
of  inspection? 

What  we  here  say  of  lunatic  asylums  will  apply  with  still 
greater  force  to  convents  for  women,  seminaries,  and  houses 
inhabited  by  religious  bodies.     Recent  and   notorious   facts, 
with  which  all  France  has  rung,  have,  unfortunately,  proved 
that  violence,  forcible  detention,  barbarous  usage,  abduction 
of  minors,  and  illegal  imprisonment,  accompanied  by  torture, 
are  occurrences  which,  if  not  frequent,  are  at  least  possible  in 
religious  houses.     It  required  singular  accidents,  audacious 
and  cynical  brutalities,  to  bring  these  detestable  actions  to 
public    knowledge.      How    many    other    victims    have    been, 
and,  perhaps  still  are,  entombed  in  those  large  silent   man- 
sions,  where   no   profane    look    may   penetrate,    and    which, 
through  the  privileges  of  the  clergy,  escape  the  superintend- 
ence  of    the   civil    power.      Is    it    not    deplorable    that    tl 
dwellings  should  not  also  be  subject  to  periodical  inspection, 
by  visitors  consisting,  if  it  be  desired,  of  a  priest",  a  ma 
trate,  and  some  delegate  of  the  municipal   authorities;-      If 
nothing  takes  olace,   but  what  is  leeal,   human,   and   char 
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itable,  in  these  establishments,  which  have  all  the  character, 
and  incur  all  the  responsibility,  of  public  institutions,  why 
this  resistance,  this  furious  indignation  of  the  church  party, 
when  any  mention  is  made  of  touching  what  they  call  their 
privileges?  There  is  something  higher  than  the  constitu- 
tions devised  at  Rome.  We  mean  the  Law  of  France — the 
common  law — which  grants  to  all  protection,  but  which,  in 
return,  exacts  from  all  respect  and  obedience. 


CHAPTER  XL. 

THE  EAST  INDIAN   IN   PARIS. 

Since  three  days,  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville  had  left  Dr. 
Beleinier's.  The  following  scene  took  place  in  a  little  dwell- 
ing in  the  Rue  Blanche,  to  which  Djalma  had  been  conducted 
in  the  name  of  his  unknown  protector.  Fancy  to  yourself  a 
pretty,  circular  apartment,  hung  with  Indian  drapery,  with 
purple  figures  on  a  gray  ground,  just  relieved  by  a  few 
threads  of  gold.  The  ceiling,  towards  the  centre,  is  con- 
cealed by  similar  hangings,  tied  together  by  a  thick,  silken 
cord ;  the  two  ends  of  this  cord,  unequal  in  length,  termi- 
nated, instead  of  tassels,  in  two  tiny  Indian  lamps  of  gold 
filigreed-work,  marvellously  finished.  By  one  of  those 
ingenious  combinations,  so  common  in  barbarous  countries, 
these  lamps  served  also  to  burn  perfumes.  Plates  of  blue 
crystal,  let  in  between  the  openings  of  the  arabesque,  and 
illumined  by  the  interior  light,  shone  with  so  limpid  an 
azure,  that  the  golden  lamps  seemed  starred  with  transparent 
sapphires.  Light  clouds,  of  whitish  vapor  rose  incessantly 
from  these  lamps,  and  spread  all  around  their  balmy  odor. 

Daylight  was  only  admitted  to  this  room  (it  was  about 
two  o'clock  in  the  afternoon)  through  a  little  greenhouse, 
on  the  other  side  of  a  door  of  plate-glass,  made  to  slide  into 
the  thickness  of  the  wall,  by  means  of  a  groove.  A  Chinese 
shade  was  arranged  so  as  to  hide  or  replace  this  glass  at 
pleasure.  Some  dwarf  palm  tress,  plantains,  and  other 
Indian  productions,  with  thick  leaves  of  a  metallic  green, 
arranged  in  clusters  in  this  conservatory,  formed,  as  it  were, 
the  background  to  two  large  variegated  bushes  of  exotic 
flowers,  which  were  separated  by  a  narrow  path,  paved  with 
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yellow  and  blue  Japanese  tiles,  running  to  the  foot  of  the 
glass.     The  daylight;  already  much  dimmed  by  the  lea 

through  which  it  passed,  took  a  hue  of  singular  mil: 
it  mingled  with  the  a^ure  lustre  o!  the  perfumed  lamps,  and 
the  crimson  brightness  of  the  fire  in  the  tall  chimne\  I 
oriental  porphyry.  In  the  obsurity  of  this  apartment,  im- 
pregnated with  sweet  odors  and  the  aromatic  vap<  r  of 
Persian  tobacco,  a  man  with  brown,  hanging  locks,  dre 
in  a  long  robe  of  dark  green,  fastened  round  the  waist  by 
a  parti-colored  sash,  was  kneeling  upon  a  magnificent  Turkey 
carpet,  filling  the  golden  bowl  of  a  hookah;  the  long,  flexi- 
ble tube  of  this  pipe,  after  rolling  its  folds  upon  the  carpet, 
like  a  scarlet  serpent  with  silver  scales,  rested  between  the 
slender  fingers  of  Djalma,  who  was  reclining  negligently  on 
a  divan.  The  young  prince  was  bareheaded ;  his  jet-black 
hair,  parted  on  the  middle  of  his  forehead,  streamed  waving 
about  his  face  and  neck  of  antique  beauty — their  warm  tr 
parent  colors  resembling  amber  or  topaz.  Leaning  his  elbow 
on  a  cushion,  he  supported  his  chin  with  the  palm  of  his 
right  hand.  The  flowing  sleeve  of  his  robe,  falling  back 
from  his  arm,  which  was  round  as  that  of  a  woman,  revealed 
mysterious  signs  formerly  tattooed  there  in  India  by  a 
Thug's  needle.  The  son  of  Radja-sing  held  in  his  left  hand 
the  amber  mouthpiece  of  his  pipe.  His  robe  of  magnificent 
cashmere,  with  a  border  of  a  thousand  hues,  reaching  to  his 
knee,  was  fastened  about  his  slim  and  well-formed  figure 
by  the  large  folds  of  an  orange-colored  shawl.  This  robe 
was  half  withdrawn  from  one  of  the  elegant  legs  of  thia 
Asiatic  Antinous,  clad  in  a  kind  of  very  close  fitting  gaiter 
of  crimson  velvet,  embroidered  with  silver,  and  terminating 
in  a  small  white  morocco  slipper,  with  a  scarlet  heel.  At 
once  mild  and  manly,  the  countenance  of  Djalma  was  expres- 
sive of  that  melancholy  and  contemplative  calmness  habitual 
to  the  Indian  and  the  Arab,  who  possess  the  happy  priv; 
of  uniting,  by  a  rare  combination,  the  meditative  indolence 
of  the  dreamer  with  the  fiery  energy  of  the  man  of  action — 
now  delicate,  nervous,  impressionable  as  women — now  de- 
termined, ferocious,  and  sanguinarv  as  bandits. 

And  this  semi-feminine  comparison,  applicable  to  the  moral 
nature  of  the  Arab  and  the  Indian,  so  :  ire  not 

carried  away  by  the  an!  t  of  battle  and  the  excitement  of 
carnage,  is  almost  equally  applicable  to  their  physical  con- 
stitution;   for   if,   like   women   of   good    blood,    they    have 
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small  extremities,  slender  limbs,  fine  and  supple  forms,  this 
delicate  and  often  charming  exterior  always  covers  muscles 
of  steel,  full  of  an  elasticity,  and  vigor  truly  masculine. 
Djalma's  oblong  eyes,  like  black  diamonds  set  in  bluish 
mother-of-pearl,  wandered  mechanically  from  the  exotic 
flowers  to  the  ceiling ;  from  time  to  time  he  raised  the  amber 
mouthpiece  of  the  hookah  to  his  lips ;  then,  after  a  slow 
aspiration,  half  opening  his  rosy  lips,  strongly  contrasted 
with  the  shining  enamel  of  his  teeth,  he  sent  forth  a  little 
spiral  line  of  smoke,  freshly  scented  by  the  rose-water 
through  which  it  had  passed. 

"Shall  I  put  more  tobacco  in  the  hookah?"  said  the 
kneeling  figure,  turning  towards  Djalma,  and  revealing  the 
marked  and  sinister  features  of  Faringhea  the  Strangler. 

The  young  prince  remained  dumb,  either  that,  from  an 
oriental  contempt  for  certain  races,  he  disdained  to  answer 
the  half-caste,  or  that,  absorbed  in  his  reverie,  he  did  not  even 
hear  him.  The  Strangler  became  again  silent ;  crouching 
cross-legged  upon  the  carpet,  with  his  elbows  resting  on  his 
knees,  and  his  chin  upon  his  hands,  he  kept  his  eyes  fixed 
on  Djalma,  and  seemed  to  await  the  reply  or  the  orders  of 
him  whose  sire  had  been  surnamed  the  Father  of  the  Gener- 
ous. How  had  Faringhea,  the  sanguinary  worshipper  of 
Bowanee,  the  Divinity  of  Murder,  been  brought  to  seek  or 
io  accept  such  humble  functions?  How  came  this  man,  pos- 
sessed of  no  vulgar  talents,  whose  passionate  eloquence  and 
ferocious  energy  had  recruited  many  assassins  for  the  service 
of  the  Good  Work,  to  resign  himself  to  so  base  a  condition? 
Why,  too,  had  this  man,  who,  profiting  by  the  young  prince's 
blindness  with  regard  to  himself,  might  have  so  easily 
sacrificed  him  as  an  offering  to  Bowanee — why  had  he  spared 
the  life  of  Radja-sing's  son?  Why,  in  fine,  did  he  expose 
himself  to  such  frequent  encounters  with  Rodin,  whom  he 
had  only  known  under  the  most  unfavorable  auspices? 
The  sequel  of  this  story  will  answer  all  these  questions. 
We  can  only  say  at  present,  that,  after  a  long  interview 
with  Rodin,  two  nights  before,  the  Thug  had  quitted  him 
with  downcast  eyes  and  cautious  bearing. 

After  having  remained  silent  for  some  time,  Djalma,  fol- 
lowing with  his  eye  the  cloud  of  whitish  smoke  that  he  had 
just  sent  forth  into  space,  addressed  Faringhea,  without  look- 
ing at  him,  and  said  to  him  in  the  language,  as  hyperbolical 
as  concise,  of  orientals:     "Time  passes.     The  old  man  with 
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the  good  heart  does  not  come.     But  he  will  come.    His  word 
is  his  word." 

"His  word  is  his  word,  my  lord,''  repeated  Faringhea,  in 
an  affirmative  tone.  "When  he  came  to  fetch  you,  three 
days  ago,  from  the  house  whither  those  wretches,  m  further- 
ance of  their  wicked  designs,  had  conveyed  you  in  a  deep 
sleep — after  throwing  me,  your  watchful  and  devoted  51 
ant,  into  a  similar  state — he  said  to  you:  'The  unknown 
friend,  who  sent  for  you  to  Cardoville  Castle,  bids  me  come 
to  you,  prince.  Have  confidence,  and  follow  me.  A  worthy 
abode  is  prepared  for  you.' — And  again,  he  said  to  you,  my 
lord:  'Consent  not  to  leave  the  house,  until  my  return. 
Your  interest  requires  it.  In  three  days  you  will  see  me 
again,  and  then  be  restored  to  perfect  freedom.  You  con- 
sented to  those  terms,  my  lord,  and  for  three  days  you  have 
not  left*  the  house." 

"And  I  wait  for  the  old  man  with  impatience."  said 
Djalma,  "for  this  solitude  is  heavy  with  me.  There  must 
be  so  many  things  to  admire  in  Paris.     Above  all " 

Djalma  did  not  finish  the  sentence,  but  relapsed  into  a 
reverie.  After  some  moments'  silence,  the  son  of  Radja- 
sing  said  suddenly  to  Faringhea,  in  the  tone  of  an  impatient 
yet  indolent  sultan:     "Speak  to  me!" 

"Of  what  shall  I  speak,  my  lord?" 

"Of  what  you  will,"  said  Djalma,  with  careless  contempt 
as  he  fixed  on  the  ceiling  his  eyes,  half -veiled  with  languor. 
"One  thought  pursues  me — I  wish  to  be  diverted   from  it. 
Speak  to  me." 

Faringhea   threw   a   piercing   glance   on    the   countenance 
of  the  young  Indian,  and  saw  that  his  cheeks  were  1 
with  a  slight  blush.     "My  lord,"  said  the  half-caste.  "I  cat: 
guess  your  thought." 

Djalma  shook  his  head,  without  looking  at  the  Strangler. 
The  latter  resumed:  "You  are  thinking  of  the  women  of 
Paris,  my  lord." 

"lie  silent,  slave!"  said  Djalma,  turning  abruptly  on  the 
sofa,  as  if  some  painful  wound  had  been  touched  to  the  quick. 
Faringhea  obeyed. 

After  the  lapse  of  some  moments,  Djalma  broke  forth 
again  with  impatience,  throwing  aside  the  tube  of  the  hookah, 
and  veiling  both  eyes  with  his  hand-:  "Your  words  arc 
better  than  silence.  Cursed  be  my  thoughts,  and  the  spirit 
which  calls  up  these  phantoms !" 


126  THE    WANDERING    JEW 

"Why  should  you  fly  these  thoughts,  my  lord?  You  are 
nineteen  years  of  age,  and  hitherto  all  your  youth  has  been 
spent  in  war  and  captivity.  Up  to  this  time,  you  have  re- 
mained as  chaste  as  Gabriel,  that  young  Christian  priest, 
who  accompanied  us  on  our  voyage." 

Though  Faringhea  did  not  at  all  depart  from  his  respect- 
ful deference  for  the  prince,  the  latter  felt  that  there  was 
something  of  irony  in  the  tone  of  the  half-caste,  as  he  pro- 
nounced the  word  "chaste." 

Djalma  said  to  him  with  a  mixture  of  pride  and  severity: 
"I  do  not  wish  to  pass  for  a  barbarian,  as  they  call  us,  with 
these  civilized  people ;  therefore  I  glory  in  my  chastity." 

"I  do  not  understand,  my  lord." 

"I  may  perhaps  love  some  woman,  pure  as  was  my  mother 
when  she  married  my  father ;  and  to  ask  for  purity  from  a 
woman,  a  man  must  be  chaste  as  she." 

At  this,  Faringhea  could  not  refrain  from  a  sardonic  smile. 

"Why  do  you  laugh,  slave?"  said  the  young  prince,  im- 
periously. 

"Among  civilized  people,  as  you  call  them,  my  lord,  the 
man  who  married  in  the  flower  of  his  innocence  would  be 
mortally  wounded  with  ridicule." 

"It  is  false,  slave !  He  would  only  be  ridiculous  if  he 
married  one  that  was  not  pure  as  himself." 

"Then,  my  lord,  he  would  not  only  be  wounded — he  would 
be  killed  outright,  for  he  would  be  doubly  and  unmercifully 
laughed  at." 

"It  is  false!  it  is  false.    Where  did  you  learn  all  this?" 

"I  have  seen  Parisian  women  at  the  Isle  of  France,  and 
at  Pondicherry,  my  lord.  Moreover,  I  learned  a  good  deal 
during  our  voyage ;  I  talked  with  a  young  officer,  while  you 
conversed  with  the  young  priest." 

"So,  like  the  sultans  of  our  harems,  civilized  men  require 
of  women  the  innocence  they  have  themselves  lost." 

"They  require  it  the  more,  the  less  they  have  of  it,  my 
lord." 

"To  require  without  any  return,  is  to  act  as  a  master  to 
his  slave ;  by  what  right  ?" 

"By  the  right  of  the  strongest — as  it  is  among  us,  my  lord." 

"And  what  do  the  women  do  ?" 

"They  prevent  the  men  from  being  too  ridiculous,  when 
they  marry,  in  the  eyes  of  the  world." 

"But  thev  kill  a  woman  that  is  false?"  said  Djalma,  rais' 
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ing  himself  abruptly,  and  fixing  upon  Faringhea  a  aav 
..  that  sparkled  with  lurid  6 

"They  kill  her,  my  lord,  as  with  us — when  they  find  her 
out." 

"Despots    like   ourselves!      Why    then    do    these   civili 
men  not  shut  up  their  women,  to  force  them  bo  a  fidelity 
which  they  do  not  practise?" 

"Because  their  civilization  is  barbarous,  and  their  bar- 
barism civilized,  my  lord." 

"Ml  this  is  sad  enough,  if  true,"  observed  Djalma,  with 
a  pensive  air,  adding,  with  a  species  of  enthusiasm,  employ- 
ing, as  usual,  the  mystic  and  figurative  language  familiar  to 
the  people  of  his  country;  "yes,  your  talk  afflicts  me,  slave 
— for  two  drops  of  dew  blending  in  the  cup  of  a  flower  are 
as  hearts  that  mingle  in  a  pure  and  virgin  love;  and  two 
rays  of  light  united  in  one  inextinguishable  llame,  are  as  the 
burning  and  eternal  joys  of  lovers  joined  in  wedlock." 

Djalma  spoke  of  the  pure  enjoyments  of  the  soul  with  in- 
expressible grace,  yet  it  was  when  he  painted  less  ideal 
happiness,  that  his  eyes  shone  like  stars ;  he  shuddered 
slightly,  his  nostrils  swelled,  the  pale  gold  of  his  complexion 
became  vermilion,  and  the  young  prince  sank  into  a  deep 
reverie. 

Faringhea,    having    remarked    this    emotion,    thus    spoke: 
"If,   like   the  proud  and   brilliant   kin^-bird   of    our   WO 
you  prefer  numerous  and  varied   pleasures  to   solitary  and 
monotonous  amours — handsome,  young,  rich  as  yon  are.  my 
lord,  were  you  to  seek  out  the  seductive  Parisians — volu] 
ous  phantoms  of  your  nights — charming  tormentors  of  your 
dreams — were  you  to  cast  upon  them  looks  bold  a-  a  chal- 
lenge, supplicating  as  prayers,  ardent  as  desires — do  you  not 
think  that  many  a  half-veiled  eye  would  borrow   lire   from 
your  glance?     Then  it  would  no  longer  be  the  mon 
delights  of  a  single  love,  the  heavy  chain  of  our  life — no.  it 
would   be   the   thousand   pleasures   of    the    harem-  -a   harem 
peopled   with    free  and   proud   beauties,    whom   happy    love 
would  make  your  slaves.     So  long  constrained,  there  is  no 
such  thing  as  excess  to  you.      Believe  me.  it   would  then   be 
you,  the  ardent,  the  magnificent   son   of   our  country,   that 
would  become  the  love  and  pride  of  these  women-  -the  i 
seductive  in  the   world,   who   would   soon   have    for  you   no 
looks  but  those  of  languor  and  passion." 

Djalma  had  listened  to  Faringhea   with   silent  eagerness. 
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The  expression  of  his  features  had  completely  changed;  it 
was  no  longer  the  melancholy  and  dreaming  youth,  invoking 
the  sacred  remembrance  of  his  mother,  and  finding  only  in 
the  dew  of  heaven,  in  the  calyx  of  flowers,  images  sufficiently 
pure  to  paint  the  chastity  of  the  love  he  dreamed  of ;  it  was 
no  longer  even  the  young  man,  blushing  with  a  modest 
ardor  at  the  thought  of  the  permitted  joys  of  a  legitimate 
union.  No!  the  incitements  of  Faringhea  had  kindled  a 
subterraneous  fire;  the  inflamed  countenance  of  Djalma,  his 
eyes  now  sparkling  and  now  veiled,  his  manly  and  sonorous 
respiration,  announced  the  heat  of  his  blood,  the  boiling  up 
of  the  passions,  only  the  more  energetic,  that  they  had  been 
hitherto  restrained. 

So,  springing  suddenly  from  the  divan,  supple,  vigorous, 
and  light  as  a  young  tiger,  Djalma  clutched  Faringhea  by  the 
throat  exclaiming :     "Thy  words  are  burning  poison !" 

"My  lord,"  said  Faringhea,  without  opposing  the  least 
resistance,  "your  slave  is  your  slave."  This  submission 
disarmed  the  prince. 

"My  life  belongs  to  you,"  repeated  the  half-caste. 
"I   belong  to  you,   slave!"  cried   Djalma,   repulsing  him. 
"Just  now,  I  hung  upon  your  lips,  devouring  your  dangerous 
les. 

"Lies,  my  lord?  Only  appear  before  these  women,  and 
their  looks  will  confirm  my  words." 

"These  women  love  me ! — me,  who  have  only  lived  in  war 
and  in  the  woods?" 

"The  thought  that  you,  so  young,  have  already  waged 
bloody  war  on  men  and  tigers,  will  make  them  adore,  my 
lord." 

"You  lie!" 

"I  tell  you,  my  lord,  on  seeing  your  hand,  as  delicate  as 
theirs,  but  which  has  been  so  often  bathed  in  hostile  blood, 
they  will  wish  to  caress  it ;  and  they  will  kiss  it  again,  when 
they  think  that,  in  our  forests,  with  loaded  rifle,  and  a  poniard 
between  your  teeth,  you  smiled  at  the  roaring  of  a  lion  or 
panther  for  whom  you  lay  in  wait." 
"But  I  am  a  savage — a  barbarian." 

"And  for  that  very  reason  you  will  have  them  at  your 
leet.  They  will  feel  themselves  both  terrified  and  charmed 
by  all  the  violence  and  fury,  the  rage  of  jealousy,  the  pas- 
sion and  the  love,  to  which  a  man  of  your  blood,  your 
youth,  your  ardor  must  be  subject.    To-day  mild  and  tender, 
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to-morrow  fierce  and  suspicious,  another  time  ardent  and 

passionate,  such  you  will  be — and  such  you  ought  to  be, 
it  you  wish  to  win  them.  Yes ;  let  a  kiss  of  rage  be 
heard  between  two  kisses:  let  a  dagger  glitter  in  the  midst 
of  caresses,  and  they  will  tall  before  you,  palpitating  with 
pleasure,  love,  and  fear — and  you  will  be  to  them,  not  a 
man.  but  a  god." 

"Dost  think  so?"  cried  Djalma,  carried  away  in  spite  of 
himself  by  the  Thug's  wild  eloquence. 

"You  know,  you  feel,  that  I  speak  the  truth."  cried  the 
latter,  extending  his  arm  towards  the  young  Indian. 

"Why,  yes!"  exclaimed  Djalma,  his  eyes  sparkling,  his 
nostrils  swelling,  as  he  moved  about  the  apartment  with 
savage  bounds.  "I  know  not  if  I  possess  my  reason,  or  if  I 
am  intoxicated,  but  it  seems  to  me  that  you  speak  truth. 
Yes,  I  feel  that  they  will  love  me  with  madness  and  fury, 
because  my  love  will  be  mad  and  furious  they  will  tremble 
with  pleasure  and  fear,  because  the  very  thought  of  it 
makes  me  tremble  with  delight  and  terror.  Slave,  it.  is 
true ;  there  is  something  exciting  and  fearful  in  such  a 
love !"  As  he  spoke  forth  these  words,  Djalma  was  superb 
in  his  impetuous  sensuality.  It  is  a  raie  thing  to  see  a 
young  man  arrive  in  his  native  purity,  at  the  age  in  which 
are  developed,  in  all  their  powerful  energy,  those  admirable 
instincts  of  love,  which  God  has  implanted  in  the  heart  of 
his  creatures,  and  which,  repressed,  disguised,  or  perverted 
may  unseat  the  reason,  or  generate  mad  excesses  and 
frightful  crimes — but  which,  directed  towards  a  great  and 
noble  passion,  may  and  must,  by  their  very  violence,  elevate 
man.  through  devotion  and  tenderness,  to  the  limits  of  the 
ideal. 

"Oh !  this  woman — this  woman,  before  whom  I  am  to 
tremble — and  who.  in  turn,  must  tremble  before  me — where 
is  she?"  cried  Djalma.  with  redoubled  excitement.  "Shall 
I  ever  find  her?" 

"One  is  a  good  deal,  my  lord,"  replied  Faringhea,  with 
his  sardonic  coolness;  "he  who  looks  for  one  woman,  will 
rarely  succeed  in  this  country ;  he  who  seeks  women,  is  only 
at  a  loss  to  choose." 


As  the  half-caste  made  this  impertinent  answer  to  Djalma. 
a  very  elegant  blue-and-white  carriage   stopped   before  the 
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garden-gate  of  the  house,  which  opened  upon  a  deserted 
street.  It  was  drawn  by  a  pair  of  beautiful  blood-horses, 
of  a  cream  color,  with  black  manes  and  tails.  The  escut- 
cheons on  the  harness  were  of  silver,  as  were  also  the  buttons 
of  the  servants'  livery,  which  was  blue  with  white  collars. 
On  the  blue  hammercloth,  also  laced  with  white,  as  well  as 
on  the  panels  of  the  doors,  were  lozenge-shaped  coats  of 
arms,  without  crest  or  coronet,  as  usually  borne  by  un- 
married daughters  of  noble  families.  Two  women  were  in 
this  carriage — Mdlle.  de  Cardoville  and  Florine. 


CHAPTER  XLI. 

RISING. 

To  explain  the  arrival  of  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville  at  the 
garden-door  of  the  house  occupied  by  Djalma,  we  must  cast 
a  retrospective  glance  at  previous  events.  On  leaving  Doc- 
tor Baleinier's,  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville  had  gone  to  take  up 
her  residence  in  the  Rue  d'Anjou.  During  the  last  few 
months  of  her  stay  with  her  aunt,  Adrienne  had  secretly 
caused  this  handsome  dwelling  to  be  repaired  and  furnished, 
and  its  luxury  and  elegance  were  now  increased  by  all 
the  wonders  of  the  lodge  of  Saint-Dizier  House.  The 
world  found  it  very  strange,  that  a  lady  of  the  age  and  con- 
dition of  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville  should  take  the  resolution  of 
living  completely  alone  and  free,  and,  in  fact,  of  keeping 
house  exactly  like  a  bachelor,  a  young  widow,  or  an  eman- 
cipated minor.  The  world  pretended  not  to  know  that 
Mdlle.  de  Cardoville  possessed  what  is  often  wanting  in 
men,  whether  of  age  or  twice  of  age — a  firm  character,  a 
lofty  mind,  a  generous  heart,  strong  and  vigorous  good 
sense. 

Judging  that  she  would  require  faithful  assistance  in  the 
internal  management  of  her  house,  Adrienne  had  written 
to  the  bailiff  of  Cardoville,  and  his  wife,  old  family  servants, 
to  come  immediately  to  Paris :  M.  Dupont  thus  filled  the 
office  of  steward,  and  Mine.  Dupont  that  of  housekeeper. 
An  old  friend  of  Adrienne's  father,  the  Count  de  Montbron, 
an  accomplished  old  man,  once  very  much  in  fashion,  and 
still   a   connoisseur   in   all   sorts   of   elegances,   had   advised 


THE    WANDERING    J] 

Adrienne  to  act  like  a  princess,  and  take  an  equerry  :  reconv 
mended  for  this  office  a  man  of  good  rearing  and  ripe  . 
who.    himself   an   amateur   in    horses,    had    been    ruined    in 
England,  at   Newmarket,  the   Derby,  and    TattersaU's,  and 

reduced,  as  sometimes  happened  to  gentlemen  in  that  coun- 
try, to  drive  the  stage-coaches,  thus  finding  an  hoi 
method  of  earning  his  hread,  ami  at  the  .same  time  gratify- 
ing his  taste  for  horses.  Such  was  M.  de  Bonneville,  M.  de 
Montbron's  choice.  Both  from  age  and  habits,  this  equeny 
could  accompany  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville  on  horseback,  and 
better  than  any  one  else,  superintend  the  stable,  lie  ac- 
cepted, therefore,  the  employment  with  gratitude,  and. 
thanks  to  his  skill  and  attention,  the  equipages  of  Mdlle 
Cardoville  were  not  eclipsed  in  style  by  anything  of  the 
kind  in  Paris.  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville  had  taken  back  her 
women,  Hebe,  Georgette,  and  Florine.  The  latter  was  at 
first  to  have  re-entered  the  service  of  the  Princess  de  Saint- 
Dizier,  to  continue  her  part  of  spy  for  the  superior  of  St. 
Mary's  Convent;  but,  in  consequence  of  the  new  direction 
given  by  Rodin  to  the  Rennepont  affair,  it  was  decided  that 
Florine,  if  possible,  should  return  to  the  service  of  Mdlle.  de 
Cardoville.  This  confidential  place,  enabling  this  unfor- 
tunate creature  to  render  important  and  mysterious  servi 
to  the  people  who  held  her  fate  in  their  hands,  forced  her 
to  infamous  treachery.  Unfortunately,  all  things  favored 
this  machination.  \Ye  know  that  Florine.  in  her  interview 
with  Mother  Bunch,  a  few  days  after  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville 
was  imprisoned  at  Dr.  Baleinier*s,  had  yielded  to  a  twii 
of  remorse,  and  given  to  the  sempstress  advice  likely  to  be 
of  use  to  Adrienne's  interests — sending  word  to  Agricola 
not  to  deliver  to  Madame  de  Saint-Dizier  the  papers  found 
in  the  hiding-place  of  the  pavilion,  but  only  to  intrust  tbem 
to  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville  herself.  The  latter,  afterwards  in- 
formed of  these  details  by  Mother  Bunch,  felt  a  double 
degree  of  confidence  and  interest  in  Florine.  took  her  back 
into  her  service  with  gratitude,  and  almost  immediately 
charged  her  with  a  confidential   mission — thai  lperin- 

tending  the  arrangements  of  the  house  hired   for  Djaln 
habitation.     As  for  Mother  Bunch   (yielding  to  the  solicita- 
tions of  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville,  and  finding  die  was  no 
of  use  to  Dagobert's  wife,  of  whom  we  shall  speak  hereafter ), 
she  had  consented  to  take  up  her  abode  in  the  hotel  on  the 
Rue   d'Anjou,    along   with    Adrienne,    who    with    that    rare 
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sagacity  of  the  heart  peculiar  to  her,  entrusted  the  young 
sempstress,  who  served  her  also  as  a  secretary,  with  the 
department  of  alms-giving. 

Mdlle.  de  Cardoville  had  at  first  thought  of  entertaining 
her  merely  as  a  friend,  wishing  to  pay  homage  in  her  per- 
son to  probity  with  labor,  resignation  in  sorrow,  and  intel- 
ligence in  poverty;  but,  knowing  the  workgirl's  natural 
dignity,  she  feared,  with  reason,  that,  notwithstanding  the 
delicate  circumspection  with  which  the  hospitality  would 
be  offered,  Mother  Bunch  might  perceive  in  it  alms  in  dis- 
guise, Adrienne  preferred,  therefore,  whilst  she  treated  her 
as  a  friend,  to  give  her  a  confidential  employment.  In  this 
manner  the  great  delicacy  of  the  needlewoman  would  be 
spared,  since  she  could  earn  her  livelihood  by  performing 
duties  which  would  at  the  same  time  satisfy  her  praise- 
worthy instincts  of  charity.  In  fact,  she  could  fulfil, 
better  than  any  one,  the  sacred  mission  confided  to  her  by 
Adrienne.  Her  cruel  experience  in  misfortune,  the  goodness 
of  her  angelic  soul,  the  elevation  of  her  mind,  her  rare 
activity,  her  penetration  with  regard  to  the  painful  secrets 
of  poverty,  her  perfect  knowledge  of  the  industrial  classes, 
were  sufficient  security  for  the  tact  and  intelligence  with 
which  the  excellent  creature  would  second  the  generous 
intentions  of  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville. 

Let  us  now  speak  of  the  divers  events  which,  on  that  day, 
preceded  the  coming  of  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville  to  the  garden- 
gate  of  the  house  in  the  Rue  Blanche.  About  ten  o'clock  in 
the  morning,  the  blinds  of  Adrienne's  bedchamber,  closely 
shut,  admitted  no  ray  of  daylight  to  this  apartment,  which 
was  only  lighted  by  a  spherical  lamp  of  oriental  alabaster, 
suspended  from  the  ceiling  by  three  long  silver  chains. 
This  apartment,  terminating  in  a  dome,  was  in  the  form  of 
a  tent  with  eight  sides.  From  the  ceiling  to  the  floor,  it 
was  hung  with  white  silk,  covered  with  long  draperies  of 
muslin,  fastened  in  large  puffs  to  the  wall,  by  bands  caught 
in  at  regular  distances  by  plates  of  ivory.  Two  doors,  also 
of  ivory,  admirably  encrusted  with  mother-of-pearl,  led,  one 
to  the  bath-room,  the  other  to  the  toilet-chamber,  a  sort  of 
little  temple  dedicated  to  the  worship  of  beauty,  and  fur- 
nished as  it  had  been  at  the  pavilion  of  Saint-Dizier  House. 
Two    other   compartments    of    the    wall    were    occupied   by 
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windows,  completely  veiled  with  drapery.    I  ite  the  bed, 

enclosing  splendid  lire-  :  chased  silver,  was  a  chin  ■ 

ce  of  white  marble,  like  crystallize  w,  on  which  •.. 

sculptured  two  magnificent  caryatides,  and  a  frier  rei 
senting  birds  and  Sowers.    Above  this  h  in  open- 

work with  extreme  delicacy,  was  a  marble  basket,  filled  with 
red  camellias.     Their  leaves  of  shining  green,  their  flo 
of  a  delicate  rosy  hue,  were  the  on'  that  disturbed 

the  harmonious  whiteness  of  this  virgin  retreat.  Finally, 
half  surrounded  by  waves  of  white  muslin,  which  poured 
down  from  the  dome  like  a  mass  of  light  clouds,  the 
was  visible — very  low.  and  resting  on  feet  of  carved  ivory, 
which  stood  upon  the  ermine  carpet  that  covered  the  floor. 
With  the  exception  of  a  plinth,  also  in  ivory,  admirably  inlaid 
with  mother-of-pearl,  the  bed  was  entirely  covered  with 
white  satin,  wadded  and  quilted  like  an  immense  scent-bag. 
The  cambric  sheets,  trimmed  with  lace,  being  a  little  dis- 
turbed on  one  side,  discovered  the  corner  of  a  white  taffety 
mattress,  and  a  light  counterpane  of  watered  stuff — for  an 
equal  temperature  always  reigned  in  this  apartment,  warm 
as  a  fine  spring  day. 

From  a  singular  scruple,  arising  from  the  same  sentiment 
which  had  caused  Adrienne  to  have  inscribed  on  a  master- 
piece of  goldsmith's  work  the  name  of  the  maker  instead  of 
that  of  the  seller,  she  had  wished  all  these  articles,  so  costly 
and  sumptuous,  to  be  manufactured  by  workmen  ch« 
amongst  the  most  intelligent,  honest,  and  industrious  of 
their  class,  whom  she  had  supplied  with  the  necessary  ma- 
terials. In  this  manner  she  had  been  able  to  add  to  the 
price  of  the  work  the  profit  usually  gained  by  the  middle 
man,  who  speculates  in  such  labor;  this  notable  augmenta- 
tion of  wages  had  spread  happiness  and  comfort  through  a 
hundred  necessitous  families,  who.  !  the  munificence 

of  Adrienne,  gave  her,  as  she  said,  the  right  to  enjoy  her 
luxury  a<  a  good  action.  Nothing  could  be  fresher  or  more 
charming  than  the  interior  of  this  bedchamber.  Mdlle. 
Cardoville  had  just  awoke;  she  reposed  in  the  middle  of  this 
flood  of  muslin,  lace,  cambric,  and  white  -ilk,  in  a  position 
full  of  sweet  grace.  Never  during  the  night  did 
that  beautiful  golden  hair  (a  certain  red]  eks, 

for  preserving  it  for  a  long  while  in  magnii  I.     Every 

evening,   her  women  arranged  her   long   silky  curls   in   flat 
tresses,  forming  two  broad  bands,  which,  descending  suhi- 


134  THE    WANDERING    JEW 

ciently  low  almost  entirely  to  conceal  the  small  ear,  the  rosy 
lobe  of  which  was  alone  visible,  were  joined  to  the  large 
plait  behind  the  head. 

This  head-dress,  borrowed  from  Greek  antiquity,  set  off 
to  admiration  the  pure,  fine  features  of  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville, 
and  made  her  look  so  much  younger,  that,  instead  of  eighteen, 
one  would  hardly  have  given  her  fifteen  years  of  age.  Gath- 
ered thus  closely  about  the  temples,  the  hair  lost  its  trans- 
parent and  brilliant  hues,  and  would  have  appeared  almost 
brown,  but  for  the  golden  tints  which  played  here  and  there, 
amid  the  undulations  of  the  tresses.  Lulled  in  that  morn- 
ing torpor,  the  warm  languor  of  which  is  so  favorable  to  soft 
reveries,  Adrienne  leaned  with  her  elbow  on  the  pillow,  and 
her  head  a  little  on  one  side,  which  displayed  to  advantage 
the  ideal  contour  of  her  bared  neck  and  shoulders ;  her 
smiling  lips,  moist  and  rosy,  were,  like  her  cheeks,  cold  as 
if  they  had  just  been  bathed  in  ice- water ;  her  snow-white 
lids  half  veiled  the  large,  dark,  soft  eyes,  which  now  gazed 
languidly  upon  vacancy,  and  now  fixed  themselves  with 
pleasure  upon  the  rosy  flowers  and  green  leaves  in  the 
basket  of  camellias.  Who  can  paint  the  matchless  serenity 
of  Adrienne's  awaking — when  the  fair  and  chaste  soul 
roused  itself  in  the  fair  and  chaste  body?  It  was  the 
awakening  of  a  heart  as  pure  as  the  fresh  and  balmy  breath 
of  youth,  that  made  her  bosom  rise  and  fall  in  its  white, 
immaculate  purity.  What  creed*  what  dogma,  what  formula, 
what  religious  symbol,  oh !  paternal  and  divine  Creator !  can 
ever  give  a  more  complete  idea  of  Thy  harmonious  and 
ineffable  power,  than  the  image  of  a  young  maiden  awak- 
ing in  the  bloom  of  her  beauty,  and  in  all  the  grace  of 
that  modesty  with  which  Thou  hast  endowed  her,  seeking, 
in  her  dreamy  innocence,  for  the  secret  of  that  celestial  in- 
stinct of  love,  which  Thou  hast  placed  in  the  bosom  of  all 
Thy  creatures — oh !  Thou  whose  love  is  eternal,  and  good- 
ness infinite ! 

The  confused  thoughts  which,  since  her  sleep,  had  ap- 
peared gently  to  agitate  Adrienne,  absorbed  her  more  and 
more;  her  head  resting  on  her  bosom,  her  beautiful  arm 
upon  the  couch,  her  features  without  becoming  precisely  sad, 
assumed  an  expression  of  touching  melancholy.  Her  dearest 
desire  was  accomplished ;  she  was  about  to  live  independent 
and  alone.  But  this  affectionate,  delicate,  expansive,  and 
marvellously  complete  nature,  felt  that  God  had  not  given  her 
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such  rare  treasures,  to  bury  them  in  a  cold  and  selfish  solitude. 
She  felt  how  much  that  was  great  and  beautiful  might  be 

inspired  by  love,  both  in  herself,  and  in  him  that  should  be 
worthy  of  her.    Confiding  in  her  courage,  and  the  noble; 
of  her  character,  proud  of  the  example  thai   she  wished  to 
give  to  other  women,  knowing  that  all  eyes  would  be  I. 

enviously  upon   her.   she   felt,  as   it  were,   only   too   sure  of 
herself;  far  from  fearing  that  she  should  make  a  bad  choice, 

she  rather  feared,  that  she  should  not  lind  any  from  whom 
to  choose,  so  pure  and  perfect  was  her  taste.  And.  even  had 
she  met  with  her  own  ideal,  she  had  views  so  singular  and 
so  just,  so  extraordinary  and  yet  so  sensible,  with  regard  to 
the  independence  and  dignity  of  woman,  that,  inexorably 
determined  to  make  no  concession  upon  this  head,  she 
asked  herself  if  the  man  of  her  choice  would  ever  accept 
the  hitherto  unheard-of  conditions  that  she  meant  to  im- 
pose. In  recalling  to  her  remembrance  the  possible  suitors 
that  she  had  met  in  the  world,  she  remembered  also  the 
dark,  but  true  picture,  which  Rodin  had  drawn  with. 
much  caustic  bitterness.  She  remembered,  too,  not  with- 
out a  certain  pride,  the  encouragement  this  man  had  given 
her,  not  by  flattery,  but  by  advising  her  to  follow  out  and 
accomplish  a  great,  generous,  and  beautiful  design.  The 
current  or  the  caprice  of  fancy  soon  brought  Adrienne  to 
think  of  Djalma.  Whilst  she  congratulated  herself  on  hav- 
ing paid  to  her  royal  kinsman  the  duties  of  a  kingly  h< 
tality,  the  young  lady  was  far  from  regarding  the  prince  as 
the  hero  of  her  future. 

And  first  she  said  to  herself,  not  unreasonably,  that  this 
half -savage  boy,   with  passions,   if   not   untamable,   yet   un- 
tamed, transported  on  a  sudden  into  the  midst  of  a  refined 
civilization,  would  be  inevitably  destined  to  fiery  trials  and 
violent  transformations.     Now  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville.  having 
nothing  masculine  or  despotic  in  her  character,  had  no  wish 
to  civilize  the  young  savage.     Therefore,   notwithstanding 
the  interest,  or  rather  because  of  the  interest,  which  she  felt 
for  the  young  Indian,  she  was  firmly  resolved,  n-  >t  to  n. 
herself  known  to  him,  till  after  the  lapse  of  two  or  t: 
months;    and    she    determined    also,    that,    even    if    Djalma 
should  learn  by  chance  that  she  was  his  relation,  she  would 
not  receive  his  visit     She  desired,  if  not  to  try  him,  at  1 
to  leave  him   free  in  all  his  acts,   so  that  he  might  expend 
the  first  fire  of  his  passions,  good  or  bad.      But  not  wishing 
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co  abandon  him  quite  without  defence  to  the  perils  of  «. 
Parisian  life,  she  requested  the  Count  de  Montbron,  in  con- 
fidence, to  introduce  Prince  Djalma  to  the  best  company  in 
Paris,  and  to  enlighten  him  by  the  counsels  of  his  long 
experience.  M.  de  Montbron  had  received  the  request  of 
Mdlle.  de  Cardoville  with  the  greatest  pleasure,  taking  de- 
light, he  said,  in  starting  his  royal  tiger  in  drawing-rooms, 
and  bringing  him  into  contact  with  the  flower  of  the  fine 
ladies  and  gentlemen  of  Paris,  offering  at  the  same  time  to 
wager  any  amount  in  favor  of  his  half-savage  pupil. 

"As  for  myself,  my  dear  Count,"  said  Adrienne  to  M.  de 
Montbron,  with  her  usual  frankness,  "my  resolution  is  not 
to  be  shaken.  You  have  told  me  the  effect  that  will  be  pro- 
duced in  the  fashionable  world,  by  the  first  appearance  of 
Prince  Djalma,  an  Indian  nineteen  years  of  age,  of  surpris- 
ing beauty,  proud  and  wild  as  a  young  lion  arriving  from 
his  forest ;  it  is  new,  it  is  extraordinary,  you  added ;  and, 
therefore,  all  the  coquetries  of  civilized  life  will  pursue  him 
with  an  eagerness  which  makes  me  tremble  for  him.  Now, 
seriously,  my  dear  count,  it  will  not  suit  me  to  appear  as  the 
rival  of  so  many  fine  ladies,  who  are  about  to  expose  them- 
selves intrepidly  to  the  claws  of  the  young  tiger.  I  take  great 
interest  in  him,  because  he  is  my  cousin,  because  he  is  hand- 
some, because  he  is  brave,  and  above  all  because  he  does  not 
wear  that  horrible  European  dress.  No  doubt  these  are  rare 
qualities — but  not  sufficient  to  make  me  change  my  mind. 
Besides,  the  good  old  philosopher,  my  new  friend,  has  given 
me  advice  about  this  Indian,  which  you,  my  dear  Count,  who 
are  not  a  philosopher,  will  yet  approve.  It  is,  for  some  time, 
to  receive  visits  at  home,  but  not  to  visit  other  people — which 
will  spare  me  the  awkwardness  of  meeting  my  royal  cousin, 
and  allow  me  to  make  a  careful  choice,  even  amongst  my 
usual  society.  As  my  house  will  be  an  excellent  one,  my 
position  most  unusual,  and  as  I  shall  be  suspected  of  all 
sorts  of  naughty  secrets,  I  shall  be  in  no  want  of  inquisitive 
visitors,  who  will  amuse  me  a  good  deal,  I  assure  you." 

And  as  M.  de  Montbron  asked,  if  the  exile  of  the  poor 
young  Indian  tiger  was  to  last  long,  Adrienne  answered : 
"As  I  shall  see  most  of  the  persons,  to  whom  you  will  in- 
troduce him,  I  shall  be  pleased  to  hear  different  opinions 
about  him.  If  certain  men  speak  well  of  him,  and  certain 
women  ill,  I  shall  have  good  hope  of  him.  In  a  word, 
the  opinion  that  I  come  to,  in  sifting  the  true  from  the  false 
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(you  may  leave  that  to  my  sagacity),  will  shorten  or  prolong 
the  exile  of  my  royal  cousin." 

Such  were  the  formal  intentions  of  Mcllle.  de  Cardoville 
with  regard  to  Djalma,  even  on  the  day  she  went  with 
Florine  to  the  house  he  occupied.  In  a  word,  she  had  posi- 
tively resolved  not  to  be  known  to  him  for  some  month-  \<> 
come. 


After  long  reflecting  that  morning,  on  the  chances  that 
might  yet  offer  themselves  to  satisfy  the  wants  of  her  heart, 
Adrienne  fell  into  a  new,  deep  reverie.  This  charming 
creature,  so  full  of  life  and  youth,  heaved  a  low  sigh,  raised 
her  arms  above  her  head,  turned  her  profile  towards  the 
pillow,  and  remained  for  some  moments  as  if  powerless  and 
vanquished.  Motionless  beneath  the  white  tissues  that 
wrapped  her  round,  she  looked  like  a  fair,  marble  statue, 
visible  beneath  a  light  layer  of  snow.  Suddenly,  Adrienne 
raised  herself  up,  drew  her  hand  across  her  brow,  and  rang 
for  her  women.  At  the  first  silver  tone  of  the  bell,  the 
two  ivory  doors  opened.  Georgette  appeared  on  the  thresh- 
hold  of  the  dressing-room,  from  which  Frisky,  a  little  black- 
and-tan  dog,  with  his  golden  collar,  escaped  with  a  joyful 
barking.  Hebe  appeared  at  the  same  time  on  the  threshold 
of  the  bath-room.  At  the  further  end  of  this  apartment, 
lighted  from  above,  might  be  seen  upon  a  green  mat  of 
Spanish  leather,  with  golden  ornaments,  a  crystal  bath  in 
the  form  of  a  long  shell.  The  three  only  divisions  in  this 
masterpiece  of  glass  work,  were  concealed  by  the  elegant  de- 
vice of  several  large  reeds  in  silver,  which  rose  from  the 
wide  base  of  the  bath,  also  of  wrought  silver,  representing 
children  and  dolphins  playing,  among  branches  of  natu- 
ral coral,  and  azure  shells.  Nothing  could  be  more  pleasing 
than  the  effect  of  the^e  purple  reeds  and  ultramarine  shells, 
upon  a  dull  ground  of  silver ;  the  balsamic  vapor,  which  rose 
from  the  warm,  limpid,  and  perfumed  water,  that  filled  the 
crystal  shell,  spread  through  the  bath-room,  and  floated  like 
a  light  cloud  into  the  sleeping-chamber. 

Seeing  Hebe  in  her  fresh  and  pretty  costume,  bringing 
her  a  long  bathing-gown,  banging  upon  a  bare  and  dimpled 
arm,  Adrienne  said  to  her:  "Where  is  Florine,  my  child?" 

"Madame,  she  went  downstairs  two  hours  ago;  she  was 
wanted  for  something  very  pressing." 
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"Who  wanted  her?" 

"The  young  person  who  serves  Madame  as  secretary. 
She  went  out  this  morning  very  early ;  and,  as  soon  as  she 
returned,  she  sent  for  Florine,  who  has  not  come  back 
since." 

"This  absence  no  doubt  relates  to  some  important  affair 
of  my  angelic  minister  of  succor,"  said  Adrienne,  smiling, 
and  thinking  of  the  hunchback.  Then  she  made  a  sign  to 
Hebe  to  approach  her  bed. 

^tf  ylc  ^tc  *■'  ^t  ^J*  %lg 

About  two  hours  after  rising,  Adrienne,  having  had  her- 
self dressed,  as  usual,  with  rare  elegance,  dismissed  her 
women,  and  sent  for  Mother  Bunch,  whom  she  treated  with 
marked  deference,  always  receiving  her  alone.  The  young 
sempstress  entered  hastily,  with  a  pale,  agitated  countenance, 
and  said,  in  a  trembling  voice :  "Oh,  madame !  my  presenti- 
ments were  justified.     You  are  betrayed." 

"Of  what  presentiments  do  you  speak,  my  dear  child!" 
said  Adrienne,  with  surprise.     "Who  betrays  me?" 

"M.  Rodin!"  answered  the  workgirl. 


CHAPTER    XLII. 

DOUBTS. 

On  hearing  the  accusation  brought  against  Rodin,  Mdlle. 
de  Cardoville  looked  at  the  denunciator  with  new  astonish- 
ment. Before  continuing  this  scene,  we  may  say  that 
Mother  Bunch  was  no  longer  clad  in  her  poor,  old  clothes, 
but  was  dressed  in  black,  with  as  much  simplicity  as  taste. 
The  sad  color  seemed  to  indicate  her  renunciation  of  all 
human  vanity,  the  eternal  mourning  of  her  heart,  and  the 
austere  duties  imposed  upon  her  by  her  devotion  to  mis- 
fortune. With  her  black  gown,  she  wore  a  large  falling 
collar,  white  and  neat  as  her  little  gauze  cap,  with  its  gray 
ribbons,  which,  revealing  her  bands  of  fine  brown  hair,  set 
off  to  advantage  her  pale  and  melancholy  countenance,  with 
its  soft  blue  eyes.  Her  long,  delicate  hands,  preserved  from 
the  cold  by  gloves,  were  no  longer,  as  formerly,  of  a  violet 
hue,  but  of  an  almost  transparent  whiteness. 
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Her  agitated  features  expressed  a  lively  uneasiness.  Ex* 
tremely  surprised,  Mdlle.  de  Card  iville  exclaimed:  "What 
do  you  say ?" 

"M.  Rodin  betrays  you,  madame." 

"M.  Rodin?     Impossible!-' 

"Oh.  madame!  my  presentiments  did  not  deceive  me." 

"Your  presentiments?" 

"The  first  time  I  saw  M.  Rodin,  I  was  frightened  in  spite 
of  myself.  My  heart  sank  within  me,  and  I  trembled — fur 
you,  madame." 

"For  me?"  said  Adrienne.  "Why  did  you  not  tremble 
for  yourself,  my  poor  friend?"' 

"I  do  not  know,  madame;  but  such  was  my  first  utopn 
sion.     And  this  fear  was  so  invincible,  that,  notwithstand- 
ing the  kindness  that  M.  Rodin  showed  my  sister,  he  fright- 
ened me,  none  the  less." 

"That  is  strange.  I  can  understand  as  well  as  any  one 
the  almost  irresistible  influence  of  sympathies  or  aversions ; 

but,   in    this    instance However,"    resumed    Adrienne, 

after  a  moment's  reflection,  "no  matter  for  that ;  how  have 
these  suspicions  been  changed  to  certainty?'' 

"Yesterday,  I  went  to  take  to  my  sister  Cephyse,  the  as- 
sistance that  M.  Rodin  had  given  me,  in  the  name  of  a  char- 
itable person.  I  did  not  find  Cephyse  at  the  friend's  who 
had  taken  care  of  her ;  I  therefore  begged  the  portress  to 
inform  my  sister  that  I  would  call  again  this  morning.  That 
is  what  I  did ;  but  you  must  excuse  me,  madame,  some 
necessary  details." 

"Speak,  speak,  my  dear." 

"The  young  girl  who  had  received  my  sister,"  said 
Mother  Bunch,  with  embarrassment,  casting  down  her  t. 
and  blushing,  "does  not  lead  a  very  regular  life.  A  person, 
with  whom  she  has  gone  on  several  parties  of  pleasure,  one 
M.  Dumoulin,  had  informed  her  of  the  real  name  of  M. 
Rodin,  who  has  a  kind  of  lodging  in  that  house,  and  there 
goes  by  the  name  of  Charlemagne." 

"That  is  just  what  he  told  us  at  Dr.  Baleinier- :  and,  the 
day  before  yesterday,  when  I  again  alluded  to  the  circum- 
stance, he  explained  to  me  the  necessity  in  which  he  was, 
for  certain  reasons,  to  have  a  humble  retreat  in  that  remote 
quarter — and  I  could  not  but  approve  of  his  motiv 

"Well,  then !  yesterday,  M.  Rodin  received  a  visit  from 
the  Abbe  d'Aigrigny." 
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"The  Abbe  d'Aigrigny !"  exclaimed  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville. 

"Yes,  madame;  he  remained  for  two  hours  shut  up  with 
M.  Rodin." 

"My  child,  you  must  have  been  deceived." 

"I  was  told,  madame,  that  the  Abbe  d'Aigrigny  had 
called  in  the  morning  to  see  M.  Rodin ;  not  finding  him  at 
home,  he  had  left  with  the  portress  his  name  written  on  a 
slip  of  paper,  with  the  words,  T  shall  return  in  two  hours.' 
The  girl  of  whom  I  spoke,  madame,  had  seen  this  slip  of 
paper.  As  all  that  concerns  M.  Rodin  appears  mysterious 
enough,  she  had  the  curiosity  to  wait  for  M.  d'Aigrigny  in 
the  porter's  lodge,  and,  about  two  hours  afterwards,  he 
indeed  returned,  and  saw  M.  Rodin." 

"No,  no,"  said  Adrienne,  shuddering;  "it  is  impossible. 
There  must  be  some  mistake." 

"I  think  not,  madame;  for,  knowing  how  serious  such  a 
discovery  would  be,  I  begged  the  young  girl  to  describe  to 
me  the  appearance  of  M.  d'Aigrigny." 

"Well?" 

"The  Abbe  d'Aigrigny,  she  told  me,  is  about  forty  years 
of  age.  He  is  tall  and  upright,  dresses  plainly,  but  with 
care ;  has  gray  eyes,  very  large  and  piercing,  thick  eye- 
brows, chestnut-colored  hair,  a  face  closely  shaved,  and  a 
very  decided  aspect." 

"It  is  true,"  said  Adrienne,  hardly  able  to  believe  what 
she  heard.     "The  description  is  exact." 

"Wishing  to  have  all  possible  details,"  resumed  Mother 
Bunch,  "I  asked  the  portress  if  M.  Rodin  and  the  Abbe 
d'Aigrigny  appeared  to  be  at  variance  when  they  quitted 
the  house?  She  replied  no,  but  that  the  Abbe  said  to  M. 
Rodin,  as  they  parted  at  the  door:  T  will  write  to  you  to- 
morrow, as  agreed.'  " 

"Is  it  a  dream  ?  Good  heaven !"  said  Adrienne,  drawing 
her  hands  across  her  forehead  in  a  sort  of  stupor.  "I  can- 
not doubt  your  word,  my  poor  friend ;  and  yet  it  is  M.  Rodin 
who  himself  sent  you  to  that  house,  to  give  assistance  to 
your  sister:  would  he  have  wilfully  laid  open  to  you  his 
secret  interviews  with  the  Abbe  d'Aigrigny?  It  would  have 
been  bad  policy  in  a  traitor." 

"That  is  true,  and  the  same  reflection  occurred  to  me. 
And  yet  the  meeting  of  these  two  men  appeared  so  danger- 
ous to  you,  madame,  that  I  returned  home  full  of  terror." 

Characters  of  extreme  honesty  are  very  hard  to  convince  of 
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the  treachery  of  others:  the  more  infamous  the  deception, 
the  more  they  are  inclined  to  doubt  it.  Adrienne  was  one 
of  these  characters,  rectitude  being  a  prime  quality  of  her 
mind.     Though  deeply  impressed  by  the  communication,  she 

remarked:  "Come,  my  dear,  do  not  let  us  frighten  ourselves 
too  soon,  or  be  over-hasty  in  believing  evil.     Let  us  try  to 

enlighten  ourselves  by  reasoning,  and  first  of  all  remember 
facts.  M.  Rodin  opened  for  me  the  doors  of  Dr.  Baleinier's 
asylum;  in  my  presence,  he  brought  his  charge  against  the 
Abbe  d'Aigrigny;  he  forced  the  superior  of  the  convent  to 
restore  Marshal  Simon's  daughters,  he  succeeded  in  discover- 
ing the  retreat  of  Prince  Djalma — he  faithfully  executed  my 
intentions  with  regard  to  my  young  cousin;  only  yesterday. 
he  gave  me  the  most  useful  advice.  All  this  is  true — is  it 
not?"' 

"Certainly,  madame." 

"Now  suppose  that  M.  Rodin,  putting  things  in  their 
worst  light,  had  some  after-thought — that  he  hopes  to  be 
liberally  rewarded,  for  instance ;  hitherto,  at  least,  he  has 
shown  complete  disinterestedness." 

"That  also  is  true,  madame,"  said  poor  Mother  Bunch, 
obliged,  like  Adrienne,  to  admit  the  evidence  of  fixed  facts. 

"Now  let  us  look  to  the  possibility  of  treachery.  Unite 
with  the  Abbe  d'Aigrigny  to  betray  me!  Betray  met — how? 
and  for  what  purpose?  What  have  I  to  fear?  Is  it  not  the 
Abbe  d'Aigrigny,  on  the  contrary,  is  it  not  Madame  de  Saint- 
Dizier.  who  have  to  render  an  account  for  the  injuries  they 
have  done  me?" 

"But,  then,  madame.  how  do  you  explain  the  meeting  of 
these  two  men,  who  have  so  many  motives  for  mutual  aver- 
sion? May  there  not  be  some  dark  project  still  behind? 
Besides,  madame,  I  am  not  the  only  one  to  think  so." 

"How  is  that?" 

"This  morning,  on  my  return.  I  was  so  much  agitated, 
that  Mdlle.  Florine  asked  me  the  cause  of  my  trouble.  I 
know,  madame.  how  much  she  is  devoted  to  you." 

"Nobody  could  be  more  so;  only  recently,  you  yourself 
informed  me  of  the  signal  service  she  rendered,  during  my 
confinement  at  Dr.  Baleinier's." 

"Well,  madame,  this  morning,  on  my  return,  thinking  it 
necessary  to  have  you  informed  as  soon  as  possible,  I  told 
all  to  Mdlle.  Florine.  Like  me — even  more,  perhaps — she 
was  terrified  at  the  meeting  of   Rodin  and   M.  d'Aigrigny. 
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After  a  moment's  reflection,  she  said  to  me:  'It  is,  I  think, 
useless  to  disturb  my  mistress  at  present;  it  can  be  of  no 
importance  whether  she  is  informed  of  this  treachery  two  or 
three  hours  sooner  or  later;  during  that  time  I  may  be  able 
to  discover  something  more.  I  have  an  idea,  which  I  think 
a  good  one.  Make  my  excuses  to  my  mistress ;  I  shall  soon 
be  back.'  Then  Florine  sent  for  a  hackney-coach,  and  went 
out." 

"Florine  is  an  excellent  girl,"  said  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville, 
with  a  smile,  for  further  reflection  had  quite  reassured  her ; 
"but,  on  this  occasion,  I  think  that  her  zeal  and  good  heart 
have  deceived  her,  as  they  have  you,  my  poor  friend. 
Do  you  know,  that  we  are  two  madcaps,  you  and  I,  not  to 
have  thought  of  one  thing,  which  would  have  put  us  quite 
at  our  ease?" 

"How  so,  madame?" 

"The  Abbe  d'Aigrigny  fears  M.  Rodin ;  he  may  have 
sought  him  out,  to  entreat  his  forbearance.  Do  you  not  find 
this  explanation  both  satisfactory  and  reasonable?" 

"Perhaps  so,  madame,"  said  Mother  Bunch,  after  a  mo- 
ment's reflection ;  "yes,  it  is  probable."  But  after  another 
silence,  and  as  if  yielding*  to  a  conviction  superior  to  every 
possible  argument,  she  exclaimed :  "And  yet,  no ;  believe 
me,  madame,  you  are  deceived.  I  feel  it.  All  appearances 
may  be  against  what  I  affirm ;  yet,  believe  me,  these  pre- 
sentiments are  too  strong  not  to  be  true.  And  have  you 
not  guessed  the  most  secret  instincts  of  my  heart?  Why 
should  I  not  be  able  to  guess  the  dangers  with  which  you 
are  menaced?" 

"What  do  you  say?  what  have  I  guessed?"  replied  Mdlle. 
de  Cardoville,  involuntarily  impressed  by  the  other's  tone  of 
conviction  and  alarm. 

"What  have  you  guessed?"  resumed  the  latter.  "All 
the  troublesome  susceptibility  of  an  unfortunate  creature,  to 
whom  destiny  has  decreed  a  life  apart.  If  I  have  hitherto 
been  silent,  it  is  not  from  ignorance  of  what  I  owe  you.  Who 
told  you,  madame,  that  the  only  way  to  make  me  accept 
your  favors  without  blushing,  was  to  give  me  some  employ- 
ment, that  would  enable  me  to  soothe  the  misfortunes  I  had 
so  long  shared?  Who  told  you,  when  you  wished  me  to 
have  a  seat  at  your  table,  and  to  treat  as  your  friend  the 
poor  needlewoman,  in  whose  person  you  sought  to  honoi' 
resignation  and  honest  industry — who  told  you,  when  I  an- 
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swered  with  tears  of  gratitude  and   regret,  that   it   was  not 
false  modesty,  hut  a  consciousness  oi  my  own  ridiculous  de- 
formity,  that   made  me  refuse  your  offer  ?     Who   told   you 
that,  hut  for  this.  I   should  have  accepted  it  proudly,  in  the 
name  of  all  my  low-born  sisters?     But  you   replied  to  me 
with  the  touching  words:     "1  understand  your  refusal,  mj 
friend;  it  is  not  occasioned  by  false  modesty,  but  by  a  sen- 
timent of  dignity  that  I  love  and  respect.'    'Who  told  you," 
continued  the  workgirl,   with  increasing  animation,   "th 
should  he  so  happy  to   find  a  little  solitary   retreat    in   this 
magnificent    house,    which    dazzles    me    with    its    splendor? 
Who  guided  you  in  the  choice  of  the  apartment  |  -till  far  too 
good)   that  you  have  provided   for  me?     Who  taught  you, 
that,  without  envying  the  heauty  of  the  charming  creatures 
that  surround  you,  and  whom  I  love  because  they  love  you, 
I  should  always  feel,  by  an  involuntary  comparison,  embar- 
rassed and  ashamed  before  them?     Who  told  you  therefore 
to  send  them  away,  whenever  you  wished  to  speak  with  me? 
Yes!  who  has  revealed  to  you  all  the  painful  and  secret  sus- 
ceptibilities   of    a    position    like    mine!      Who    has    revealed 
them  to  you?     God,  no  doubt!  who  in  His  infinite  may 
creates  worlds,  and  yet  cares  for  the  poor  little  insect  hidden 
beneath  the  grass.     And  you  think,  that  the  gratitude  of  a 
heart  you  have  understood  so  well,  cannot  rise  in  its  turn 
to  the  knowledge  of  what  may  be  hurtful  to  you?     No,  no, 
lady;   some  people  have   the   instinct   of   self-preservation; 
others  have  the  still  more  precious  instinct  that  enables  them 
to  preserve  those  they  love.     God  has  given  me  this  instinct. 
I   tell   you   that   you   are   betrayed!"     And    with    animated 
look,  and  cheeks  slightly  colored  with  emotion,  the  speaker 
laid  such  stress  upon  the  last  words,  and  accompanied  them 
with   such  energetic  gesture,   that    Mdlle.   de   Cardoville  al- 
ready shaken  by  the  girl's  warmth,  began  almost  to  share  in 
her  apprehensions,     ddien,  although  she  had  before  learned 
to  appreciate  the  superior  intelligence  of  this  pour  child  of 
the  people,    Mdlle.   de   Cardoville   had   never   till    now   heard 
her    friend    express    herself    with    so    much    eloquence— an 
eloquence,  too,  that  was  inspired  by  the  noblest  sentiments. 
This    circumstance    added    to    the    impression    made    upon 
Adrienne.      But    at   the   moment    she    was    about    to   aiw.. 
a  knock  was  heard  at  the  door  of   the  room,  and    Florine 
entered. 

On  seeing  the  alarmed  countenance  of  her  waiting-maid 
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Mdlle.  de  Cardoville  said  hastily:  "Well,  Florine!  what 
news  ?     Whence  come  you,  my  child  ?" 

"From  Saint-Dizier  House,  madame." 

"And  why  did  you  go  there?"  asked  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville, 
with  surprise. 

"This  morning,"  said  Florine,  glancing  at  the  workgirl, 
"madame,  there,  confided  to  me  her  suspicions  and  uneasi- 
ness. I  shared  in  them.  The  visit  of  the  Abbe  d'Aigrigny 
to  M.  Rodin  appeared  to  me  very  serious.  I  thought,  if  it 
should  turn  out  that  M.  Rodin  had  been  during  the  last 
few  days  to  Saint-Dizier  House,  there  would  be  no  longer  any 
doubt  of  his  treachery." 

"True,"  said  Adrienne,  more  and  more  uneasy.     "Well?" 

"As  I  had  been  charged  to  superintend  the  removal  from 
the  lodge,  I  knew  that  several  things  had  remained  there. 
To  obtain  admittance,  I  had  to  apply  to  Mrs.  Grivois.  I  had 
thus  a  pretext  for  returning  to  the  hotel." 

"What  next,  Florine,  what  next?" 

"I  endeavored  to  get  Mrs.  Grivois  to  talk  of  M.  Rodin ; 
but  it  was  in  vain." 

"She  suspected  you,"  said  the  workgirl.  "It  was  to  be 
anticipated." 

"I  asked  her,"  continued  Florine,  "if  they  had  seen  M. 
Rodin  at  the  hotel  lately.  She  answered  evasively.  Then 
despairing  of  getting  anything  out  of  her,"  continued  Flor- 
ine, "I  left  Mrs.  Grivois,  and  that  my  visit  might  excite  no 
suspicion,  I  went  to  the  pavilion — when,  as  I  turn  down  the 
avenue — whom  do  I  see? — why,  M.  Rodin  himself,  hasten- 
ing towards  the  little  garden-door,  wishing  no  doubt  to  de- 
part unnoticed  by  that  way." 

"Madame,  you  hear,"  cried  Mother  Bunch,  clasping  her 
hands  with  a  supplicating  air ;  "such  evidence  should  con- 
vince you." 

"M.  Rodin  at  the  Princess  de  Saint-Dizier's !"  cried  Mdlle. 
de  Cardoville,  whose  glance,  generally  so  mild,  now  sud- 
denly flashed  with  vehement  indignation.  Then  she  added, 
in  a  tone  of  considerable  emotion,  "Continue,  Florine." 

"At  sight  of  M.  Rodin,  I  stopped,"  proceeded  Florine, 
"and  keeping  a  little  on  one  side,  I  gained  the  pavilion 
without  being  seen.  I  looked  out  into  the  street,  through 
the  closed  blinds,  and  perceived  a  hackney  coach.  It  was 
waiting  for  M.  Rodin,  for,  a  minute  after,  he  got  into  it,  say- 
ing to  the  coachman,  'No.  39,  Rue  Blanche' " 
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"The  prince's !"  exclaimed  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville. 

"Yes,  madame." 

"Yes,  M.  Rodin  was  to  see  him  to-day,"  said  Adrienne, 
reflecting. 

"Xo  doubt  he  betrays  you,  madame,  and  the  prince  also; 
the  latter  will  be  made  his  victim  more  easily  than  you." 

"Shame!  shame!"  cried  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville,  on  a  sud- 
den, as  she  rose,  all  her  features  contracted  with  painful 
anger.  "After  such  a  piece  of  treachery,  it  is  enough  to 
make  us  doubt  of  everything — even  of  ourselves." 

"Oh,  madame!  is  it  not  dreadful?"  said  Mother  Bunch, 
shuddering. 

"But,  then,  why  did  he  rescue  me  and  mine,  and  accuse 
the  Abbe  d'Aigrigny?"  wondered  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville.  "Of 
a  truth,  it  is  enough  to  make  one  lose  one's  reason.  It  is  an 
abyss — but,  oh!  how  frightful  is  doubt!" 

"As  I  returned,"  said  Florine,  casting  a  look  of  affectionate 
devotion  on  her  mistress,  "I  thought  of  a  way  to  make  all 
clear ;  but  there  is  not  a  minute  to  lose." 

"What  do  you  mean?"  said  Adrienne,  looking  at  Florine 
with  surprise. 

*'M.  Rodin  will  soon  be  alone  with  the  prince,"  said 
Florine. 

"No  doubt,"  replied  Adrienne. 

"The  prince  always  sits  in  a  little  room  that  opens  upon 
a  greenhouse.     It  is  there  that  he  will  receive  M.  Rodin." 

"What  then?"  resumed  Adrienne. 

"This  greenhouse,  which  I  had  arranged  according  to 
your  orders,  has  only  one  issue — by  a  door  leading  into  a 
little  lane.  The  gardener  gets  in  that  way  every  morning, 
so  as  not  to  have  to  pass  through  the  apartments.  Having 
finished  his  work,  he  does  not  return  thither  during  the 
day." 

"What  do  you  mean?  what  is  your  project?"  said  Adri- 
enne  looking  at  Florine  with  growing  surprise. 

"The  plants  are  so  disposed,  that,  I  think,  if  even  the 
shade  were  not  there,  which  screens  the  glass  that  separates 
the  saloon  from  the  greenhouse,  one  might  get  near  enough 
to  hear  what  was  passing  in  the  room,  without  being  seen. 
When  I  was  superintending  the  arrangements.  I  always 
entered  by  this  greenhouse  door.  The  gardener  had  one 
key,  and  I  another.     Luckily,   I   have  not  yet  parted   with 


146  THE    WANDERING    JEW 

mine.  Within  an  hour,  you  may  know  how  far  to  trust  M. 
Rodin.     If  he  betrays  the  prince,  he  betrays  you  also." 

"What  say  you?"  cried  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville. 

"Set  out  instantly  with  me;  we  reach  the  side  door;  I 
enter  alone,  for  precaution  sake — if  all  is  right,  I  return " 

"You  would  have  me  turn  spy?"  said  Mdlle.  de  Cardo- 
ville, haughtily,  interrupting  Florine.  "You  cannot  think 
it." 

"I  beg  your  pardon,  madame,"  said  the  girl,  casting  down 
her  eyes,  with  confused  and  sorrowful  air;  "you  had  sus- 
picions, and  meseems  'tis  the  only  way  to  confirm  or  destroy 
them." 

"Stoop  to  listen  to  a  conversation — never !"  replied  Adri* 
enne. 

"Madame,"  said  Mother  Bunch,  suddenly,  after  some 
moments'  thought,  "permit  me  to  tell  you  that  Mdlle.  Flo- 
rine is  right.  The  plan  proposed  is  a  painful  one,  but  it  is 
the  only  way  in  which  you  can  clear  up,  perhaps,  for  ever, 
your  doubts  as  to  M.  Rodin.  Notwithstanding  the  evidence 
of  facts,  in  spite  of  the  almost  certainty  of  my  presentiments, 
appearances  may  deceive  us.  I  was  the  first  who  accused 
M.  Rodin  to  you.  I  should  not  forgive  myself  all  the  rest  of 
my  life,  did  I  accuse  him  wrongfully.     Beyond  doubt,  it  is 

painful,  as  you  say,  madame,  to  listen  to  a  conversation " 

Then,  with  a  violent  effort  to  console  herself,  she  added,  as 
she  strove  to  repress  her  tears,  "Yet,  as  your  safety  is  at 
stake,  madame — for,  if  this  be  treachery,  the  future  prospect 
is  dreadful — I  will  go  in  your  place— to " 

"Not  a  word  more,  I  entreat  you,"  cried  Mdlle.  de  Cardo- 
ville,  interrupting.  "Let  you,  my  poor  friend,  do  for  me 
what  I  though  degrading  to  do  myself?     Never!" 

Then,  turning  to  Florine,  she  added,  "Tell  M.  de  Bonne- 
ville to  have  the  carriage  got  ready  on  the  instant." 

"You  consent,  then !"  cried  Florine,  clasping  her  hands, 
and  not  seeking  to  conceal  her  joy;  and  her  eyes  also  be- 
came full  of  tears. 

"Yes,  I  consent,"  answered  Adrienne,  with  emotion.  "If 
ft  is  to  be  war — war  to  the  knife,  that  they  would  wage  with 
me — I  must  be  prepared  for  it;  and,  come  to  think  of  it,  it 
would  only  be  weakness  and  folly  not  to  put  myself  on  my 
guard.  No  doubt  this  step  costs  me  much,  and  is  very  re- 
pugnant to  me,  but  it  is  the  only  way  to  put  an  end  to  sus- 
picions that  would  be  a  continual  torment  to  me,  and  per- 
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haps  to  prevent  still  greater  evils.     Yes!  for  many  imp 
ant  teas         this  interview  of  M.  Rodin  with  Prince  Djaima 

may  be  doubly  decisive  to  me-  a  he  coni  the 

inexorable  hate,  that  I  must  henceforth  feel  for  M.   Rodin. 
So.  Florine,  quick! — my  cloak  and  bom 
You  will  go  with  me.     As  for  you.  my  dear,  pray  wait  for 
me  here,"  she  added,  turning  to  the  work-girl. 


Half  an  hour  after  this  conversation,  Adriennc's  carri: 
stopped,  as  we  have  before  seen,  at  the  little  garden-gate  of 
the  house  in  the  Rue  Blanche.  Florine  entered  the  greenhi 
and  soon  returned  to  her  mistress.  "The  shade  is  down, 
madame.  M.  Rodin  has  just  entered  the  prince's  room." 
Mdlle.  de  Cardoville  was,  therefore,  present,  though  invis- 
ible, at  the  following  scene,  which  took  place  between  Rodin 
and  Djaima. 


CHAPTER  XLIII. 

THE      LETTER. 

Some  minutes  before  the  entrance  of  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville 
into  the  greenhouse.  Rodin  had  been  introduced  by  Faring- 
hea  into  the  presence  of  the  prince,  who,  still  under  the  in- 
fluence of  the  burning  excitement  into  which  he  had   i 
plunged  by  the  words  of  the  half-caste,  did  not  appear  to 
perceive  the  Jesuit.     The  latter,   surprised  at  the  anim. 
expression  of  Djalma's  countenance,  and  his  almost   frantic 
air,  made  a  sign  of  interrogation  to  Faringhea,  who  answi 
him   privately   in  the   following  symbolical   mannei  iter 

laying  his   forefinger  on  his  head  and   heart,   he   |        ted  to 
the  fire  burning  in  the  chimney,  signifying  by  his  pantomi- 
mic action  that  the  head  and  heart  of  Djaima  were  both  in 
flames.     No  doubt  Rodin  understood  him,  for  an  imj 
tible  smile  of  iction  played  upon  his  wan  lips;  then  he 

said  aloud  to  Faringhea,  "I  wish  to  be  alon< 
Let  down  the  shade,  and  see  that  we  are  not  interrupt 
The  half-caste  bowed,  and  touched  a  sprii 
of   plate-glass,    which    slid    into    the    wall   as    the    blind 
scended  ;  then,  again  bowing.   Farin  ft  the  It 

was    shortly    after    that    Mdlle.    de    Cardoville    and    Florine 
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entered  the  greenhouse,  which  was  now  only  separated  from 
the  room  in  which  was  Djalma,  by  the  transparent  thick- 
ness of  a  shade  of  white  silk,  embroidered  with  large  colored 
birds.  The  noise  of  the  door,  which  Faringhea  closed  as  he 
went  out,  seemed  to  recall  the  young  Indian  to  himself  ;  his 
features,  though  still  animated,  recovered  their  habitual  ex- 
pression of  mildness  and  gentleness ;  he  started,  drew  his 
hand  across  his  brow,  looked  around  him,  as  if  waking  up 
from  a  deep  reverie,  and  then,  advancing  towards  Rodin, 
with  an  air  as  respectful  as  confused,  he  said  to  him,  using 
the  expression  commonly  applied  to  old  men  in  his  country, 
"Pardon  me,  father."  Still  following  the  customs  of  his 
nation,  so  full  of  deference  towards  age,  he  took  Rodin's 
hand  to  raise  it  to  his  lips,  but  the  Jesuit  drew  back  a  step, 
and  refused  his  homage. 

"For  what  do  you  ask  pardon,  my  dear  prince?"  said  he 
to  Djalma. 

"When  you  entered,  I  was  in  a  dream ;  I  did  not  come  to 
meet  you.     Once  more,  pardon  me,  father !" 

"Once  more,  I  forgive  you  with  all  my  heart,  my  dear 
prince.  But  let  us  have  some  talk.  Pray  resume  your  place 
on  the  couch,  and  your  pipe,  too,  if  you  like  it." 

But  Djalma,  instead  of  adopting  the  suggestion,  and 
throwing  himself  on  the  divan,  according  to  his  custom,  in- 
sisted on  seating  himself  in  a  chair,  notwithstanding  all  the 
persuasions  of  "the  Old  Man  with  the  Good  Heart,"  as  he 
always  called  the  Jesuit. 

"Really,  your  politeness  troubles  me,  my  dear  prince," 
said  Rodin;  "you  are  here  at  home  in  India;  at  least,  we 
wish  you  to  think  so." 

"Many  things  remind  me  of  my  country,"  said  Djalma, 
in  a  mild  grave  tone.  "Your  goodness  reminds  me  of  my 
father,  and  of  him  who  was  a  father  to  me,"  added  the 
Indian,  as  he  thought  of  Marshal  Simon,  whose  arrival  in 
Paris  had  been  purposely  concealed  from  him. 

After  a  moment's  silence,  he  resumed  in  a  tone  full  of 
affectionate  warmth,  as  he  stretched  out  his  hand  to  Rodin, 
"You  are  come,  and  I  am  happy !" 

"I  understand  your  joy,  my  dear  prince,  for  I  come  to 
take  you  out  of  prison — to  open  your  cage  for  you.  I  had 
begged  you  to  submit  to  a  brief  seclusion,  entirely  for  your 
own  interest." 

"Can  I  go  out  to-morrow?" 
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"To-day,  my  dear  prince,  if  you  please." 

The  young  Indian  reflected  for  a  moment,  and  then  re- 
sumed, "I  must  have  friends,  since  I  am  here  in  a  palace 
that  does  not  belong  to  me." 

"Certainly  you  have  friends — excellent  friends,"  answered 
Rodin.  At  these  words,  Djalma's  countenance  seemed  to 
acquire  fresh  beauty.  The  most  noble  sentiments  were  ex- 
pressed in  his  fine  features ;  his  large  black  eyes  became 
slightly  humid,  and,  after  another  interval  of  silence,  he  rose 
and  said  to  Rodin  with  emotion :  "Come !" 

"Whither,  dear  prince?"  said  the  other,  much  surprised. 

"To  thank  my  friends.  I  have  waited  three  days.  It  is 
long." 

"Permit  me,  dear  prince — I  have  much  to  tell  you  on 
this  subject — please  to  be  seated." 

Djalma  resumed  his  seat  with  docility.  Rodin  continued: 
"It  is  true  that  you  have  friends;  or  rather,  you  have  a 
friend.    Friends  are  rare." 

"What  are  you  ?" 

''Well,  then,  you  have  two  friends,  my  dear  prince — my- 
self, whom  you  know,  and  one  other,  whom  you  do  not 
know,  and  who  desires  to  remain  unknown  to  you." 

"Why?" 

"Why?"  answered  Rodin,  after  a  moment's  embarrass- 
ment. "Because  the  happiness  he  feels  in  giving  you  these 
proofs  of  his  friendship  and  even  his  own  tranquillity,  de- 
pend upon  preserving  this  mystery." 

"Why  should  there  be  concealment  when  we  do  good?" 

"Somethimes,  to  conceal  the  good  we  do,  my  dear  prince." 

"I  profit  by  this  friendship ;  why  should  he  conceal  him- 
self from  me?"  These  repeated  questions  of  the  young 
Indian  appeared  to  puzzle  Rodin,  who,  however,  replied:  "I 
have  told  you,  my  dear  prince,  that  your  secret  friend  would 
perhaps  have  his  tranquillity  compromised,  if  he  were 
known." 

"If  he  were  known — as  my  friend?" 

"Exactly  so,  dear  prince." 

The  countenance  of  Djalma  immediately  assumed  an  ap- 
pearance of  sorrowful  dignity;  he  raised  his  head  proudly, 
and  said  in  a  stern  and  haughty  voice:  "Since  this  friend 
hides  himself  from  me,  he  must  either  be  ashamed  of  me, 
or  there  is  reason  for  me  to  be  ashamed  of  him.  I  only 
accept  hospitality  from  those  who  are   svorthy  of  me,  and 
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who  think  me  worthy  of  them.  I  leave  this  house."  So 
saying,  Djalma  rose  with  such  an  air  of  determination,  that 
Rodin  exclaimed :  "Listen  to  me,  my  dear  prince.  Allow 
me  to  tell  you,  that  your  petulance  and  touchiness  are  al- 
most incredible.  Though  we  have  endeavored  to  remind 
you  of  your  beautiful  country,  we  are  here  in  Europe,  in 
France,  in  the  centre  of  Paris.  This  consideration  may 
perhaps  a  little  modify  your  views.  Listen  to  me,  I  con- 
jure you." 

Notwithstanding  his  complete  ignorance  of  certain  social 
conventionalisms,  Djalma  had  too  much  good  sense  and 
uprightness,  not  to  appreciate  reason,  when  it  appeared 
reasonable.  The  words  of  Rodin  calmed  him.  With  that 
ingenuous  modesty,  with  which  natures  full  of  strength  and 
generosity  are  almost  always  endowed,  he  answered  mildly: 
"You  are  right,  father.  I  am  no  longer  in  my  own  coun- 
try.    Here  the  customs  are  different.     I  will  reflect  upon  it." 

Notwithstanding  his  craft  and  suppleness,  Rodin  some- 
times found  himself  perplexed  by  the  wild  and  unforseen 
ideas  of  the  young  Indian.  Thus  he  saw,  to  his  great  sur- 
prise, that  Djalma  now  remained  pensive  for  some  minutes, 
after  which  he  resumed  in  a  calm  but  firm  tone:  "I  have 
obeyed  you,  father:  I  have  reflected." 

"Well,  my  dear  prince?" 

"In  no  country  in  the  world,  under  no  pretext,  should  a 
man  of  honor  conceal  his  friendship  for  another  man  of 
honor." 

"But  suppose  there  should  be  danger  in  avowing  this 
friendship?"  said  Rodin,  very  uneasy  at  the  turn  the  con- 
versation was  taking.  Djalma  eyed  the  Jesuit  with  con- 
temptuous astonishment,  and  made  no  reply. 

"I  understand  your  silence,  my  dear  prince:  a  brave 
man  ought  to  defy  danger.  True ;  but  if  it  should  be  you 
that  the  danger  threatens,  in  case  this  friendship  were  dis- 
covered, would  not  your  man  of  honor  be  excusable,  even 
praiseworthy,  to  persist  in  remaining  unknown?" 

"I  accept  nothing  from  a  friend,  who  thinks  me  capable 
of  denying  him  from  cowardice." 

"Dear  prince — listen  to  me." 

"Adieu,  father." 

"Yet  reflect !" 

"I  have  said  it,"  replied  Djalma,  in  an  abrupt  and  almost 
sovereign  tone,  as  he  walked  towards  the  door. 
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''But   suppose   a    woman    were   concerned."   cried    Rodin, 
driven  to  extremity,  and   hastening  after  the  young    Indian, 
for  he  really  feared  that  Djalma  might  rush  from  the  hi 
and  thus  overthrow  all  his  projects. 

At  the  last  words  of  Rodin  the  Indian  stopped  abruptly. 
"A  woman!"  said   he.   with  a  start,  and   turning   red. 
woman  is  concerned?" 

"Why.  yes!   suppose  it  were  a   woman,"   resumed    Rodin. 
"would  you  not  then  understand  her  reserve,  and  th< 
with  which  she  is  obliged  to  surround  the  marks  of  affection 
she  wishes  to  give  you?" 

"A  woman!"  repeated  Djalma,  in  a  trembling  voice, 
clasping  his  hands  in  adoration;  and  his  beautiful  counten- 
ance was  expressive  of  the  deepest  emotion.  "A  woman!" 
said  he  again.     "A  Parisian?" 

"Yes,  my  dear  prince,  as  you  force  me  to  this  indiscre- 
tion, I  will  confess  to  you  that  your  friend  is  a  real  Parisian 
— a  noble  matron,  endowed  with  the  highest  virtues — whose 
age  alone  merits  all  your  respect." 

"She  is  very  old,  then?"  cried  poor  Djalma,  whose  charm- 
ing dream  was  thus  abruptly  dispelled. 

"She  may  be  a  few  years  older  than  I  am,"  answered 
Rodin,  with  an  ironical  smile,  expecting  to  see  the  young 
man  express  a  sort  of  comical  disappointment  or  angry 
regret. 

But  it  was  not  so.  To  the  passionate  enthusiasm  of  love, 
which  had  for  a  moment  lighted  up  the  prince's  features, 
there  now  succeeded  a  respectful  and  touching  expression. 
He  looked  at  Rodin  with  emotion,  and  said  to  him  in  a 
broken  voice:  "This  woman,  is  then,  a  mother  to  me?" 

It  is  impossible  to  describe  with  what  a  pious,  melan- 
choly, and  tender  charm  the  Indian  uttered  the  word  mother. 

"You    have    it,    my    dear    prince;    this    respectable    lady 
wishes  to  be  a  mother  to  you.     But  I  may  not  reveal  to  you 
the  cause  of  the  affection  she  feels  for  you.     (  >nly,  bel 
me — this  affection  is  sincere,  and  the  cause  honorable.     If  I 
do  not  tell  you  her  secret,  it  is  that,  with  us,  the  secrd 
women,  young  or  old.  are  equally  sacred." 

"That  is  right,  and  I  will  respect  it.  Without  seeing 
her,  I  will  love  her — as  I  love  God.  without  Him." 

"And  now,  my  dear  prince,  let  me  tell  you  what  ai 
intentions   of    yotir   maternal    friend.     This    house    will    re- 
main  at    your    disposal,   as    long   as    you    like    it ;    French 
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servants,  a  carriage,  and  horses,  will  be  at  your  orders ;  the 
charges  of  your  housekeeping  will  be  paid  for  you.  Then, 
as  the  son  of  a  king  should  live  royalty,  I  have  left  in  the 
next  room  a  casket  containing  five  hundred  louis ;  every 
month  a  similar  sum  will  be  provided :  if  it  should  not  be 
found  sufficient  for  your  little  amusements,  you  will  tell  me, 
and  it  shall  be  augmented." 

At  a  movement  of  Djalma,  Rodin  hastened  to  add:  "I 
must  tell  you  at  once,  my  dear  prince,  that  your  delicacy 
may  be  quite  at  ease.  First  of  all,  you  may  accept  anything 
from  a  mother ;  next,  as  in  about  three  months  you  will 
come  into  possession  of  an  immense  inheritance,  it  will  be 
easy  for  you,  if  you  feel  the  obligation  a  burden — and  the  sum 
cannot  exceed,  at  the  most,  four  or  five  thousand  louis — to 
repay  these  advances.  Spare  nothing,  then,  but  satisfy  all 
your  fancies.  You  are  expected  to  appear  in  the  great 
world  of  Paris,  in  a  style  becoming  the  son  of  a  king  who 
was  called  the  Father  of  the  Generous.  So  once  again  I 
conjure  you  not  to  be  restrained  by  a  false  delicacy;  if  this 
sum  should  not  be  sufficient " 

"I  will  ask  for  more.  My  mother  is  right ;  the  son  of  a 
monarch  ought  to  live  royally." 

Such  was  the  answer  of  the  Indian,  made  with  perfect 
simplicity,  and  without  any  appearance  of  astonishment  at 
these  magnificent  offers.  This  was  natural.  Djalma  would 
have  done  for  others  what  they  were  doing  for  him,  for  the 
traditions  of  the  prodigal  magnificence  and  splendid  hospi- 
tality of  Indian  princes  are  well  known.  Djalma  had  been 
as  moved  as  grateful,  on  hearing  that  a  woman  loved  him 
with  maternal  affection.  As  for  the  luxury  with  which  she 
sought  to  surround  him,  he  accepted  it  without  astonish- 
ment and  without  scruple.  This  resignation,  again,  some- 
what disconcerted  Rodin,  who  had  prepared  many  excellent 
arguments  to  persuade  the  Indian  to  accept  his  offers. 

"Well,  then,  it's  all  agreed,  my  dear  prince,"  resumed  the 
Jesuit.  "Now,  as  you  must  see  the  world,  it's  just  as  well 
to  enter  by  the  best  door,  as  we  say.  One  of  the  friends  of 
your  maternal  protectress,  the  Count  de  Montbron,  an  old 
nobleman  of  the  greatest  experience,  and  belonging  to  the  first 
society,  will  introduce  you  in  some  of  the  best  houses  in 
Paris." 

"Will  you  not  introduce  me,  father?" 

"Alas !  my  dear  prince,  look  at  me.     Tell  me,  if  you  think 
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T  am  fitted  for  such  an  office.  No.  no;  I  live  alone  and 
retired  from  the  world.  And  then."  added  Rodin,  after  a 
short  silence,  fixing  a  penetrating,  attentive,  and  curious 
look  upon  the  prince,  as  if  he  would  have  subjected  him  to  a 

sort  of  experiment  by  what  follows;  "and  then,  jrou  see,  M. 
de  Monthron  will  he  better  able  than  I  should,  in  the  world 
you  are  about  to  enter,  to  enlighten  you  as  to  the  sn 
that  will  be  laid  for  you.  For  if  you  have  friends,  you  have 
also  enemies — cowardly  enemies,  as  you  know-,  who  I 
abused  your  confidence  in  an  infamous  manner,  and  have 
made  sport  of  you.  And  as,  unfortunately,  their  power  is 
equal  to  their  wickedness,  it  would  perhaps  be  more  prudent 
in  you  to  try  to  avoid  them — to  fly,  instead  of  resisting  them 
openly." 

At  the  remembrance  of  his  enemies,  at  the  thought  of 
flying  from  them,  Djalma  trembled  in  every  limb;  his 
features  became  of  a  livid  paleness;  his  eves  wide  open, 
that  the  pupil  was  encircled  with  white,  sparkled  with  lurid 
fire ;  never  had  scorn,  hatred,  and  the  desire  of  vengeance, 
expressed  themselves  so  terribly  on  a  human  face.  His 
upper  lip,  blood-red,  was  curled  convulsively,  exposing  a  row 
of  small,  white,  and  close-set  teeth,  and  giving  to  his  coun- 
tenance, lately  so  charming,  an  air  of  such  animal  ferocity, 
that  Rodin  started  from  his  seat,  and  exclaimed:  "What  is 
the  matter,  prince?     You  frighten  me." 

Djalma  did  not  answer.  Half  leaning  forward,  with  his 
hands  clinched  in  rage,  he  seemed  to  cling  to  one  of  the  arms 
of  the  chair,  for  fear  of  yielding  to  a  burst  of  terrific  fury. 
At  this  moment,  the  amber  mouthpiece  of  his  pipe  rolled,  by 
chance,  under  one  of  his  feet;  the  violent  tension,  which 
contracted  all  the  muscles  of  the  young  Indian,  was  SO  power- 
ful, and  notwithstanding  his  youth  and  his  light  figure,  he 
was  endowed  with  such  vigor,  that  with  one  abrupt  stamp  he 
powdered  to  dust  the  piece  of  amber,  in  spite  of  its  extreme 
hardness. 

"In   the   name   of   heaven,   what   is   the   matter,   prii 
cried  Rodin. 

"Thus  would   I  crush  my  cowardly  enemies!"  exclaimed 
Djalma,  with  menacing  and  excited  look.     Then,  as  if  tl 
words  had  brought  his  rage  to  a  climax,  he  b  1  from  his 

seat,  and,  with  haggard  eyes,  strode  about  the  room  for  some 
seconds  in  all  directions,  as  if  he  sought  for  some  weapon, 
and    uttered    from    time    to   time   a    hoarse    cry,    which    he 
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endeavored  to  stifle  by  thrusting  his  clinched  fist  against  his 
mouth,  whilst  his  jaws  moved  convulsively.  It  was  the 
impotent  rage  of  a  wild  beast,  thirsting  for  blood.  Yet,  in 
all  this,  the  young  Indian  preserved  a  great  and  savage 
beauty ;  it  was  evident  that  these  instincts  of  sanguinary 
ardor  and  blind  intrepidity,  now  excited  to  this  pitch  by 
horror  of  treachery  and  cowardice,  when  applied  to  war,  or 
to  those  gigantic  Indian  hunts,  which  are  even  more  bloody 
than  a  battle,  must  make  of  Djalma  what  he  really  was — 
a  hero. 

Rodin  admired,  with  deep  and  ominous  joy,  the  fiery 
impetuosity  of  passion  in  the  young  Indian,  for,  under 
various  conceivable  circumstances,  the  effect  must  be 
terrible.  Suddenly,  to  the  Jesuit's  great  surprise,  the  tem- 
pest was  appeased.  Dj alma's  fury  was  calmed  thus  instan- 
taneously, because  reflection  showed  him  how  vain  it  was. 
Ashamed  of  his  childish  violence,  he  cast  down  his  eyes. 
His  countenance  remained  pale  and  gloomy ;  and,  with  a  cold 
tranquillity,  far  more  formidable  than  the  violence  to  which 
he  had  yielded,  he  said  to  Rodin :  ''Father,  you  will  this  day 
lead  me  to  meet  my  enemies." 

"In  what  end,  my  dear  prince?     What  would  you  do?'" 

"Kill  the  cowards !" 

"Kill  them !  you  must  not  think  of  it." 

"Faringhea  will  aid  me." 

"Remember,  you  are  not  on  the  banks  of  the  Ganges, 
and  here  one  does  not  kill  an  enemy  like  a  hunted  tiger." 

"One  fights  with  a  loyal  enemy,  but  one  kills  a  traitor 
like  an  accursed  dog,"  replied  Djalma,  with  as  much  convic- 
tion as  tranquillity. 

"Ah,  prince,  whose  father  was  the  Father  of  the  Gener- 
ous," said  Rodin,  in  a  grave  voice ;  "what  pleasure  can  you 
find  in  striking  down  creatures  as  cowardly  as  they  are 
wicked  ?" 

"To  destroy  what  is  dangerous,  is  a  duty." 

"So  prince,  you  seek  for  revenge." 

"I  do  not  revenge  myself  on  a  serpent,"  said  the  Indian, 
with  haughty  bitterness ;  "I  crush  it." 

"But,  my  dear  prince,  here  we  cannot  get  rid  of  our 
enemies  in  that  manner.     If  we  have  cause  of  complaint " 

"Women  and  children  complain,"  said  Djalma,  interrupt- 
ing Rodin :  "men  strike." 

"Still  on  the  banks  of  the  Ganges,  my  dear  prince.     Here, 
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society    takes    your    cause    into    its    own    ban 
judges,  and  if  there  be  good  reason,  punish. 

"In  my  own  quarrel,  I  am  both  judge  and  executioner." 

"Pray  listen  to  me;  you  have  escaped  the  odious  snai 
of  your  enemies,  have  you  1 1  < >t  ':  -Weill  suppose  it  were 
thanks  to  the  devotion  of  the  venerable  woman  who  has  for 
you  the  tenderness  of  a  mother,  and  that  she  were  to  ask  you 
to  forgive  them — she,  who  saved  you  from  their  hands — 
what  would  you  do  then?" 

The  Indian  hung  his  head,  and  was  silent.  Profiting  by 
his  hesitation,  Rodin  continued:  "I  might  say  to  you  that 
I  know  your  enemies,  but  that  in  the  dread  of  seeing  yon 
commit  some  terrible  imprudence,  I  would  conceal  their 
names  from  you  forever.  But  no!  I  swear  to  you.  that  if 
the  respectable  person,  who  loves  you  as  her  son,  should  find 
it  either  right  or  useful  that  I  should  tell  you  their  names, 
I  will  do  so — until  she  has  pronounced,  I  must  be  silent." 

Djalma  looked  at  Rodin  with  a  dark  and  wrathful  air. 
At  this  moment,  Faringhea  entered,  and  said  to  Rodin:  "A 
man  with  a  letter,  not  finding  you  at  home,  has  been  sent 
on  here.  Am  I  to  receive  it  ?  He  says  it  comes  from  the 
Abbe  d'Aigrigny. 

"Certainly,"  answered  Rodin.  "That  is,"  he  added,  "with 
the  prince's  permission." 

Djalma  nodded  in  reply ;  Faringhea  went  out. 

"You  will  excuse  what  I  have  done,  dear  prince.  I  ex- 
pected this  morning  a  very  important  letter.  As  it  was 
late  in  coming  to  hand,  I  ordered  it  to  be  sent  on." 

A  few  minutes  after,  Faringhea  returned  with  the  letter, 
which  he  delivered  to  Rodin — and  the  half-caste  again  with- 
drew. 


CHAPTER    XLIV. 

ADRIENXE     AND     DJALftfA. 

Whf.n  Faringhea  had  quitted  the  room,  Rodin  took  the 
letter  from  Abbe  d'Aigrigny  with  one  hand,  and  with  the 
other  appeared  to  be  looking  for  something,  tir>t  in  the 
side  pocket  of  his  great-coat,  then  in  the  pocket  behind, 
then  in  that  of  his  trousers;  and,  not  finding  what  he 
sought,  he  laid  the  letter  on  his  knee,  and   felt  himself  all 
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over  with  both  hands,  with  an  air  of  regret  and  uneasiness. 
The  divers  movements  of  this  pantomime,  performed  in  the 
most  natural  manner,  were  crowned  by  the  exclamations: 
"Oh  !  dear  me !  how  vexatious  !" 

"What  is  the  matter?"  asked  Djalma,  starting  from  the 
gloomy  silence  in  which  he  had  been  plunged  for  some 
minutes. 

"Alas !  my  dear  prince !"  replied  Rodin,  "the  most  vul- 
gar and  puerile  accident  may  sometimes  cause  the  greatest 
inconvenience.  I  have  forgotten  or  lost  my  spectacles. 
Now,  in  this  twilight,  with  the  very  poor  eyesight  that 
years  of  labor  have  left  me,  it  will  be  absolutely  impossible 
for  me  to  read  this  most  important  letter — and  an  immediate 
answer  is  expected — most  simple  and  categorical — a  yes  or 
a  no.  Times  presses  ;  it  is  really  most  annoying.  If,"  added 
Rodin,  laying  great  stress  on  his  words,  without  looking  at 
Djalma,  but  so  as  the  prince  might  remark  it;  "if  only 
some  one  would  render  me  the  service  to  read  it  for  me; 
but  there  is  no  one — no»one !" 

"Father,"  said  Djalma,  obligingly,  "shall  I  read  it  for 
you.  When  I  have  finished  it,  I  shall  forget  what  I  have 
read." 

"You?"  cried  Rodin,  as  if  the  proposition  of  the  Indian 
had  appeared  to  him  extravagant  and  dangerous ;  "it  is  im- 
possible, prince,  for  you  to  read  this  letter." 

"Then  excuse  my  having  offered,"  said  Djalma  mildly. 

"And  yet,"  resumed  Rodin,  after  a  moment's  reflection, 
and  as  if  speaking  to  himself,  "why  not?" 

And  he  added,  addressing  Djalma :  "Would  you  really  be 
so  obliging,  my  dear  prince?  I  should  not  have  ventured 
to  ask  you  this  service." 

So  saying,  Rodin  delivered  the  letter  to  Djalma,  whd 
read  aloud  as  follows :  "  'Your  visit  this  morning  to  Saint- 
Dizier  House  can  only  be  considered,  from  what  I  hear,  as  a 
new  act  of  aggression  on  your  part. 

"  'Here  is  the  last  proposition  I  have  to  make.  It  may 
be  as  fruitless  as  the  step  I  took  yesterday,  when  I  called 
upon  you  in  the  Rue  Clovis. 

"  'After  that  long  and  painful  explanation,  I  told  you 
that  I  would  write  to  you.  I  keep  my  promise,  and  here  is 
my  ultimatum. 

"  'First  of  all,  a  piece  of  advice.  Beware !  If  you  are  de- 
termined to  maintain  so  unequal  a  struggle,  you  will  be  ex- 
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posed  even  to  the  hatred  of  those  whom  you  so   foolishly 
seek  to  protect.     There  are  a  thousand   ways   to   ruin   you 

with  them,   by  enlightening  them   as   to  your   pr  It 

will  be  proved  to  them,  that  you  have  shared  in  the  plot, 
which  you  now  pretend  to  reveal,  not  from  generosity,  but 

from  cupidity.'  "     Though  Djalma  had  the  delicacy  to   feel 
that  the  least  question  on  the  subject  of  this  letter  would  I 
serious  indiscretion,  he  could  not  forbear  turning  his  head 
suddenly  towards  the  Jesuit,  as  he  read  the  last  pa 

"Oh,  yes!  it  relates  to  me.  Such  as  you  see  me,  mj 
dear  prince,"  added  he,  glancing  at  his  shabby  clothes,  "1 
am  accused  of  cupidity." 

"And  who  are  these  people  that  you  protect  ?" 

"Those  I  protect?"  said  Rodin,  feigning  some  hesitation, 
as  if  he  had  been  embarrassed  to  find  an  answer;  "who  are 
those  I  protect?  Hem — hem — I  will  tell  you.  They  are 
poor  devils  without  resources ;  good  people  without  a  penny, 
having  only  a  just  cause  on  their  side,  in  a  lawsuit  in  which 
thev  are  engaged.  They  are  threatened  with  destruction 
by  powerful  parties — very  powerful  parties:  but,  happily, 
these  latter  are  known  to  me.  and  I  am  able  to  unmask 
them.  What  else  could  have  been?  Being  myself  poor  and 
weak,  I  range  myself  naturally  on  the  side  of  the  poor  and 
weak.     But  continue,  I  beg  of  you." 

Djalma  resumed:  "  *You  have  therefore  everything  to 
fear  if  you  persist  in  your  hostility,  and  nothing  to  gain  by 
taking  the  side  of  those  whom  you  call  your  friends.  They 
might  more  justly  be  termed  your  dupes,  for  your  disinter- 
estedness would  be  inexplicable,  were  it  sincere.  It  must 
therefore  conceal  some  after-thought  of  cupidity. 

"  "Well !  in  that  view  of  the  case,  we  can  offer  you  ample 
compensation — with  this  difference,  that  your  hopes  are  now 
entirely  founded  on  the  probable  gratitude  of  your  friends, 
a  very  doubtful  chance  at  the  best,  whereas  our  offers  will 
be  realized  on  the  instant.  To  speak  clearly,  this  i^  what 
we  ask.  what  we  exact  of  you.  This  very  night,  bef ore- 
twelve,  you  must  have  left  Paris,  and  engage  not  to  return 
for  six  months.'  "  Djalma  could  not  repress  a  movement  of 
surprise,  and  looked  at  Rodin. 

"Quite  natural,"  said  the  latter:  "the  cause  of  my  poor 
friends  would  be  judged  by  that  time,  and  I  should  be  un- 
able to  watch  over  them.  You  see  how  it  is.  my  dear 
prince,"  added  Rodin,  with  bitter  indignation.     "But  pi 
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continue,  and  excuse  me  for  having  interrupted  you ;  though, 
indeed,  such  impudence  disgusts  me." 

Djalma  continued:  "That  we  may  be  certain  of  your  re- 
moval from  Paris  for  six  months,  you  will  go  to  the  house 
of  one  of  our  friends  in  Germany.  You  will  there  be  re- 
ceived with  generous  hospitality,  but  forcibly  detained  until 
the  expiration  of  the  term.'  " 

"Yes,  yes  !  a  voluntary  prison,"  said  Rodin. 

"  'On  these  conditions,  you  will  receive  a  pension  of  one 
thousand  francs  a  month,  to  begin  from  your  departure 
from  Paris,  ten  thousand  francs  down,  and  twenty  thousand 
at  the  end  of  the  six  months — the  whole  to  be  completely 
secured  to  you.  Finally,  at  the  end  of  the  six  months,  we 
will  place  you  in  a  position  both  honorable  and  independent.'  ' 

Djalma  having  stopped  short,  with  involuntary  indignation, 
Rodin  said  to  him :  "Let  me  beg  you  to  continue,  my  dear 
prince.  Read  to  the  end,  and  it  will  give  you  some  idea  of 
what  passes  in  the  midst  of  our  civilization." 

Djalma  resumed :  "  'You  know  well  enough  the  course  of 
affairs,  and  what  we  are,  to  feel  that  in  providing  for  your 
absence,  we  only  wish  to  get  rid  of  an  enemy,  not  very  dan- 
gerous, but  rather  troublesome.  Do  not  be  blinded  by  your 
first  success.  The  results  of  your  denunciation  will  be 
stifled,  because  they  are  calumnious.  The  judge  who  re- 
ceived your  evidence  will  soon  repent  his  odious  partiality. 
You  may  make  what  use  you  please  of  this  letter.  We  know 
what  we  write,  to  whom  we  write,  and  how  we  write.  You 
will  receive  this  letter  at  three  o'clock ;  if  by  four  o'clock  we 
have  not  your  full  and  complete  acceptance,  written  with 
your  own  hand  at  the  bottom  of  this  letter,  war  must  com- 
mence between  us — and  not  from  to-morrow,  but  on  the  in- 
stant.' " 

Having  finished  reading  the  letter,  Djalma  looked  at  Rodin, 
who  said  to  him :  "Permit  me  to  summon  Faringhea." 

He  rang  the  bell,  and  the  half-caste  appeared.  Rodin 
took  the  letter  from  the  hands  of  Djalma,  tore  it  into  halves, 
rubbed  it  between  his  palms,  so  as  to  make  a  sort  of  a 
ball,  and  said  to  the  half-caste,  as  he  returned  it  to  him: 
"Give  this  paper  to  the  person  who  waits  for  it,  and  tell 
him  that  is  my  only  answer  to  his  shameless  and  insolent 
letter ;  you  understand  me — this  shameless  and  insolent 
letter."  • 

"I  understand,"  said  the  half-caste ;  and  he  went  out. 
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"This  will  perhaps  be  a  dangerous  war  for  you,  father, 
said  the  Indian,  with  interest. 

"Yes,  dear  prince,  it  may  l>e  dangerous,  bat  I  am  not  like 
you  ;  I  have  no  wish  to  kill  my  enemies,  because  they  arc 
.ardly  and  wicked.  I  right  them  under  the  shield  of  the 
law.  Imitate  me  in  this."  Then,  seeing  that  the  counte- 
nance of  Djalma  darkened,  he  added:  "I  am  wrong.  1  will 
advise  you  no  more  on  this  subject.  Only,  let  us  defer  the 
decision  to  the  judgment  of  your  noble  and  motherly  pro- 
tectress. I  shall  see  her  to-morrow ;  if  she  consents,  I  will 
tell  you  the  names  of  your  enemies.     If  not — not." 

"And  this  woman,  this  second  mother,"  said  Djalma,  "is 
her  character  such,  that  I  can  rely  on  her  judgment?'' 

"She !"  cried  Rodin,  clasping  his  hands,  and  speaking 
with  increased  excitement.  "Why.  she  is  the  most  noble, 
the  most  generous,  the  most  valiant  being  upon  earth ! — 
why,  if  you  were  really  her  son,  and  she  loved  you  with  all 
the  strength  of  maternal  affection,  and  a  case  arose  in  which 
you  had  to  choose  between  an  act  of  baseness  and  death, 
she  would  say  to  you:  'Die!'  though  she  might  herself  die 
with  you." 

"Oh,  noble  woman!  so  was  my  mother!"  cried  Djalma, 
with  enthusiasm. 

"Yes,"  resumed  Rodin,  with  growing  energy,  as  he  ap- 
proached the  window  concealed  by  the  shade,  towards  which 
he  threw  an  oblique  and  anxious  glance,  "if  you  would 
imagine  your  protectress,  think  only  of  courage,  upright! 
and  loyalty  personified.  Oh!  she  has  the  chivalrous  frank- 
ness of  the  brave  man,  joined  with  the  high-souled  dignity  «>t 
the  woman,  who  not  only  never  in  her  life  told  a  fa!seh< 
never  concealed  a  single  thought,  hut  who  would  rather  die 
than  give  way  to  the  least  of  those  sentiments  of  craft 
and  dissimulation,  which  are  almost  forced  upon  ordinary 
w<>men  by  the  situation  in  which  they  are  placed." 

It  is  difficult  to  express  the  admiration  which  shone  U] 
the  countenance  of   Djalma,  as  he  listened  to  thi  na- 

tion.    His  eyes  sparkled,  his  cheeks  glowed,  his  heart  pal- 
pitated with  enthusiasm. 

"That  is  well,  noble  heart !"  said  Rodin  to  him,  drawing 
still  nearer  to  the  blind;   "I   love  to  see  \<>ur  soul   -p'trkle 
through  your  eyes,  on  hearing  me  speak  thus  of  your  un- 
known protectress.  Oh !  but  she  is  worthy  of  the  pious  ad 
tion  which  noble  hearts  and  great  characters  in.-pire !" 
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"Oh!  I  believe  you,"  cried  Djalma,  with  enthusiasm; 
"my  heart  is  full  of  admiration  and  also  of  astonishment, 
for  my  mother  is  no  more,  and  yet  such  a  woman  exists!" 

"Yes,  she  exists.  For  the  consolation  of  the  afflicted,  for 
the  glory  of  her  sex,  she  exists.  For  the  honor  of  truth, 
and  the  shame  of  falsehood,  she  exists.  No  lie,  no  disguise, 
has  ever  tainted  her  loyalty,  brilliant  and  heroic  as  the 
sword  of  a  knight.  It  is  but  a  few  days  ago  that  this  noble 
woman  spoke  to  me  these  admirable  words,  which,  in  all  my 
life,  I  shall  not  forget:  'Sir,'  she  said,  'if  ever  I  suspect  any 
one  that  I  love  or  esteem '  " 

Rodin  did  not  finish.  The  shade,  so  violently  shaken  that 
the  spring  broke,  was  drawn  up  abruptly,  and,  to  the  great 
astonishment  of  Djalma,  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville  appeared  be- 
fore him.  Adrienne's  cloak  had  fallen  from  her  shoulders, 
and  in  the  violence  of  the  movement  with  which  she  had 
approached  the  blind,  her  bonnet,  the  strings  of  which  were 
untied,  had  also  fallen.  Having  left  home  suddenly,  with 
only  just  time  to  throw  a  mantle  over  the  picturesque  and 
charming  costume  which  she  often  chose  to  wear  when 
alone,  she  appeared  so  radiant  with  beauty  to  Dj alma's 
dazzled  eyes,  in  the  centre  of  those  leaves  and  flowers,  that 
the  Indian  believed  himself  under  the  influence  of  a  dream. 

With  clasped  hands,  eyes  wide  open,  the  body  slightly 
bent  forward,  as  if  in  the  act  of  prayer,  he  stood  petrified 
with  admiration,  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville,  much  agitated,  and 
her  countenance  glowing  with  emotion,  remained  on  the 
threshold  of  the  greenhouse,  without  entering  the  room. 
All  this  had  passed  in  less  time  than  it  takes  to  describe  it. 
Hardly  had  the  blind  been  raised,  than  Rodin,  feigning  sur- 
prise, exclaimed  :  "You  here,  madame  ?" 

"Oh,  sir !"  said  Adrienne,  in  an  agitated  voice,  "I  come  to 
terminate  the  phrase  which  you  have  commenced.  I  told 
you,  that  when  a  suspicion  crossed  my  mind,  I  uttered  it 
aloud  to  the  person  by  whom  it  was  inspired.  Well!  I 
confess  it :  I  have  failed  in  this  honesty.  I  came  here  as  a 
spy  upon  you,  when  your  answer  to  the  Abbe  d'Aigrigny 
was  giving  me  a  new  pledge  of  your  devotion  and  sincerity. 
I  doubted  your  uprightness  at  the  moment  when  you  were 
bearing  testimony  to  my  frankness.  For  the  first  time  in 
my  life,  I  stooped  to  deceit;  this  weakness  merits  punish- 
ment, and  I  submit  to  it — demands  reparation,  and  I  make 
it — calls  for  apologies,  and  I  tender  them  to  you."     Then, 
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turning  towards  Djalma.  she  added:     "Now,  prince,  I  am  no 

longer  mistress  of  my  secret.     1  am  your  relation,  Mdlle.  <le 
Cardoville;  and  I   hope  you  will  accept    from  a  the 

hospitality  that  you  did  not  refuse  Erom  a  mother." 

Djalma  made  no  reply.  Plunged  in  ecstatic  contempla- 
tion of  this  sudden  apparition,  which  surpassed  his  wil< 
and  most  dazzling  visions,  he  felt  a  sort  of  intoxication, 
which,  paralyzing  the  power  of  thought,  concentrated  all  his 
faculties  in  the  one  sense  of  sight;  and  just  as  .  >me- 
times  seek  in  vain  to  satisfy  unquenchable  thirst,  the  burn- 
ing look  of  the  Indian  sought,  as  it  were,  with  devouring 
avidity,  to  take  in  all  the  rare  perfections  of  the  young  lady. 
Verily,  never  had  two  more  divine  types  of  beauty  met  face 
to  face.  Adrienne  and  Djalma  were  the  very  ideal  of  a 
handsome  youth  and  maiden.  There  seemed  to  be  some- 
thing providential  in  the  meeting  of  these  two  natures, 
young  and  so  vivacious,  so  generous  and  so  full  of  passion, 
so  heroic  and  so  proud,  who,  before  coming  into  contact, 
.■had,  singularly  enough,  each  learned  the  moral  worth  of  the 
other;  for  if,  at  the  words  of  Rodin,  Djalma  had  felt  arise 
in  his  heart  an  admiration,  as  lively  as  it  was  sudden,  for 
the  valiant  and  generous  qualities  of  that  unknown  bene- 
factress, whom  he  now  discovered  in  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville,  the 
latter  had,  in  her  turn,  heen  moved,  affected,  almost  terrified, 
by  the  interview  she  had  just  overheard,  in  which  Djalma  had 
displayed  the  nohleness  of  his  soul,  the  delicate  goodness  of 
his  heart,  and  the  terrihle  transports  of  his  temper,  Then 
she  had  not  heen  ahle  to  repress  a  movement  of  astonish- 
ment, almost  admiration,  at  sight  of  the  surprising  beauty 
of  the  prince;  and  soon  after,  a  strange,  painful  sentiment, 
a  sort  of  electric  shock,  seemed  to  penetrate  all  her  being 
her  eyes  encountered  Djalma's. 

Cruelly  agitated,  and  suffering  deeply  from  this  agitati 
she  tried  to  dissemble  the  impression  she  had   received,  by 
addressing  Rodin,  to  apologize   for  having  suspected   him. 
But  the  ohstinate  silence  of  the  Indian  redoubled  the  lady's 
painful  embarrassment.     Again  raising  her  eyes  towards  the 
prince,  to  invite  him  to  respond  to  her  fraternal  offer,  she 
met  his  ardent  gaze  wildly  fixed  upon  her,  and  she  lool 
once  more  with  a  mixture  of    fear,   sadness,  and   woun 
pride;  then   she  congratulated   herself   on   having    foreseen 
the  inexorable  necessity  of  keeping    Djalma  at  a  distance 
from  her,  such  apprehension  did  this  ardent  and  impetuous 
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,iature  already  inspire.  Wishing  to  put  an  end  to  her  pres- 
ent painful  situation,  she  said  to  Rodin,  in  a  low  and  trem- 
bling voice,  "Pray,  sir,  speak  to  the  prince ;  repeat  to  him  my 
offers.  I  cannot  remain  longer."  So  saying,  Adrienne 
turned,  as  if  to  rejoin  Florine.  But,  at  the  first  step,  Djalma 
sprang  towards  her  with  the  bound  of  a  tiger,  about  to  be 
deprived  of  his  prey.  Terrified  by  the  expression  of  wild 
excitement  which  inflamed  the  Indian's  countenance,  the 
young  lady  drew  back  with  a  loud  scream. 

At  this,  Djalma  remembered  himself,  and  all  that  had 
passed.  Pale  with  regret  and  shame,  trembling,  dismayed, 
his  eyes  streaming  with  tears,  and  all  his  features  marked 
with  an  expression  of  the  most  touching  despair,  he  fell  at 
Adrienne's  feet,  and  lifting  his  clasped  hands  towards  her, 
said  in  a  soft,  supplicating,  timid  voice :  "Oh,  remain !  re- 
main !  do  not  leave  me.  I  have  waited  for  you  so  long !" 
To  this  prayer,  uttered  with  the  timid  simplicity  of  a  child, 
and  a  resignation  which  contrasted  strangely  with  the  sav- 
age violence  that  had  so  frightened  Adrienne,  she  replied,  as 
she  made  a  sign  to  Florine  to  prepare  for  their  departure : 
"Prince,  it  is  impossible  for  me  to  remain  longer  here." 

"But  you  will  return?"  said  Djalma,  striving  to  restrain 
his  tears.    "I  shall  see  you  again?" 

"Oh,  no !  never — never !"  said  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville,  in  a 
failing  voice.  Then,  profiting  by  the  stupor  into  which  her 
answer  had  thrown  Djalma,  Adrienne  disappeared  rapidly 
behind  the  plants  in  the  greenhouse. 

Florine  was  hastening  to  rejoin  her  mistress,  when,  just 
at  the  moment  she  passed  before  Rodin,  he  said  to  her  in  a 
low,  quick  voice :  "To-morrow  we  must  finish  with  the 
hunchback."  Florine  trembled  in  every  limb,  and,  without 
answering  Rodin,  disappeared,  like  her  mistress,  behind  the 
plants.  Broken,  overpowered,  Djalma  remained  upon  his 
knees,  with  his  head  resting  on  his  breast.  His  countenance 
expressed  neither  rage  nor  excitement,  but  a  painful  stupor ; 
he  wept  silently.  Seeing  Rodin  approach  him,  he  rose,  but 
with  so  tremulous  a  step,  that  he  could  hardly  reach  the 
divan,  on  which  he  sank  down,  hiding  his  face  in  his  hands. 

Then  Rodin,  advancing,  said  to  him  in  a  mild  and  insin- 
uating tone :  "Alas !  I  feared  what  has  happened.  I  did  not 
wish  you  to  see  your  benefactress ;  and  if  I  told  you  she  was 
old,  do  you  know  why,  dear  prince?" 

Djalma,  without  answering,  let  his  hands  fall  upon  his 
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<nees,  and  turned  towards  Rodin  a  countenance  still  bathed 
iii  tears. 

"I  knew  that  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville  was  charming,  and 
at  your  age  it  is  so  easy  to  fall  in  love."  i  ■  n  tinued  Rodin; 
"I  wished  to  spare  you  that  misfortune,  my  dear  prince,  t'<>r 
your  beautiful  protectress  passionately  loves  a  handsome 
young  man  of  this  town." 

Upon  these  words.  Djalma  suddenly  pressed  both  hands 
to  his  heart,  as  if  he  felt  a  piercing  stall,  uttered  a  cry  of 
savage  grief,  threw  hack  his  head,  and  fell  fainting  upon  the 
divan. 

Rodin  looked  at  him  coldly  for  some  seconds,  and  then 
said  as  he  went  away,  brushing  his  old  hat  with  his  elbow: 
"Come!  it  works — it  works!" 


CHAPTER  XLV. 

THE    CONSULTATION. 

It  is  night.  It  has  just  struck  nine.  It  is  the  evening  of 
that  day  on  which  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville  fir>t  found  herself 
in  the  presence  of  Djalma.  Florine,  pale,  agitate!,  trem- 
bling, with  a  ouidle  in  her  hand,  had  just  entere  !  a  bedroom, 
plainly  but  comfortably  furnished.  This  room  was  one 
of  the  apartments  occupied  by  Mother  Bunch,  in  Adrienne's 
house  They  were  situated  on  the  ground-floor,  and  had 
two  entrances.  One  opened  on  the  garden,  and  the  othei 
the    court-yard.      From    this    side    came    the    per  who 

applied  to  the  workgirl  for  succor;  an  ante-chamber  in  which 
they  waited,  a  parlor  in  which  they  were  received,  i 
stituted  Mother  Bunch's  apartment-,  along  with  the  bed- 
room, which  Florine  had  just  entered,  looking  about  her 
with  an  anxious  and  alarmed  air.  scarcely  touching  the  carpet 
with  the  tips  of  her  satin  shoes,  holding  her  breath,  and 
listening  at  the  least  noi 

Placing  the  candle  upon  the  chimney-pi<  took  a 

rapid  survey  of  the  chamber,  and  appi  I   the  mahog- 

any  desk,    surmounted   by  a   well-filled    bookcase.      The    : 
had  been  left  in  the  drawers  of  this  piece  of  furniture,  and 
thev  were  all  three  examined   by  Florine.     They  contained 
it   petitions    from   persons   in   distress,   and    \ 
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notes  in  the  girl's  handwriting.  This  was  not  what  Florine 
wanted.  Three  cardboard  boxes  were  placed  in  pigeon-holes 
fjeneath  the  bookcase.  These  also  were  vainly  explored,  and 
Florine,  with  a  gesture  of  vexation,  looked  and  listened 
anxiously;  then,  seeing  a  chest  of  drawers,  she  made  therein 
a  fresh  and  useless  search.  Near  the  foot  of  the  bed  was  a 
little  door,  leading  to  a  dressing-room.  Florine  entered  it, 
and  looked — at  first  without  success — into  a  large  wardrobe, 
in  which  were  suspended  several  black  dresses,  recently  made 
for  Mother  Bunch,  by  order  of  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville.  Per- 
ceiving, at  the  bottom  of  this  wardrobe,  half  hidden  beneath 
a  cloak,  a  very  shabby  little  trunk,  Florine  opened  it  hastily, 
and  found  there,  carefully  folded  up,  the  poor  old  garments 
in  which  the  work-girl  had  been  clad  when  she  first  entered 
this  opulent  mansion. 

Florine  started — an  involuntary  emotion  contracted  her 
features ;  but  considering  that  she  had  not  liberty  to  indulge 
her  feelings,  but  only  to  obey  Rodin's  implacable  orders,  she 
hastily  closed  both  trunk  and  wardrobe,  and  leaving  the 
dressing-room,  returned  into  the  bed-chamber.  After  having 
again  examined  the  writing-stand,  a  sudden  idea  occurred  to 
her.  Not  content  with  once  more  searching  the  cardboard 
boxes,  she  drew  out  one  of  them  from  the  pigeon-hole,  hoping 
to  find  what  she  sought  behind  the  box:  her  first  attempt 
failed,  but  the  second  was  more  successful.  She  found 
behind  the  middle  box  a  copy-book  of  considerable  thick- 
ness. She  started  in  surprise,  for  she  had  expected  some- 
thing else ;  yet  she  took  the  manuscript,  opened  it,  and 
rapidly  turned  over  the  leaves.  After  having  perused  several 
pages,  she  manifested  her  satisfaction,  and  seemed  as  if 
about  to  put  the  book  in  her  pocket ;  but  after  a  moment's 
reflection,  she  replaced  it  where  she  had  found  it,  arranged 
everything  in  order,  took  her  candle,  and  quitted  the  apart- 
ment without  being  discovered — of  which,  indeed,  she  had 
felt  pretty  sure,  knowing  that  Mother  Bunch  would  be  occu- 
pied with  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville  for  some  hours. 

******* 

The  day  after  Florine's  researches,  Mother  Bunch,  alone 
in  her  bed-chamber,  was  seated  in  an  arm-chair,  close  to  a 
good  fire.  A  thick  carpet  covered  the  floor;  through  the 
window-curtains  could  be  seen  the  lawn  of  a  large  garden ; 
the  deep  silence  was  only  interrupted  by  the  regular  tick' 


THE    WANDERING   JEW  165 

ing  of  a  clock,  and  the  crackling  of  the  wood.  Her  hands 
resting  on  the  arms  of  the  chair,  she  gave  way  to  a  feeling 
of  happiness,  such  as  she  had  never  so  completely  enjo 

since  she  took  up  her  residence  at  the  hotel.  For  her,  ac- 
customed so  long  to  cruel  privations,  there  was  a  kind 
inexpressihle  charm  in  the  calm  silence  of  this  retreat — in 
the  cheerful  aspect  of  the  garden,  and  above  all,  in  the  Con- 
sciousness that  she  was  indebted  for  this  comfortabl  tion, 
to  the  resignation  and  energy  she  had  displayed,  in  the  thick 
of  the  many  severe  trials  which  now  ended  so  happily.  An 
old  woman,  with  a  mild  and  friendly 'countenance,  who  had 
been,  by  express  desire  of  Adrienne,  attache!  to  the  hunch- 
back's service,  entered  the  room  and  said  to  her:  "Made- 
moiselle, a  young  man  wishes  to  speak  to  you  on  pressing 
business.    He  gives  his  name  as  Agricola  Baudoin." 

At  this  name,  Mother  Bunch  uttered  an  exclamation  of 
surprise  and  joy,  blushed  slightly,  rose  and  ran  to  the  door 
which  led  to  the  parlor  in  which  was  Agricola. 

"Good-morning,  dear  sister,"  said  the  smith,  cordially 
embracing  the  young  igrl,  whose  cheeks  burned  crimson 
beneath  those  fraternal  kisses. 

"Ah,  me!"  cried  the  sempstress  on  a  sudden,  as  she  looked 
anxiously  at  Agricola;"  what  is  that  black  band  on  your 
forehead?     You  have  been  wounded!" 

"A  mere  nothing,'  said  the  smith,  "really  nothing.  1  >o 
not  think  of  it.  I  will  tell  you  all  about  that  presently.  But 
first,  I  have  things  of  importance  to  communicate." 

"Come  into  my  room,  then;  we  shall  hi-  alone,"  said 
Mother  Bunch,  as  she  went  before  Agricola. 

Notwithstanding  the  expression  of  uneasiness  which  was 
visible  on  the  countenance  of  Agricola,  he  could  not  tor' 
smiling  with  pleasure  as  he  entered  the  room   and   1m. 
around  him. 

"Excellent,  my  poor  sister!  this  is  how  I  would  always 
have  you  lodged.  I  recognize  here  the  hand  of  Mdlle.  de 
Cardoville.  What  a  heart!  what  a  noble  mind! — Dost  know, 
she  wrote  to  me  the  day  before  yesterday.  t<>  thank  me  for 
what  I  had  done  for  her,  and  sent  me  a  gold  pin  (  very  plain), 
which  she  said  I  need  not  hesitate  I  :>t.  as  it  had 

other  value  but  that  of  having  been  worn   by  her  mother! 
You  can't  tell  how  much  I  was  affected  by  the  delicacy 
this  gift  !" 

"Nothing    must    astonish   you    from    a    heart    like    hers," 
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answered  the  hunchback.  "But  the  wound — the  wound?" 
"Presently,  my  good  sister;  I  have  so  many  things  to  tell 
you.  Let  us  begin  by  what  is  most  pressing,  for  I  want  you 
to  give  me  some  good  advice  in  a  very  serious  case.  You 
know  how  much  confidence  I  have  in  your  excellent  heart 
and  judgment.  And  then,  I  have  to  ask  of  you  a  service — 
oh!  a  great  service,"  added  the  smith,  in  an  earnest,  and 
almost  solemn  tone,  which  astonished  his  hearer.  "Let  us 
begin  with  what  is  not  personal  to  myself." 
"Speak  quickly." 

"Since  my  mother  went  with  Gabriel  to  the  little  country 
curacy  he  has  obtained,  and  since  my  father  lodges  with 
Marshal  Simon  and  the  young  ladies,  I  have  resided,  you 
know,  with  my  mates,  at  M.  Hardy's  factory,  in  the  common 
dwelling-house.  Now,  this  morning— but  first,  I  must  tell 
you  that  M.  Hardy,  who  has  lately  returned  from  a  journey, 
is  again  absent  for  a  few  days  on  business.  This  morning, 
then,  at  the  hour  of  breakfast,  I  remained  at  work  a  little 
after  the  last  stroke  of  the  bell ;  I  was  leaving  the  workshop 
to  go  to  our  eating-room,  when  I  saw  entering  the  court- 
yard, a  lady  who  had  just  got  out  of  a  hackney-coach.  I 
remarked  that  she  was  fair,  though  her  veil  was  half  down ; 
she  had  a  mild  and  pretty  countenance,  and  her  dress  was 
that  of  a  fashionable  lady.  Struck  with  her  paleness,  and 
her  anxious,  frightened  air,  I  asked  her  if  she  wanted  any- 
thing. 'Sir,'  said  she  to  me,  in  a  trembling  voice,  and  as  if 
with  a  great  effort,  'do  you  belong  to  this  factory?' — 'Yes, 
madame.' — 'M.  Hardy  is  then  in  danger?'  she  exclaimed. — 
'M.  Hardy,  madame?  He  has  not  yet  returned  home.' — 
'What!'  she  went  on,  'M.  Hardy  did  not  come  hither  yes- 
terday evening?  Was  he  not  dangerously  wounded  by 
some  of  the  machinery?'  As  she  said  these  words,  the 
poor  young  lady's  lips  trembled,  and  I  saw  large  tears  stand- 
ing in  her  eyes.  'Thank  God,  madame !  all  this  is  entirely 
false,'  said  I,  'for  M.  Hardy  has  not  returned,  and  indeed  is 
only  expected  by  to-morrow  or  the  day  after.' — 'You  are 
quite  sure  that  he  has  not  returned !  quite  sure  that  he  is  not 
hurt?'  resumed  the  pretty  young  lady,  drying  her  eyes. — ■ 
'Quite  sure,  madame;  if  M.  Hardy  were  in  danger,  I  should 
not  be  so  quiet  in  talking  to  you  about  him.' — 'Oh !  thank- 
God  !  thank  God !'  cried  the  young  lady.  Then  she  expressed 
to  me  her  gratitude,  with  so  happy,  so  feeling  an  air,  that  I 
was  quite  touched  by  it.     But  suddenly,  as  if  then  only  she 
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felt  ashamed  of  the  step  she  had  taken,  she  let  down  net 
veil,  left  me  precipitately,  went  out  of  the  court-yard,  and 
got  once  more  into  the  hackney-coach  that  had  brought  her 
I  said  to  myself:    'This  is  a  lady  who  takes  t  in 

M.  Hardy,  and  has  been  alarmed  by  a  Eal  >rt." 

"She  loves  him,  doubtless,"  said  Mother  Bunch,  much 
moved,  "and,  in  her  anxiety,  she  perhaps  committed  an  ad 
of  imprudence,  in  coming  to  inquire  a  iter  him." 

"It  is  only  too  true.  I  saw  her  get  into  the  coach  with 
interests,  for  her  emotion  had  infected  me.  The  coach  stai 
— and  what  did  I  see  a  few  seconds  alter:  A  cab,  which 
the  young  lady  could  not  have  perceived,  for  it  had  hern 
hidden  by  an  angle  of  the  wall;  and.  as  it  turned  round  the 
corner,  I  distinguished  perfectly  a  man  seated  by  the  drh 
side,  and  making  signs  to  him  to  take  the  same  road  as  the 
hackney-coach." 

"The  poor  young  lady  was  followed,"  said  Mother  Bunch 
anxiously. 

"Xo  doubt  of  it ;  so  I  instantly  hastened  after  the  coach, 
reached  it,  and  through  the  blinds  that  were  let  down,  I 
said  to  the  young  lady,  whilst  I  kept  running  by  the  side  of 
the  coach  door :  'Take  care,  madame  ;  you  are  followed  by  a 
cab.'  " 

"Well,  Agricola !  and  what  did  she  answer?" 

"I  heard  her  exclaim,  'Great  Heaven !'  with  an  accent  of 
despair.  The  coach  continued  its  course.  The  cab  soon 
came  up  with  me;  I  saw,  by  the  side  of  the  driver,  a  great, 
fat,  ruddy  man,  who,  having  watched  me  running  after  the 
coach,  no  doubt  susptected  something,  for  he  looked  at  me 
somewhat  uneasily." 

"And  when  does  M.  Hardy  return?"  asked  the  hunch- 
back. 

"To-morrow,  or  the  day  after.  Now,  my  good  sister, 
advise  me.  It  is  evident  that  this  young  lady  loves  M.  1  lardy. 
She   is   probably   married,    for   she   loo!  mbarra 

when  she  spoke  to  me,  and  she  uttered  a  crj  rot  on 

learning  that  she  was  followed.     What  shall  1  do?     I  wisl 
to  ask  advice  of   Father  Simon,  but  he  is  SO  vei  I  in 

such   matters — and   then   a    love   affair,    at    hi  hile 

you  are  so  delicate  and  sensible,  my  good  sister,  that  you 
will  understand  it  all.*' 

The  girl   started,   and   smiled   bitterly;    Agricola    did    I 
perceive  it,  and  thus  continued:    "So  I  said  to  myself,  '  1  I 
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is  only  Mother  Bunch,  who  can  give  me  good  advice.'  Sup- 
pose M.  Hardy  returns  to-morrow,  shall  I  tell  him  what  has 
passed  or  not?" 

"Wait  a  moment,"  cried  the  other,  suddenly  interrupting 
Agricola,  and  appearing  to  recollect  something;  "when  I 
went  to  St.  Mary's  Convent,  to  ask  for  work  of  the  superior, 
she  proposed  that  I  should  be  employed  by  the  day,  in  a 
house  in  which  I  was  to  watch  or,  in  other  words,  to  act  as 

a  spy " 

"What  a  wretch!" 

"And  do  you  know,"  said  the  girl,  "with  whom  I  was  to 
begin  this  odious  trade?  Why,  with  a  Madame  de — 
Fremont,  or  de  Bremont,  I  do  not  remember  which,  a  very 
religious  woman,  whose  daughter,  a  young  married  lady, 
received  visits  a  great  deal  too  frequent  (according  to  the 
superior)  from  a  certain  manufacturer." 

"What  do  you  say?"  cried  Agricola.  "This  manufac- 
turer must  be " 

"M.  Hardy.  I  had  too  many  reasons  to  remember  that 
name,  when  it  was  pronounced  by  the  superior.  Since  that 
day,  so  many  other  events  have  taken  place,  that  I  had 
almost  forgotten  the  circumstance.  But  it  is  probable  that 
this  young  lady  is  the  one  of  whom  I  heard  speak  at  the 
convent." 

"And  what  interest  had  the  superior  of  the  convent  to 
set  a  spy  upon  her?"  asked  the  smith. 

"I  do  not  know;  but  it  is  clear  that  the  same  interest 
still  exists,  since  the  young  lady  was  followed,  and  perhaps,  at 
this  hour,  is  discovered  and  dishonored.  Oh  !  it  is  dreadful !" 
Then,  seeing  Agricola  start  suddenly,  Mother  Bunch  added: 
"What,  then,  is  the  matter?" 

"Yes— why  not?"  said  the  smith,  speaking  to  himself; 
"why  may  not  all  this  be  the  work  of  the  same  hand  ?  The 
superior  of  a  convent  may  have  a  private  understanding  with 
an  abbe — but,  then,  for  what  end?" 

"Explain  yourself,  Agricola,"  said  the  girl.  "And  then, 
— where  did  you  get  your  wound?  Tell  me  that,  I  conjure 
vou." 

"It  is  of  my  wound  that  I  am  just  going  to  speak;  for, 
in  truth,  the  more  I  think  of  it,  the  more  this  adventure  of 
the  young  lady  seems  to  connect  itself  with  other  facts." 
"How  so?"  . 

"You  must  know  that,   for  the  last   few  days,   singular 
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gungs   are   passing    in    the    neighborhood   of    our    factory 
First,  as  we  are  in  Lent,  an  abbe  from  Paris  (a  tall    fine- 

looking  man    they   say)    has   come   to   preach    in   the"  little 
village  of  Vilhers,  which  is  only  a  quarter  of  a  league  from 

our  works      The  abbe  has   found  occasion  to   slander  and 
attack  M.  Hardy  in  his  sermons." 
"How  is  that  ?" 

"M.  Hardy  has  printed  certain  rules  with  regard  to  our 
work,  and  the  rights  and  benefits  he  grants  us.     These  rules 
are  followed  by  various  maxims  as  noble  as  they  are  simple 
with  precepts  of  brotherly  love  such  as  all   the   world  can' 
understand,  extracted   from  different  philosophies  and   dif- 
ferent religions.     But  because  M.  Hanlv  has  chosen  what  is 
best  in  all  religions,  the  abbe  concludes  that  M    Hardy  has 
no  religion  at  all,  and  he  has  therefore  not  only  attacked 
him  for  this  in  the  pulpit,  but  has  denounced  our 'factory 
a  centre  of  perdition  and  damnable  corruption,  because  i 
Sundays,   instead  of  going  to  listen  to  his  sermons    or 
drink    at    a    tavern,    our    comrades,    with    their    wives    and 
children,  pass  their  time  in  cultivating  their  little  gardens    in 
reading,  singing  in  chorus,  or  dancing  together  in  the  common 
dwelling-house.     The  abbe  has  even  gone  so  far  as  to  say 
that  the  neighborhood  of  such  an  assemblage  of   atheisl 
as  he  calls  us,  might  draw  down  the  anger  of  Heaven  upon 
the  country— that  the  hovering  of  Cholera  was  much  talked 
of,  and  that  very  possibly,  thanks  to  our  impious  pr 
the  plague  might  fall  upon  all  our  neighborhood." 

"But  to  tell   such  things  to   ignorant  people."  exclaimed 
Mother  Bunch,  "is  likely  to  excite  them  to  fatal  action 
"That  is  just  what  the  abbe  wants." 
"What  do  you  tell  me?" 

"The  people  of  the  environs,  still  more  excited,  no  doubt 
by   other   agitators,    show   themselves   hostile   to    the    work- 
men of  our  factory.     Their  hatred,  or  at  least  their  envy 
has  been   turned   to  account.      Seeing   us   live   all  ther,' 

well    lodged,    well    warmed,    and    comfortably    clad. 
gay,  and  laborious,  their  jealousy  has  been  embittered   by 
the  sermons,  and  by  the  secret  manoeuvr. 
characters,  who  are  known  to  be  bad  workmen,  in  the  empl 
ment  of  M.  Tripeaud.  our  opposition.     All  tl. 
is  beginning  to  bear  fruit;  there  have  been  alreadj    two 
three  fights  between  us  and  our  neighbors.     It   ■ 
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of  these  skirmishes  that  I  received  a  blow  with  a  stone  on 
my  head." 

"Is  it  not  serious,  Agricola? — are  you  quite  sure?"  said 
Mother  Bunch,  anxiously. 

"It  is  nothing  at  all,  I  tell  you.  But  the  enemies  of  M. 
Hardy  have  not  confined  themselves  to  preaching.  They 
have  brought  into  play  something  far  more  dangerous." 

"What  is  that  ?" 

"I,  and  nearly  all  my  comrades,  did  our  part  in  the  three 
Revolutionary  days  of  July ;  but  we  are  not  eager  at  present, 
for  good  reasons,  to  take  up  arms  again.  That  is  not  every- 
body's opinion;  well,  we  do  not  blame  others,  but  we  have 
our  own  ideas ;  and  Father  Simon,  who  is  as  brave  as  his 
son,  and  as  good  a  patriot  as  any  one,  approves  and  directs 
us.  Now,  for  some  days  past,  we  find  all  about  the  factory, 
in  the  garden,  in  the  courts,  printed  papers  to  this  effect : 
'You  are  selfish  cowards ;  because  chance  has  given  you  a 
good  master,  you  remain  indifferent  to  the  misfortunes  of 
your  brothers,  and  to  the  means  of  freeing  them;  material 
comforts  have  enervated  your  hearts.'  " 

"Dear  me,  Agricola !  what  frightful  perseverance  in  wick- 
edness!" 

"Yes !  and  unfortunately  these  devices  have  their  effect 
on  some  of  our  younger  mates.  As  the  appeal  was,  after 
all,  to  proud  and  generous  sentiments,  it  has  had  some  in- 
fluence. Already,  seeds  of  division  have  shown  themselves 
in  our  workshops,  where,  before,  all  were  united  as  brothers. 
A  secret  agitation  now  reigns  there.  Cold  suspicion  takes 
the  place,  with  some,  of  our  accustomed  cordiality.  Now, 
if  I  tell  you  that  I  am  nearly  sure  these  printed  papers, 
thrown  over  the  walls  of  our  factory,  to  raise  these  little 
sparks  of  discord  amongst  us,  have  been  scattered  about  by 
the  emissaries  of  this  same  preaching  abbe — would  it  not 
seem  from  all  this,  taken  in  conjunction  with  what  hap- 
pened this  morning  to  the  young  lady,  that  M.  Hardy  has  of 
late  numerous  enemies?" 

"Like  you,  I  think  it  very  fearful,  Agricola,"  said  the 
girl ;  "and  it  is  so  serious,  that  M.  Hardy  alone  can  take  a 
proper  decision  on  the  subject.  As  for  what  happened  this 
morning  to  the  young  lady,  it  appears  to  me,  that,  imme- 
diately on  M.  Hardy'  return,  you  should  ask  for  an  interview 
with  him,  and,  however  delicate  such  a  communication  may 
be,  tell  him  all  that  passed." 
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"There  is  the  difficulty.     Shall  1  •  if  wish 

to  pry  into  his  secrets?" 

"If  the  young  lady  ha  been  followed,  I 

shared  your   scruples.      But    she   was   watched,  and   is   evi- 
dently in  danger.    It  is  therefore,  in  my  opinion,  your  dul 
warn  M.  Hardy.     Suppose   (which  is  not  ini;  diat 

the  lady  is  married;  would  it  not  he  better,  for  a  th 
reasons,  that  M.  Hardy  should  know  a: 

"You  are  right,  my  good  sister;  I  will  follow  your  advice. 
M.   Hardy  shall  know  everything.     But  now   that  we  have 
spoken  of  others,  I  have  to  speak  of  myself — yes,  of  m\ 
— for  it'eoncerns  a  matter,  on  which  ma)   depend  the  hap- 
piness of  my  whole  life,"  added  the  smith,  in  a  tone  of  s 
ousness,  which  struck  his  hearer.     "Vmi  kn 
Agricola,   after  a  moment's   silence,   "that,    from   my   child- 
hood,  I   have  never  concealed   anything    from   you — that    I 
have  told  you  everything — absolutely  everything 

"I  know  it,  Agricola.  I  know  it,"  said  the  hunchback, 
stretching  out  her  white  and  slender  hand  to  the  smith,  who 
grasped  it  cordially,  and  thus  continued:  "When  I  say 
everything,  I  am  not  quite  exact — for  I  have  always  con- 
cealed from  you  my  little  love-affairs — because,  though  we 
may  tell  almost  anything  to  a  sister,  there  are  sub; 
which  we  ought  not  to  speak  to  a  good  and  virtuous  girl, 
such  as  you  are." 

"I  thank  you,  Agricola.     I  had  remarked  this  e  on 

your  part,"  observed  the  other,  casting  down  her  and 

heroically  repressing  the  grief  she  felt ;  "I  t:  <u." 

"But  for  the  very  reason,  that  I  made  it  a  duty  never  to 
speak  to  you  of  such  love  affairs,  I  said  to  myself,  if  ever  it 
should  happen  that  I  have  a  serious  passion — such  a  love 
makes  one  think  of  marriage — oh!  then,  just  as  we  tell  our 

ter  even   before  our   father  and  mother,  my  good   si 
shall  be  the  first  to  be  informed  of  it." 

"You  are  very  kind.  Agricola." 

"Well  then!  the  serious  passion  has  come  at  la>t.     I 
over  head  and  ears  in  love,  and  I  think  of  mar 

At  these  words  of  Agricola.  poor  Mother  Bunch  felt  her- 
self for  an  instant  paralyzed.     It  seemed  as  if  all 
was  suddenly  frozen  in  her  veins.     For  some  die 

thought  she  was  going  to  die.      Her  1  d  to   h 

she  felt  it.  not  breaking,  but  melting  away  to  nothing.      1 
the  first  blasting  emotion  over,  like  those  marty  found, 
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in  the  very  excitement  of  pain,  the  terrible  power  to  smile 
in  the  midst  of  tortures,  the  unfortunate  girl  found,  in  the 
fear  of  betraying  the  secret  of  her  fatal  and  ridiculous  love, 
almost  incredible  energy.  She  raised  her  head,  looked  at 
the  smith  calmly,  almost  serenely,  and  said  to  him  in  a  firm 
voice :    "Ah !  so,  you  truly  love  ?" 

"That  is  to  say,  my  good  sister,  that,  for  the  last  four 
days,  I  scarcely  live  at  all — or  live  only  upon  this  passion.." 

"It  is  only  since  four  days  that  you  have  been  in  love?" 

"Not  more — but  time  has  nothing  to  do  with  it." 

"And  is  she  very  pretty?" 

"Dark  hair — the  figure  of  a  nymph — fair  as  a  lily — blue 
eyes,  as  large  as  that — and  as  mild,  as  good  as  your  own." 

"You  flatter  me,  Agricola." 

"No,  no,  it  is  Angela  that  I  flatter — for  that's  her  name. 
What  a  pretty  one !    Is  it  not,  my  good  Mother  Bunch?" 

"A  charming  name,"  said  the  poor  girl,  contrasting  bitterly 
that  graceful  appellation  with  her  own  nickname,  which 
the  thoughtless  Agricola  applied  to  her  without  thinking  of 
it.  Then  she  resumed,  with  fearful  calmness :  "Angela  ? 
yes,  it  is  a  charming  name !" 

"Well,  then !  imagine  to  yourself,  that  this  name  is  not 
only  suited  to  her  face,  but  to  her  heart. ,  In  a  word,  I 
believe  her  heart  to  be  almost  equal  to  yours." 

"She  has  my  eyes — she  has  my  heart,"  said  Mother  Bunch, 
smiling.    "It  is  singular,  how  like  we  are." 

Agricola  did  not  perceive  the  irony  of  despair  contained  in 
these  words.  He  resumed,  with  a  tenderness  as  sincere  as 
it  was  inexorable :  "Do  you  think,  my  good  girl,  that  I  could 
ever  have  fallen  seriously  in  love  with  any  one,  who  had  not 
in  character,  heart,  and  mind,  much  of  you?" 

"Come,  brother,"  said  the  girl,  smiling — yes,  the  unfortu- 
nate creature  had  the  strength  to  smile;  "come,  brother, 
you  are  in  a  gallant  vein  to-day.  Where  did  you  make 
the  acquaintance  of  this  beautiful  young  person?" 

"She  is  only  the  sister  of  one  of  my  mates.  Her  mother 
is  the  head  laundress  in  our  common  dwelling,  and  as  she 
was  in  want  of  assistance,  and  we  always  take  in  preference 
the  relations  of  members  of  the  association,  Mrs.  Bertin 
(that's  the  mother's  name)  sent  for  her  daughter  from  Lille, 
where  she  had  been  stopping  with  one  of  her  aunts,  and,  foi 
the  last  five  days,  she  has  been  in  the  laundry.  The  first 
evening  I  saw  her,  I  passed  three  hours,  after  work  was  over$ 
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in  talking  with  her,  and  her  mother  and  brother;  and  the 
next  day,  I  felt  that  my  heart  was  gone;  the  day  after  that. 
the  feeling  was  only  stronger — and  now  !  am  quite  mad 
about  her,  and  resolved  on  marriage— ace irding  as  you  shall 
decide.  Do  not  be  surprised  at  this;  everything  depends 
upon  you.  I  shall  only  ask  my  father  and  mother's  le 
after  1  have  yours.'' 

"I  do  not  understand  you,  Agricola." 

"You  know  the  utter  confidence  I  have  in  the  incredible 
instinct  of  your  heart.  Many  times,  yon  have  said  to  me: 
'Agricola,  love  this  person,  love  that  person,  have  confidence 
in  that  other' — and  never  yet  were  you  deceived.  Well! 
you  must  now  render  me  the  same  service.  You  will  ask 
permission  of  Mdlle.  Cardoville  to  absent  yourself;  1  will 
take  you  to  the  factory  :  I  have  spoken  of  you  to  Mrs.  Bertin 
and  her  daughter,  as  of  a  beloved  sister;  and,  according  to 
your  impression  at  sight  of  Angela,  I  will  declare  myself  or 
not.  This  may  be  childishness,  or  superstition,  on  my  part ; 
but  I  am  so  made." 

"Be  it  so,"  answered  Mother  Bunch,  with  heroic  couraj 
"I  will  see  Mdlle.  Angela;  I   will  tell  you  what  I  think 
her — and  that,  mind  you,  sincerely." 
I  know  it.    When  will  you  come?" 

"I  must  ask  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville  what  day  she  can  spare 
me.     I  will  let  you  know." 

"Thanks,  my  good  sister!"  said  Agricola  warmly;  then 
he  added,  with  a  smile:  "Bring  ycur  best  judgment  with 
you — your  full  dress  judgment." 

"Do  not  make  a  jest  of  it,  brother,"  said  Mother  Bunch, 
in  a  mild,  sad  voice;  "it  is  a  serious  matter,  for  it  concei 
the  happiness  of  your  whole  life." 

At  this  moment,  a  modest  knock  was  heard  at  the  door. 
"Come  in,"  said  Mother  Bunch.     Florine  appeared. 

"My  mistress  begs  that  yon  will  come  to  her.  if  you  are 
not  engaged,"  said  Florine  to  Mother  Bunch. 

The  latter  rose,  and,  addressing  tin-  smith,  said  to  him: 
"Please   wait  a  moment,   Agricola.     I    will   ask    Mdlle. 
Cardoville  what  day  I  can  dispose  of,  and   I   will  come  and 
tell  yon."     So  saying,  the  j,rirl  went  out,  leaving  Agrii 
with  Florine. 

"I  should  have  much  wished  to  pay  my  n  to  Mdlle. 

de  Cardoville,"  said  Agricola;  "but  I   feared  to  intrude." 

"My  lady  is  not  quite  well,  sir,"  said  florine.  "and  r< 
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no  one  to-day.  I  am  sure,  that  as  soon  as  she  is  better, 
she  will  be  quite  pleased  to  see  you." 

Here  Mother  Bunch  returned,  and  said  to  Agricola:  "If 
you  can  come  for  me  to-morrow,  about  three  o'clock,  Jo  as 
not  to  lose  the  whole  day,  we  will  go  to  the  factory,  and  you 
can  bring  me  back  in  the  evening." 

"Then,  at  three  o'clock  to-morrow,  my  good  sister." 

"At  three  to-morrow,  Agricola." 

The  evening  of  that  same  day,  when  all  was  quiet  in  the 
hotel,  Mother  Bunch,  who  had  remained  till  ten  o'clock  with 
Mdlle.  de  Cardoville,  re-entered  her  bedchamber,  locked  the 
door  after  her,  and  finding  herself  at  length  free  and  unre- 
strained, threw  herself  on  her  knees  before  a  chair,  and  burst 
into  tears.  She  wept  long — very  long.  When  her  tears  at 
length  ceased  to  flow,  she  dried  her  eyes,  approached  the 
writing-desk,  drew  out  one  of  the  boxes  from  the  pigeon- 
hole, and,  taking  from  this  hiding-place  the  manuscript 
which  Florine  had  so  rapidly  glanced  over  the  evening  before, 
she  wrote  in  it  during  a  portion  of  the  night. 


CHAPTER  XLVL 

MOTHER    BUNCH'S    DIARY. 

We  have  said  that  the  hunchback  wrote  during  a  portion 
of  the  night,  in  the  book  discovered  the  previous  evening  by 
Florine,  who  had  not  ventured  to  take  it  away,  until  she  had 
informed  the  persons  who  employed  her  of  its  contents,  and 
until  she  had  received  their  final  orders  on  the  subject.  Let 
us  explain  the  existence  of  this  manuscript,  before  opening 
it  to  the  reader.  The  day  on  which  Mother  Bunch  first  be- 
came aware  of  her  love  for  Agricola,  the  first  word  of  this 
manuscript  had  been  written.  Endowed  with  an  essentially 
trusting  character,  yet  always  feeling  herself  restrained  by 
the  dread  of  ridicule — a  dread  which,  in  its  painful  exagger- 
ation, was  the  workgirl's  only  weakness — to  whom  could 
the  unfortunate  creature  have  confided  the  secret  of  that- 
fatal  passion,  if  not  to  paper — that  mute  confidant  of  timid 
and  suffering  souls,  that  patient  friend,  silent  and  cold,  who, 
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if  it  makes  no  reply  to  heart-rending  complaints,   at    least 
always  listens,  and  never  to; 

When  her  heart  was  overflowing  with  emotion,  sometin 
mild  and  sad,  sometimes  harsh  and  hitter,  the  poor   work- 
girl,  finding  a  melancholy  charm  in  these  dumb  ai  ary 

outpourings  of  the  soul,  now  clothed  in  the  form  of  simple 
and  touching  poetry,  and  now  in  unaffected  prose,  had  ac- 
customed herself  by  degrees  not  to  confine  her  confidence 
what  immediately  related  to  Agricola,  for  though  he  might 
be  mixed  up  with  all  her  thoughts,  for  reflections,  which 
the  sight  of  beauty,  of  happy  love,  of  maternity,  of  wealth, 
of  misfortune,  called  up  within  her,  were  so  impressed  with 
the  influence  of  her  unfortunate  personal  position,  that  she 
would  not  even  have  dared  to  communicate  them  to  him. 
Such,  then,  was  this  journal  of  a  poor  daughter  of  the  people, 
weak,  deformed,  and  miserable,  but  endowed  with  an  angelic 
soul,  and  a  fine  intellect,  improved  by  reading,  meditation, 
and  solitude;  pages  quite  unknown,  which  yet  contail 
many  deep  and  striking  views,  both  as  regard  men  and 
things,  taken  from  the  peculiar  standpoint  in  which  fate 
had  placed  this  unfortunate  creaturt.  The  following  lines, 
here  and  there  abruptly  interrupted  or  stained  with  tears, 
according  to  the  current  of  her  various  emotions,  on  bearing 
of  Agricola's  deep  love  for  Angela,  formed  the  last  pagi  - 
this  journal : — 

"Friday.  March  3d,  1832. 

"I    spent   the   night   without   any   painful    dreau  This 

morning,   I   rose  with  no  sorrowful   presentiment.      I    was 
calm  and  tranquil  when  Agricola  came.     He  did  not  ap| 
to  me  agitated.   He  was  simple  and  affectionate  as  he  alv. 
is.     He  spoke  to  me  of  events  relating  to   M.    Hardy,  and 
then,  without  transition,  without  hesitation,  he  said  to  i 
'The  last  four  days  I  have  been  desperately  in  love.      I  he 
sentiment  is  so  serious,  that  I  think  of  marriage.      1    I 
come  to  consult  you  about   it.'     That   was   how   this   a\ 
whelming   revelation    was   made   to   me — naturally   and   cor- 
dially— I  on  one  side  of  the  hearth,  and   Agricola  on  the 
other,  as  if  we  had  talked  of  indifferent  things.    And  yet  no 
more  is  needed  to  break  one's  heart.     Som< 
braces  you  like  a  brother,  sits  down,  talks — and  then-  -4  »h- 

vnerciful  heaven!  my  head  wandex 

*  *  '   *  *  *  *  * 

"I  feel  calmer  now.     Courage,  my  poor  heart,  courage!-- 
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Should  a  day  of  misfortune  again  overwhelm  me,  I  will  read 
these  lines  written  under  the  impression  of  the  most  cruel 
grief  I  can  ever  feel,  and  I  will  say  to  myself :  'What  is 
the  present  woe  compared  to  that  past?'  My  grief  is  in- 
deed cruel !  it  is  illegitimate,  ridiculous,  shameful :  I  should 
not  dare  to  confess  it,  even  to  the  most  indulgent  of  mothers. 
Alas !  there  are  some  fearful  sorrows,  which  yet  rightly 
make  men  shrug  their  shoulders  in  pity  or  contempt.  Alas ! 
these  are  forbidden  misfortunes.  Agricola  has  asked  me  to 
go  to-morrow,  to  see  this  young  girl  to  whom  he  is  so  passion- 
ately attached,  and  whom  he  will  marry,  if  the  instinct  of 
my  heart  should  approve  the  marriage.  This  thought  is 
the  most  painful  of  all  those  which  have  tortured  me  since 
he  so  pitilessly  announced  this  love.  Pitilessly?  No,  Agric- 
ola— no,  my  brother — forgive  me  this  unjust  cry  of  pain ! 
Is  it  that  you  know,  can  even  suspect,  that  I  love  you  better 
than  you  love,  better  than  you  can  ever  love,  this  charming 
creature  ? 

"  'Dark-haired — the  figure  of  a  nymph — fair  as  a  lily — 
with  blue  eyes — as  large  as  that — and  almost  as  mild  as  your 
own.' 

"That  is  the  portrait  he  drew  of  her.  Poor  Agricola ! 
how  would  he  have  suffered,  had  he  known  that  every 
one  of  his  words  was  tearing  my  heart.  Never  did  I  so 
strongly  feel  the  deep  commiseration  and  tender  pity,  in- 
spired by  a  good,  affectionate  being,  who,  in  the  sincerity  of 
his  ignorance,  gives  you  your  death-wound  with  a  smile. 
We  do  not  blame  him — no — we  pity  him  to  the  full  extent 
of  the  grief  that  he  would  feel  on  learning  the  pain  he  had 
caused  me.  It  is  strange !  but  never  did  Agricola  appear  to 
me  more  handsome  than  this  morning.  His  manly  counte- 
nance was  slightly  agitated,  as  he  spoke  of  the  uneasiness  of 
that  pretty  young  lady.  As  I  listened  to  him  describing  the 
agony  of  a  woman  who  runs  the  risk  of  ruin  for  the  man  she 
loves,  I  felt  my  heart  beat  violently,  my  hands  were  burn- 
ing, a  soft  languor  floated  over  me — Ridiculous  folly !  As  if 
I  had  any  right  to  feel  thus ! 

"I  remember  that,  while  he  spoke,  I  cast  a  rapid  glance 
at  the  glass.  I  felt  proud  that  I  was  so  well  dressed;  he 
had  not  even  remarked  it ;  but  no  matter — it  seemed  to  me 
that  my  cap  became  me,  that  my  hair  shone  finely,  my  gaze 
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beamed  mild — I  found  Agricola  so  handsome,  that  I  almost 
began  to  think  myself  less  ugly — no  doubt,  to  excuse  my- 
self in  my  own  eyes  Eor  daring  to  love  him.    After  all,  what 

happened  to-day  would  have  happened  one  day  or  another! 
Yes,  that  is  consoling — like  the  thoughts  that  death  is  nothi 
because   it  must   come  at  last — to  those    who 
with  life!     I  have  been  always  preserved  from  suicide     tin- 
last  resource  of  the  unfortunate,  who  prefer  trusting  in  <  lod 
to  remaining  amongst  his  creatures — by  the  sen-.-  of   duty. 
(  »ne  must  not  only  think  of  self.     And   1    reflected  al 
'God  is  good — always  good — since  the  most  wretched  beings 
find  opportunities  for  love  and  devotion.'    How  is  it  thai   I. 
so  weak  and  poor,  have  always  found  means  to  be  helpful 
and  useful  to  some  one? 

"This  very  day  I  felt  tempted  to  make  an  end  with  life — 
Agricola  and  his  mother  had  no  longer  need  of  me. — Yes, 
but  the  unfortunate  creatures  whom  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville 
has  commissioned  me  to  watch  over? — but  my  benefactt 
herself,  though  she  has  affectionately  reproached  nic  with 
the  tenacity  of  my  suspicions  in  regard  to  that  man  ?  I  am 
more  than  ever  alarmed  for  her — I  feel  that  she  is  more  than 
ever  in  danger — more  than  ever — I  have  faith  in  the  value 
of  my  presence  near  her.  Hence,  I  must  live.  Live  t 
to-morrow  to  see  this  girl,  whom  Agricola  passionately  loves? 
Good  heaven!  why  have  I  always  known  grief,  and  never 
hate?  There  must  be  a  bitter  pleasure  in  hating.  So  many 
people  hate! — Perhaps  I  may  hate  this  girl — Angela,  as  he 
called  her,  when  he  said,  with  so  much  simplicity:  \\ 
charming  name,  is  it  not,  Mother  Bunch?'  Compare  this 
name,  which  recalls  an  idea  so  full  of  grace,  with  the  iron- 
ical symbol  of  my  witch's  deformity!     Poor  Agricola!  j r 

brother!  goodness  is  sometimes  as  blind  as  malice.  I 
Should  I  hate  this  young  girl? — Why?  Did  she  deprive  me 
of  the  beauty  which  charms  Agricola?  Can  I  find  fault  with 
her  for  being  beautiful?  When  I  was  not  yet  accustomed 
to  the  consequences  of  my  ugliness,  I  asked  myself,  with 
bitter  curiosity,  why  the  Creator  had  endowed  his  creatures 
so  unequally.  The  habit  of  pain  has  allowed  me  to  reflect 
calmly,  and  I  have  finished  by  persuading  myself,  that 
beauty  and  ugliness  are  attached  the  two  most  noble  emo- 
tions of  the  soul — admiration  and  compassion.  Those  who 
are  like  me  admire  beautiful  persons — such  as  Angela,  such 
as  Agricola — and  these  in  their  turn  feel  a  touching  pity  tor 
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such  as  I  am.  Sometimes,  in  spite  of  one's  self,  one  has  very 
foolish  hopes.  Because  Agricola,  from  a  feeling  of  propriety- 
had  never  spoken  to  me  of  his  love  affairs,  I  sometimes  per- 
suaded myself  that  he  had  none — that  he  loved  me,  and  that 
the  fear  of  ridicule  alone  was  with  him,  as  with  me,  an 
obstacle  in  the  way  of  confessing  it.  Yes,  I  have  even  made 
verses  on  that  subject — and  those,  I  think,  not  the  worst  I 
have  written. 

"Mine  is  a  singular  position!  If  I  love,  I  am  ridiculous; 
if  any  love  me,  he  is  still  more  ridiculous.  How  did  I  come 
so  to  forget  that,  as  to  have  suffered  and  to  suffer  what  I 
do? — But  blessed  be  that  suffering,  since  it  has  not  engen- 
dered hate — no ;  for  I  will  not  hate  this  girl — I  will  perform 
a  sister's  part  to  the  last ;  I  will  follow  the  guidance  of  my 
heart ;  I  have  the  instinct  of  preserving  others — my  heart 
will  lead  and  enlighten  me.  My  only  fear  is,  that  I  shall 
burst  into  tears  when  I  see  her,  and  not  be  able  to  conquer 
my  emotion.  Oh,  then !  what  a  revelation  to  Agricola — a 
discovery  of  the  mad  love  he  has  inspired ! — Oh,  never !  the 
day  in  which  he  knew  that  would  be  the  last  of  my  life. 
There  would  then  be  within  me  something  stronger  than 
duty — the  longing  to  escape  from  shame — that  incurable 
shame,  that  burns  me  like  a  hot  iron.  No,  no ;  I  will  be 
calm.  Besides,  did  I  not  just  now,  when  with  him  bear  coura- 
geously a  terrible  trial  ?  I  will  be  calm.  My  personal  feelings 
must  not  darken  the  second  sight,  so  clear  for  those  I  love. 
Oh!  painful,  painful  task!  for  the  fear  of  yielding  involun- 
tarily to  evil  sentiments  must  not  render  me  too  indulgent 
toward  this  girl.  I  might  compromise  Agricola's  happiness, 
since  my  decision  is  to  guide  his  choice.  Poor  creature  that  I 
am.  How  I  deceive  myself!  Agricola  asks  my  advice,  be- 
cause he  thinks  that  I  shall  have  not  the  melancholy  courage  to 
oppose  his  passion ;  or  else  he  would  say  to  me :  'No  matter 
— I  love ;  and  I  brave  the  future  !' 

"But  then,  if  my  advice,  if  the  instincts  of  my  heart,  are 
not  to  guide  him — if  his  resolution  is  taken  beforehand — of 
what  use  will  be  to-morrow's  painful  mission?  Of  what 
use?  To  obey  him.  Did  he  not  say — 'Come!'  In  think- 
ing of  my  devotion  for  him,  how  many  times,  in  the  secret 
depths  of  my  heart,  I  have  asked  myself  if  the  thought  had 
ever  occurred  to  him  to  love  me  otherwise  than  as  a  sister ; 
if  it  had  ever  struck  him,  what  a  devoted  wife  he  would 
have  in  me !    And  why  should  it  have  occurred  to  him  ?    As 
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g  as  he  wished,  as  long  as  he  may  -till  wish,   I   have 
n,  and  I  shall  be,  as  devoted  to  him,  as  if  l  were  his  wife, 

sister,  or  mother.     Why  should  he  desire  what  he  already 

possesses  ? 

••-Married  to  him — oh.  God  ! — the  dream  is  mad  as  ineffable. 
Are  not  such  thoughts  of  celestial  sweetness — which  include 
all  sentiments   from  sisterly  to  maternal  h\  rbidden   to 

me,  on  pain  of  ridicule  as  distressing  as  if  I  won  dr< 
and  ornaments,  that  my  ugliness  and  deformity  would  ren- 
der absurd?  I  wonder,  if  I  were  now  plunged  into  the 
most  cruel  distress,  whether  I  should  suffer  as  much  as  1 
do,  on  hearing  of  Agricola's  intended  marriage?  Would 
hunger,  cold,  or  misery  diminish  this  dreadful  dolor? — or  is 
it  the  dread  pain  that  would  make  me  forget  hunger,  cold, 
and  misery? 

"No,  no ;  this  irony  is  bitter.  It  is  not  well  in  me  to 
speak  thus.  Why  such  deep  grief?  In  what  way  have  the 
affection,  the  esteem,  the  respect  of  Agricola,  changed  to- 
wards me?  I  complain — but  how  would  it  be.  kind  heaven! 
if,  as,  alas!  too  often  happens,  I  were  beautiful,  loving,  de- 
voted, and  he  had  chosen  another,  less  beautiful,  less  loving, 
less  devoted? — Should  I  not  be  a  thousand  times  more  un- 
happy? for  then  I  might,  I  would  have  to  blame  him — 
whilst  now  I  can  find  no  fault  with  him.  for  never  having 
thought  of  a  union  which  was  impossible,  because  ridiculous. 
And  had  he  wished  it,  could  I  ever  have  had  the  selfishness  to 
consent  to  it?  I  began  to  write  the  first  pages  of  this  diary 
as  I  began  these  last,  with  my  heart  steeped  in  bitterness — 
and  as  I  went  on.  committing  to  paper  what  I  could  have 
intrusted  to  no  one,  my  soul  grew  calm,  till  resignation 
came — Resignation,  my  chosen  saint,  who,  smiling  through 
her  tears,  suffers  and  loves,  but  hopes — never!" 


These  worcrs  were  the  last  in  the  journal.  It  was  clear, 
from  the  blots  of  abundant  tears,  that  the  unfortunate 
creature  had  often  paused  to  weep. 

In  truth,  worn  out  by  so  many  emotions.  Mother  Bunch 
late  in  the  night,  had  replaced  the  book  behind  the  card- 
board box,  not  that  she  thought  it  safer  there  than  elsewhere 
(she  had  no  suspicion  of  the  slightest  need  for  such  precau- 
tion), but  because  it  was  more  out  of  the  way  there  than 
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in  any  of  the  drawers,  which  she  frequently  opened  in 
presence  of  other  people.  Determined  to  perform  her 
courageous  promise,  and  worthily  accomplish  her  task  to 
the  end,  she  waited  the  next  day  for  Agricola,  and  firm  in 
her  heroic  resolution,  went  with  the  smith  to  M..  Hardy's 
factory.  Florine,  informed  of  her  departure,  but  detained 
a  portion  of  the  day  in  attendance  on  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville. 
preferred  waiting  for  night  to  perform  the  new  orders  she 
had  asked  and  received,  since  she  had  communicated  by 
letter  the  contents  of  Mother  Bunch's  journal.  Certain  not 
to  be  surprised,  she  entered  the  workgirls'  chamber,  as  soon 
as  the  night  was  come. 

Knowing  the  place  where  she  should  find  the  manuscript, 
she  went  straight  to  the  desk,  took  out  the  box,  and  then, 
drawing  from  her  pocket  a  sealed  letter,  prepared  to  leave 
it  in  the  place  of  the  manuscript,  which  she  was  to  carry 
away  with  her.  So  doing,  she  trembled  so  much,  that  she 
was  obliged  to  support  herself  an  instant  by  the  table. 
Every  good  sentiment  was  not  extinct  in  Florine's  heart ; 
she  obeyed  passively  the  orders  she  received,  but  she  felt 
painfully  how  horrible  and  infamous  was  her  conduct.  If 
only  herself  had  been  concerned,  she  would  no  doubt  have  had 
the  courage  to  risk  all,  rather  than  submit  to  this  odious 
despotism ;  but  unfortunately,  it  was  not  so,  and  her  ruin 
would  have  caused  the  mortal  despair  of  another  person 
whom  she  loved  better  than  life  itself.  She  resigned  her- 
self, therefore,  not  without  cruel  anguish,  to  abominable 
treachery. 

Though  she  hardly  ever  knew  for  what  end  she  acted, 
and  this  was  particularly  the  case  with  regard  to  the  ab- 
straction of  the  journal,  she  foresaw  vaguely,  that  the  sub- 
stitution of  this  sealed  letter  for  the  manuscript  would  have 
fatal  consequences  for  Mother  Bunch,  for  she  remembered 
Rodin's  declaration,  that  "it  was  time  to  finish  with  the 
young  sempstress." 

What  did  he  mean  by  those  words?  How  would  the 
letter  that  she  was  charged  to  put  in  the  place  of  the  diary, 
contribute  to  bring  about  this  result?  she  did  not  know — 
but  she  understood  that  the  clear-sighted  devotion  of  the 
hunchback  justly  alarmed  the  enemies  of  Mdlle.  de  Cardo- 
ville, and  that  she  (Florine)  herself  daily  risked  having  her 
perfidy  detected  by  the  young  needlewoman.  This  last  fear 
put  an  end  to  the  hesitations  of  Florine;  she  placed  the 
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letter  behind  the  box,   and,   hiding   the   manuscript   under 

her  apron,  cautiously  withdrew  from  the  chaml 


CHAPTER  XLYII. 

THE    DIARY    CONTINUED. 

Returned  into  her  own  room,  some  hours  after  she  had 
concealed  there  the  manuscript  abstracted  from  Mother 
Bunch's  apartment,  Florine  yielded  to  her  curiosity,  and  de- 
termined to  look  through  it.  She  soon  felt  a  growing  inter- 
est, an  involuntary  emotion,  as  she  read  more  of  these 
private  thoughts  of  the  young  sempstress.  Among  many 
pieces  of  verse,  which  all  breathed  a  passionate  love  for 
Agricola — a  love  so  deep,  simple,  and  sincere,  that  Florine 
was  touched  by  it,  and  forgot  the  author's  deformity — 
among  many  pieces  of  verse,  we  say,  were  divers  other  frag- 
ments, thoughts,  and  narratives,  relating  to  a  variety  of 
facts.  We  shall  quote  some  of  them,  in  order  to  explain  the 
profound  impression  that  their  perusal  made  upon  Florine. 
Fragments  from  the  Diary. 

•'This  is  my  birthday.  Until  this  evening,  I  had  cher- 
ished a  foolish  hope.  Yesterday,  I  went  down  to  Mrs. 
Baudoin's,  to  dress  a  little  wound  she  had  on  her  leg.  When 
I  entered  the  room,  Agricola  was  there.  No  doubt  he 
talking  of  me  to  his  mother,  for  they  stopped  when  I  came 
in,  and  exchanged  a  meaning  smile.  In  passing  by  the 
drawers,  I  saw  a  pasteboard  box,  with  a  pincushion-lid,  and 
I  felt  myself  blushing  with  joy,  as  I  thought  this  little  pres- 
ent was  destined  for  me,  but  I  pretended  not  to  see  it. 
While  I  was  on  my  knees  before  his  mother,  Agricola  went 
out.  I  remarked  that  he  took  the  little  box  with  him. 
Never  has  Mrs.  Baudoin  been  more  tender  and  motherly 
than  she  was  that  morning.  It  appeared  to  me  that  she 
went  to  bed  earlier  than  usual.  'It  is  to  send  me  away 
sooner,'  said  I  to  myself,  'that  I  may  enjoy  the  surpi 
Agricola  has  prepared  for  me.'  How  my  heart  beat,  as  I  ran 
fast,  very  fast,  up  to  my  closet!  I  stopped  a  moment  before- 
opening  the  door,  that  my  happiness  might  last  the  longer. 
At  last  I  entered  the  room,  my  eyes  swimming  with  tear 
joy.     I  looked  upon  my  table,  my  chair,  mv  bed — there  was 
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nothing.  The  little  box  was  not  to  be  found.  My  heart 
sank  within  me.  Then  I  said  to  myself :  Tt  will  be  to- 
morrow— this  is  only  the  eve  of  my  birthday.'  The  day  is 
gone.  Evening  is  come.  Nothing.  The  pretty  box  was  not 
for  me.  It  had  a  pincushion-cover.  It  was  only  suited  for 
a  woman.    To  whom  has  Agricola  given  it  ? 

"I  suffer  a  good  deal  just  now.  It  was  a  childish  idea 
that  I  connected  with  Agricola's  wishing  me  many  happy 
returns  of  the  day.  I  am  ashamed  to  confess  it ;  but  it 
might  have  proved  to  me,  that  he  has  not  forgotten  I  have 
another  name  besides  that  of  Mother  Bunch,  which  they 
always  apply  to  me.  My  susceptibility  on  this  head  is  un- 
fortunately so  stubborn,  that  I  cannot  help  feeling  a  momen- 
tary pang  of  mingled  shame  and  sorrow,  every  time  that  I 
am  called  by  that  fairy-tale  name,  and  yet  I  have  had  no 
other  from  infancy.  It  is  for  that  very  reason  that  I  should 
have  been  so  happy  if  Agricola  had  taken  this  opportunity 
to  call  me  for  once  by  my  own  humble  name — Magdalen. 
Happily,  he  will  never  know  these  wishes  and  regrets !" 

Deeper  and  deeper  touched  by  this  page  of  simple  grief, 
Florine  turned  over  several  leaves,  and  continued : 

"I  have  just  been  to  the  funeral  of  poor  little  Victorine 
Herbin,  our  neighbor.  Her  father,  a  journeyman  uphol- 
sterer, is  gone  to  work  by  the  month,  far  from  Paris.  She 
died  at  nineteen,  without  a  relation  near  her.  Her  agony 
was  not  long.  The  good  woman  who  attended  her  to  the 
last,  told  us  that  she  only  pronounced  these  words:  'At 
last,  oh  at  last !'  and  that  with  an  air  of  satisfaction,  added 
the  nurse.  Dear  child !  she  had  become  so  pitiful.  At  fif- 
teen, she  was  a  rosebud — so  pretty,  so  fresh-looking,  with 
her  light  hair  as  soft  as  silk ;  but  she  wasted  away  by  degrees 
— her  trade  of  renovating  mattresses  killed  her.  She  was 
slowly  poisoned  by  the  emanations  from  the  wool.*     They 


*  In  the  Ruche  Populaire,  a  working  man's  organ,  are  the  following 
particulars : 

"Carding  Mattresses. — The  dust  which  flies  out  of  the  wool  makes 
carding  destructive  to  health  in  any  case,  but  trade  adulterations  en- 
hance the  danger.  In  sticking  sheep,  the  skin  gets  blood-spotted;  it 
has  to  be  bleached  to  make  it  salable.  Lime  is  the  main  whitener,  and 
some  of  it  clings  to  the  wool  after  the  process.  The  dresser  (female, 
most  often)  breathes  in  the  fine  dust,  and,  by  lung  and  other  com- 
plaints, is  far  from  seldom  deplorably  situated;  the  majority  sicken 
of  it  and  give  up  the  trade,  while  those  who  keep  to  it,  at  the  very 
least,  suffer  with  a  catarrh  or  asthma  that  torments  them  until  death. 
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were  all  the  worse,  that  she  worked  ah  ntirely  for  tl* 

poor,  who  have  cheap  stuff  to  lie  upon. 

"She  had  the  courage  of  a  lion,  and  an  angel's  resignation, 

She  always  said  to  me,  in  her  low,  taint  voice,  broken  bj    i 
dry  and  frequent  cough:    "1  have  not  long  I  breathing, 

as  I  do,  lime  and  vitriol  all  (lay  long.    1  spit  blood,  and  1. 
spasms  that  make  me  faint.' 

"  'Why  not  change  your  trader'  have  1  said  to  her. 

"'Where  will  I  find  the  time  to  make  another  apprentice- 
ship?' she  would  answer;  'and  it  is  now  too  late.  1  feel 
that  I  am  done  for.  It  is  not  my  fault/  added  the  good 
creature,  'for  I  did  not  choose  my  employment.  My  father 
would  have  it  so;  luckily  he  can  do  without  me.  And  then, 
you  see,  when  one  is  dead,  one  cares  for  nothing,  and  has  no 
fear  of  "slop  wages. 

"Yietorine  uttered  that  sad,  common  phrase  very  sin- 
cerely, and  with  a  sort  of  satisfaction.  Therefore  she  died 
repeating:    'At  last!'  " 

"It  is  painful  to  think  that  the  labor  by  which  the  poor 
man  earns  his  daily  bread,  often  becomes  a  long  suicide!  I 
said  this  the  other  day  to  Agricola ;  he  answered  me  that 
there  were  many  other  fatal  employments;  those  who  pre- 
pare aquafortis,  white  lead,  or  minium,  for  instance,  are  sure 
to  take  incurable  maladies  of  which  they  die. 

"  'Do  you  know,'  added  Agricola.  'what  they  say   when 
they  start  for  those  fatal  works?' — Why,  'We  are  goinj 
the  slaughter-house.' 

"That  made  me  tremble  with  its  terrible  truth. 

"  'And  all  this  takes  place  in  our  day.'  said  I  to  him.  with 
an   aching   heart:    'and    it   is   well-known.      And.   out    >>i 
many  of  the  rich  and  powerful,  no  one  thinkN  of  tin-  mor- 
tality which  decimates  his  brothers,  thus  force.  1  to  cat  homi- 
cidal bread  !' 

"  'What  can  you  expect,  my  poor  sister,'  answered    Agric- 
ola.    'When  men  are  to  be  incorporated,  thai  they  maj 
killed   in   war,   all   pains   are   taken   with   them.      But    when 


"As  for  horsehair,  the  very  best  is  not  pui 
inferior  quality  is,  from  the  workgirls 
it  is  the  refuse  or  clippings  from  goats  a  i  '"  vil 

1  in  dyes,  etc.,  to  burn  and  disguise  sue!:  I 
thorns,  splinters,  an.!  even 

dust  rising  when  a  rar^s  of  this   is  beaten,  makes  as  many   ra\ 
as  the  lime  wool." 
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they  are  to  be  organized,  so  as  to  live  in  peace,  no  one  cares 
about  it,  except  M.  Hardy,  my  master.  People  say,  'Pooh! 
hunger,  misery,  and  suffering  of  the  laboring  classes — what 
is  that  to  us?  that  is  not  politics.'  'They  are  wrong,'  added 
Agricola;  'it  is  more  than  politics.' 

"As  Victorine  had  not  left  anything  to  pay  for  the  church 
service,  there  was  only  the  presentation  of  the  body  under 
the  porch ;  for  there  is  not  even  a  plain  mass  for  the  poor. 
Besides,  as  they  could  not  give  eighteen  francs  to  the  curate, 
no  priest  accompanied  the  pauper's  coffin  to  the  common 
grave.  If  funerals,  thus  abridged  and  cut  short,  are  suf- 
ficient in  a  religious  point  of  view,  why  invent  other  and 
longer  forms?  Is  it  from  cupidity? — If,  on  the  other  hand, 
they  are  not  sufficient,  why  make  the  poor  man  the  only 
victim  of  this  insufficiency?  But  why  trouble  ourselves 
about  the  pomp,  the  incense,  the  chants,  of  which  they  are 
either  too  sparing  or  too  liberal?  Of  what  use?  and  for 
what  purpose?  They  are  vain,  terrestrial  things,  for  which 
the  soul  recks  nothing,  when,  radiant,  it  ascends  towards  its 
Creator.  Yesterday,  Agricola  made  me  read  an  article  in  a 
newspaper,  in  which  violent  blame  and  bitter  irony  are  by 
turns  employed,  to  attack  what  they  call  the  baneful  ten- 
dencies of  some  of  the  lower  orders,  to  improve  themselves, 
to  write,  to  read  the  poets,  and  sometimes  to  make  verses. 
Material  enjoyments  are  forbidden  us  by  poverty.  Is  it 
humane  to  reproach  us  for  seeking  the  enjoyments  of  the 
mind?  What  harm  can  it  do  any  one  if  every  evening, 
after  a  day's  toil,  remote  from  all  pleasure,  I  amuse  myself, 
unknown  to  all,  in  making  a  few  verses,  or  in  writing  in  this 
journal  the  good  or  bad  impressions  I  have  received?  Is 
Agricola  the  worse  workman,  because,  on  returning  home  to 
his  mother,  he  employs  Sunday  in  composing  some  of  those 
popular  songs,  which  glorify  the  fruitful  labors  of  the  arti- 
san, and  say  to  all,  Hope  and  brotherhood!  Does  he  not 
make  a  more  worthy  use  of  his  time  than  if  he  spent  it  in  a 
tavern  ?  Ah !  those  who  blame  us  for  these  innocent  and 
noble  diversions,  which  relieve  our  painful  toils  and  suffer- 
ings, deceive  themselves  when  they  think,  that,  in  propor- 
tion as  the  intellect  is  raised  and  refined,  it  is  more  difficult 
to  bear  with  privations  and  misery,  and  that  so  the  irritation 
increases  against  the  luckier  few. 

"Admitting  even  this  to  be  the  case — and  it  is  not  so — is 
it  not  better  to  have  an  intelligent,  enlightened  enemy,  to 
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whose  heart  and  reason  you  may  address  yourself,  than  a 
stupid,  ferocious,  implacable  foe?  Bui  no;  enmities  dis- 
appear as  the  mind  becomes  enlightened,  and  the  horizon  of 
compassion  extends  itself.  We  thus  learn  to  understand 
moral  afflictions.  We  discover  that  the  rich  also  haw  to 
suffer  intense  pains,  and  that  brotherhood  in  misfortune  is 
already  a  link  of  sympathy.  Alas!  they  also  have  to  mourn 
bitterly  for  idolized  children,  beloved  mistr  .  reverend 
mothers;  with  them.  also,  especially  amongst  the  women, 
there  are,  in  the  height  of  luxury  and  grandeur,  many 
broken  hearts,  many  suffering  souls,  many  tears  shed  in 
secret.  Let  them  not  be  alarmed.  By  becoming  their 
equals  in  intelligence,  the  people  will  learn  to  pity  the  rich, 
if  good  and  unhappy — and  to  pity  them  still  more  if  rejoic- 
ing in  wickedness. 

"What  happiness!  what  a  joyful  day!  I  am  giddy  with 
delight.  Oh,  truly,  man  is  good,  humane,  charitable.  Oh, 
yes  !  the  Creator  has  implanted  within  him  every  generous 
instinct — and,  unless  he  be  a  monstrous  exception,  he  never 
does  evil  willingly.  Here  is  what  I  saw  just  now.  I  will 
not  wait  for  the  evening  to  write  it  down,  for  my  heart  would, 
as  it  were,  have  time  to  cool.  I  had  gone  to  carry  home 
some  work  that  was  wanted  in  a  hurry.  I  was  passing  the 
Place  du  Temple.  A  few  steps  from  me  I  saw  a  child,  about 
twelve  years  old  at  most,  with  bare  head  and  feet,  in  spite 
of  the  severe  weather,  dressed  in  a  shabby,  ragged  smock- 
frock  and  trousers,  leading  by  the  bridle  a  large  cart-horse, 
with  his  harness  still  on.  From  time  to  time  the  horse 
stopped  short,  and  refused  to  advance.  The  child,  who  had 
no  whip,  tugged  in  vain  at  the  bridle.  The  horse  remained 
motionless.  Then  the  poor  little  fellow  cried  out:  'O  dear, 
O  dear!'  and  began  to  weep  bitterly,  looking  round  him  as 
if  to  implore  the  assistance  of  the  passers-by.  His  dear  little 
face  was  impressed  with  so  heart  piercing  a  sorrow,  that, 
without  reflecting,  I  made  an  attempt  at  which  I  can  now 
only  smile,  I  must  have  presented  so  grotesque  a  figure.  I 
am  horribly  afaid  of  horses,  and  I  am  still  more  afraid  of 
exposing  myself  to  public  gaze.  Nevertheless,  I  took  mur- 
age, and.  having  an  umbrella  in  my  hand.  I  approached  the 
horse,  and  with  the  impetuositv  of  an  ant  that  strives  to 
move  a  large  stone  with  a  little  piece  of  straw.  I  struck 
with  all  my  strength  on  the  croup  of  the  rebellious  animal. 
'Oh,  thanks,  my  good  lady!'  exclaimed  the  child,  drying  his 
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eves :  'hit  him  again,  if  you  please.     Perhaps  he  will  get 

up.' 

"I  began  again,  heroically;  but,  alas!  either  from  obsti- 
nacy or  laziness,  the  horse  bent  his  knees,  and  stretched  him- 
self out  upon  the  ground ;  then,  getting  entangled  with  his 
harness,  he  tore  it,  and  broke  his  great  wooden  collar.  I 
had  drawn  back  quickly,  for  fear  of  receiving  a  kick.  Upon 
this  new  disaster,  the  child  could  only  throw  himself  on  his 
knees  in  the  middle  of  the  street,  clasping  his  hands  and 
sobbing,  and  exclaiming  in  a  voice  of  despair :     'Help  !  help  !' 

"The  call  was  heard ;  several  of  the  passers-by  gathered 
round,  and  a  more  efficacious  correction  than  mine  was  ad- 
ministered to  the  restive  horse,  who  rose  in  a  vile  state,  and 
without  harness. 

"  'My  master  will  beat  me,'  cried  the  poor  child,  as  his 
tears  redoubled;  T  am  already  two  hours  after  time,  for 
the  horse  would  not  go,  and  now  he  has  broken  his  har- 
ness. My  master  will  beat  me,  and  turn  me  away.  Oh 
dear !  what  will  become  of  me !  I  have  no  father  nor 
mother.' 

"At  these  words,  uttered  with  a  heart-rending  accent,  a 
worthy  old  clothes-dealer  of  the  Temple,  who  was  amongst 
the  spectators,  exclaimed,  with  a  kindly  air:  'No  father  nor 
mother !  Do  not  grieve  so,  my  poor  little  fellow ;  the 
Temple  can  supply  everything.  We  will  mend  the  har- 
ness, and,  if  my  gossips  are  like  me,  you  shall  not  go  away 
bareheaded  or  barefooted  in  such  weather  as  this.' 

"This  proposition  was  greeted  with  acclamation ;  they 
led  away  both  horse  and  child ;  some  were  occupied  in 
mending  the  harness,  then  one  supplied  a  cap,  another  a 
pair  of  stockings,  another  some  shoes,  and  another  a  good 
jacket ;  in  a  quarter  of  an  hour  the  child  was  warmly  clad, 
the  harness  repaired,  and  a  tall  lad  of  eighteen,  brandishing 
a  whip,  which  he  cracked  close  to  the  horse's  ears,  by  way 
of  warning,  said  to  the  little  boy,  who,  gazing  first  at  his 
new  clothes,  and  then  at  the  good  woman,  believed  himself 
the  hero  of  a  fairy-tale.  'Where  does  your  governor  live, 
little  'un?' 

"  'On  the  Quai  du  Canal-Saint-Martin,  sir,'  answered  he, 
in  a  voice  trembling  with  joy. 

"  'Very  good,'  said  the  young  man,  'I  will  help  you  take 
home  the  horse,  who  will  go  well  enough  with  me,  and  I  will 
tell  the  master  that  the  delay  was  no  fault  of  your'n.     A 


THE    WANDERING    JEW  187 

balky  horse  ought  not  to  be  trusted  to  n  child  of  your  a 

"At  the  moment  of  setting  out,  the  poor  little  fellow  said 
timidly  to  the  good  dame,  as  he  took  off  1ms  cap  to  her: 

'\\  ill  ymi  let  me  kiss  you,  ma'am?' 

"His  eyes  were  full  of  tears  of  gratitude.  There  wai 
heart  in  that  child.  This  scene  of  popular  charity  gave  nu 
delightful  emotions.     As  long  as  I  could,    I    followed  with 

my  eyes  the  tall  young  man  and  the  child,  who  now  could 
hardly  keep  up  with  the  pace  of  the  horse,  rendered  sud- 
denly docile  by  fear  of  the  whip. 

"Yes!  I  repeat  it  with  pride;  man  is  naturally  good  and 
helpful.  Nothing  could  have  been  more  spontaneous  than 
this  movement  of  pity  and  tenderness  in  the  crowd,  when 
the  poor  little  fellow  exclaimed:  'What  will  become  of  me? 
I  have  no  father  or  mother !' 

"'Unfortunate  child!'  said  I  to  myself.  'No  father  not 
mother.  In  the  hands  of  a  brutal  master,  who  hardly  covers 
him  with  a  few  rags,  and  ill-treats  him  into  the  bargain. 
Sleeping,  no  doubt  in  the  corner  of  a  stable.  1'oor  little, 
fellow!  and  yet  so  mild  and  good,  in  spite  of  misery  and 
misfortune.  I  saw  it — he  was  even  more  grateful  than 
pleased  at  the  service  done  him.  But  perhaps  this  good 
natural  disposition,  abandoned  without  support  or  counsel, 
or  help,  and  exasperated  by  bad  treatment,  may  become 
changed  and  embittered — and  then  will  come  the  age  of  the 
passions — the  bad  temptations ' 

'"Oh  !  in  the  deserted  poor,  virtue  is  doubly  saintly  and 
respectable ! 

"  This  morning,  after  having  (as  usual)  gently  reproached 
me  for  not  going  to  mass,  Agricola's  mother  said  to  me 
these  words,  so  touching  in  her  simple  and  believing  mouth, 
'Luckily,  I  pray  for  you  and  myself  too,  my  poor  girl :  the 
good  God  will  hear  me,  and  you  will  only  go,  I  hope,  to  Pur- 
gatory.' 

"Good  mother,  angelic  soul!  she  spoke  those  words  in 
grave  and  mild  a  tone,  with  so  strong  a  faith  in  the  happy 
result  of  her  pious  intercession,  that  I  fell  my  eyes  become 
moist,  and  I  threw  myself  on  her  neck,  as  sincerely  grateful 
as  if  I  had  believed  in  Purgatory.  This  day  has  been  a 
lucky  one  for  me.  I  hope  I  have  found  work,  which  luck  I 
shall  owe  to  a  young  person  full  of  heart  and  goodn< 
She  is  to  take  me  to-morrow  to  St.  Mary's  Convent,  where 
she  thinks  she  can  find  me  employment." 
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Florine,  already  much  moved  by  the  reading,  started  i\ 
this  passage  in  which  Mother  Bunch  alluded  to  her,  ere  she 
continued  as  follows : 

"Never  shall  I  forget  with  what  touching  interest,  what 
delicate  benevolence,  this  handsome  young  girl  received  me, 
so  poor,  and  so  unfortunate.  It  does  not  astonish  me,  for 
she  is  attached  to  the  person  of  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville.  She 
must  be  worthy  to  reside  with  Agricola's  benefactress.  It 
will  always  be  dear  and  pleasant  to  me  to  remember  her 
name.  It  is  graceful  and  pretty  as  her  face ;  it  is  Florine. 
I  am  nothing,  I  have  nothing — but  if  the  fervent  prayers  of 
a  grateful  heart  might  be  heard,  Mdlle,  Florine  would  be 
happy,  very  happy.  Alas !  I  am  reduced  to  say  prayers  for 
her — only  prayers — for  I  can  do  nothing  but  remember  and 
love  her !" 

These  lines,  expressing  so  simply  the  sincere  gratitude  of 
the  hunchback,  gave  the  last  blow  to  Florine's  hesitations. 
She  could  no  longer  resist  the  generous  temptation  she  felt. 
As  she  read  these  last  fragments  of  the  journal,  her  affec- 
tion and  respect  for  Mother  Bunch  made  new  progress. 
More  than  ever  she  felt  how  infamous  it  was  in  her  to  ex- 
pose to  sarcasms  and  contempt  the  most  secret  thoughts  of 
this  unfortunate  creature.  Happily,  good  is  often  as  con- 
tagious as  evil.  Electrified  by  all  that  was  warm,  noble, 
and  magnanimous  in  the  pages  she  had  just  read,  Florine 
bathed  her  failing  virtue  in  that  pure  and  vivifying  source, 
and,  yielding,  at  last  to  one  of  those  good  impulses  which 
sometimes  carried  her  away,  she  left  the  room  with  the 
manuscript  in  her  hand,  determined,  if  Mother  Bunch  had 
not  yet  returned,  to  replace  it — resolved  to  tell  Rodin  that, 
this  second  time,  her  search  for  the  journal  had  been  vain, 
the  sempstress  having  no  doubt  discovered  the  first  attempt. 


CHAPTER  XLVIII. 

THE   DISCOVERY. 

A  little  while  before  Florine  made  up  her  mind  to  atone 
for  her  shameful  breach  of  confidence,  Mother  Bunch  had 
returned  from  the  factory,  after  accomplishing  to  the  end 
her   painful   task.     After   a   long   interview    with    Angela, 
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struck,  like  Agricola,  with  the  ingenuous  i;racc,  and 

goodness,  with  which  the  young  girl  was  endowed,  Mothei 
Bunch  hail  the  courageous  frankness  to  advise  tin-  smith  to 
enter  into  this  marriage.  The  folowing  scene  t . ».  ,k  place 
whilst  Florine,  still  occupied  in  reading  the  journal,  had  not 
yet  taken  the  praiseworthy  resolution  of  replacing  it.  It  was 
ten  o'clock  at  night.  The  workgirl,  returned  to  Cardoville 
House,  had  just  entered  her  chamber.  Worn  out  by  so  many 
emotions,  she  had  thrown  herself  into  a  chair.  The  dee] 
silence  reigned  in  the  house.  It  was  now  and  then  inter- 
rupted by  the  soughing  of  a  high  wind,  which  raged  with- 
out and  shook  the  trees  in  the  garden.  A  single  candle- 
lighted  the  room,  which  was  papered  with  dark  gr 
That  peculiar  tint,  and  the  hunchhack's  black  dress,  incre 
her  apparent  paleness.  Seated  in  an  arm-chair  by  the  side 
of  the  fire,  with  her  head  resting  upon  her  bosom,  her  hands 
crossed  upon  her  knees,  the  work-girl's  countenance  was 
melancholy  and  resigned;  on  it  was  visible  the  austere  sat- 
isfaction which  is  felt  by  the  consciousness  of  a  duty  well 
performed. 

Like  all  those  who,  brought  up  in  the  merciless  school  of 
misfortune,  no  longer  exaggerate  the  sentiment  of  sorrow, 
too  familiar  and  assiduous  a  guest  to  be  treated  as  a  stranger. 
Mother  Bunch  was  incapable  of  long  yeilding  to  idle  regrets 
and  vain  despair,  with  regard  to  what  was  already  past. 
Beyond  doubt,  the  blow  had  been  sudden,  dreadful;  doubt- 
less it  must  leave  a  long  and  painful  remembrance  in  the 
sufferer's  soul;  but  it  was  soon  to  pass,  as  it  were,  into  that 
chronic  state  of  pain-durance,  which  had  become  almost  an 
integral  part  of  her  life.  And  then  this  noble  creature, 
so  indulgent  to  fate,  found  still  some  consolations  in  the 
intensity  of  her  bitter  pain.  She  had  been  deeply  touched 
by  the  marks  of  affection  shown  her  by  Angela,  'la's 

intended:  and  she  had  felt  a  species  of  pride  of  the  heart, 
in  perceiving  with  what  blind  confidence,  with  what  ineffable 
joy,  the  smith  accepted  the  favorable  presentiments  which 
seemed  to  consecrate  his  happiness.  Mother  Bunch  also  said 
to  herself:  "At  least,  henceforth  I  shall  not  be  agitated  by 
hopes,  or  rather  by  suppositions  as  ridiculous  as  they  were 
senseless.  Agricola's  marriage  puts  a  term  to  all  the  miserable 
reveries  of  my  poor  head." 

Finally,  she  found  a  real  and  deep  consolation  in  the  cer- 
tainty that   she  had   been   able   to  go  through   this   terrible 
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trial,  and  conceal  from  Agricola  the  love  she  felt  for  him. 
We  know  how  formidable  to  this  unfortunate  being  were 
those  ideas  of  ridicule  and  shame,  which  she  believed  would 
attach  to  the  discovery  of  her  mad  passion.  After  having 
remained  for  some  time  absorbed  in  thought,  Mother  Bunch 
rose,  and  advanced  slowly  towards  the  desk. 

"My  only  recompense,"  said  she,  as  she  prepared  the  ma- 
terials for  writing,  "will  be  to  entrust  the  mute  witness  of 
my  pains  with  this  new  grief.  I  shall  at  least  have  kept 
the  promise  that  I  made  to  myself.  Believing,  from  the 
bottom  of  my  soul,  that  this  girl  is  able  to  make  Agricola 
happy,  I  told  him  so  with  the  utmost  sincerity.  One  day, 
a  long  time  hence,  when  I  shall  read  over  these  pages,  I 
shall  perhaps  find  in  that  a  compensation  for  all  that  I  now 
suffer." 

So  saying,  she  drew  the  box  from  the  pigeon-hole.  Not 
finding  her  manuscript,  she  uttered  a  cry  of  surprise ;  but, 
what  was  her  alarm,  when  she  perceived  a  letter  to  her  ad- 
dress in  the  place  of  the  journal !  She  became  deadly 
pale ;  her  knees  trembled ;  she  almost  fainted  away.  But 
her  increasing  terror  gave  her  a  fictitious  energy,  and  she 
had  the  strength  to  break  the  seal.  A  bank-note  for  five  hun- 
dred  francs  fell  from  the  letter  on  the  table,  and  Mother 
Bunch  read  as  follows : 

"Mademoiselle, — There  is  something  so  original  and  amusing  in 
reading  in  your  memoirs  the  story  of  your  love  for  Agricola,  that  it  is 
impossible  to  resist  the  pleasure  of  acquainting  him  with  the  extent  of 
it,  of  which  he  is  doubtless  ignorant,  but  to  which  he  cannot  fail  to 
show  himself  sensible.  Advantage  will  be  taken  to  forward  it  to  a 
multitude  of  other  persons,  who  might,  perhaps,  otherwise  be  unfor- 
tunately deprived  of  the  amusing  contents  of  your  diary.  Should 
copies  and  extracts  not  be  sufficient,  we  will  have  it  printed,  as  one 
cannot  too  much  diffuse  such  things.  Some  will  weep — others  will 
laugh — what  appears  superb  to  one  set  of  people,  will  seem  ridiculous 
to  another,  such  is  life — but  your  journal  will  surely  make  a  great 
sensation.  As  you  are  capable  of  wishing  to  avoid  your  triumph,  and 
as  you  were  only  covered  with  rags  when  you  were  received,  out  of 
charity  into  this  house,  where  you  wish  to  figure  as  the  great  lady, 
which  does  not  suit  your  shape  for  more  reasons  than  one,  we  enclose 
in  the  present  five  hundred  francs  to  pay  for  your  day-book,  and 
prevent  your  being  without  resources,  in  case  you  should  be  modest 
enough  to  shrink  from  the  congratulations  which  await  you,  certain 
to  overwhelm  you  by  to-morrow,  for,  at  this  hour,  your  journal  is 
already  in  circulation. 

"One  of  your  brethren, 

"A  real  Mother  Bunch/' 
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The  vulgar,   mocking,   and   insolent    tone   of   this   letter, 
which  was  purposely  written  in  the  character  of  a  jealous 
lackey,  dissatisfied   with  the  admission   of   the  unfortui 
creature  into  the  house,  had  been  calculated  with  infernal 

skill,  and  was  sure  to  produce  the  effect  intended. 

"Oh,  good  heaven!"  were  the  only  words  the  unfortunate 
girl  could  pronounce,  in  her  stupor  and  alarm. 

Now,  it  we  remember  in  what  passionate  terms  she  had 
expressed  her  love  for  her  adopted  brother,  it"  we  recall  it- 
passages  of  this  manuscript,  in  which  she  revealed  the  painful 
wounds  often  inflicted  on  her  by  Agricola  without  knowing 
it,  and  if  we  consider  how  great  was  her  terror  of  ridicule, 
we  shall  understand  her  mad  despair  on  reading  this  in- 
famous letter.  Mother  Bunch  did  not  think  for  a  moment 
of  all  the  noble  words  and  touching  narratives  contained  in 
her  journal.  The  one  horible  idea  which  weighed  down  the 
troubled  spirit  of  the  unfortunate  creature,  was,  that  on  the 
morrow  Agricola,  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville,  and  an  insolent  and 
mocking  crowd,  would  be  informed  of  this  ridiculous  love, 
which  would  she  imagined,  crush  her  with  shame  and  i 
fusion.  This  new  blow  was  so  stunning,  that  the  recipient 
staggered  a  moment  beneath  the  unexpected  shock.  For 
some  minutes,  she  remained  completely  inert  and  helpless,- 
then,  upon  reflection,  she  suddenly  felt  conscious  of  a  ter- 
rible necessity.   . 

This  hospitable  mansion,  where  she  had  found  a  si 
refuge  after  so  many  misfortunes,  must  be  left  for  ever. 
The  trembling  timidity  and  sensitive  delicacy  of  the  poor 
creature  did  not  permit  her  to  remain  a  minute  more  in  this 
dwelling,  where  the  most  secret  recesses  of  her  soul  had 
been  laid  open,  profaned,  and  exposed  no  doubt  to  sarcasm 
and  contempt..  She  did  not  think  of  demanding  justice  and 
revenge  from  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville.  To  cause  a  Eermenl 
trouble  and  irritation  in  this  house,  at  the  moment  of  quit- 
ting it,  would  have  appeared  to  her  ingratitude  towards  her 
benefactress.  She  did  not  seek  to  discover  the  author  or 
the  motive  of  this  odious  robbery  and  insulting  letter.  Why 
should  she,  resolved,  as  she  was.  to  fly  from  the  humiliations 
with  which  she  was  threatened?     She  had   a  notion 

(as  indeed   was  intended),   that  this   infamy  might    be  the 
work  of   some  of   the  servants,  jealous   of   tl  nate 

deference    shown    her    by    Mdlle.    de    Cardoville — and 
thought  filled  her  with  despair.     Those  pages — so  painfully 
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confidential,  which  she  would  not  have  ventured  to  impart 
to  the  most  tender  and  indulgent  mother,  because,  written 
as  it  were  with  her  heart's  blood,  they  painted  with  too 
cruel  a  fidelity  the  thousand  secret  wounds  of  her  soul — ■ 
those  pages  were  to  serve,  perhaps  served  even  now,  for  the 
jest  and  laughing-stock  of  the  lackeys  of  the  mansion. 

The  money  which  accompanied  this  letter,  and  the  in- 
sulting way  in  which  it  was  offered,  rather  tended  to  confirm 
her  suspicions.  It  was  intended  that  the  fear  of  misery 
should  not  be  the  obstalce  of  her  leaving  the  house.  The 
workgirl's  resolution  was  soon  taken,  with  that  calm  and 
firm  resignation  which  was  familiar  to  her.  She  rose,  with 
somewhat  bright  and  haggard  eyes,  but  without  a  tear  in 
them.  Since  the  day  before,  she  had  wept  too  much.  With 
a  trembling,  icy  hand,  she  wrote  these  words  on  a  paper, 
which  she  left  by  the  side  of  the  bank-note :  May  Mdlle. 
de  Cardoville  be  blessed  for  all  that  she  has  done  for  me, 
and  forgive  me  for  having  left  her  house,  where  I  can  remain 
no  longer." 

Having  written  this,  Mother  Bunch  threw  into  the  fire 
the  infamous  letter,  which  seemed  to  burn  her  hands.  Then, 
taking  a  last  look  at  her  chamber,  furnished  so  comfortably, 
she  shuddered  involuntarily  as  she  thought  of  the  misery 
that  awaited  her — a  misery  more  frightful  than  that  of 
which  she  had  already  been  the  victim,  for  Agricola's  mother 
had  departed  with  Gabriel,  and  the  unfortunate  girl  could 
no  longer,  as  formerly,  be  consoled  in  her  distress  by  the 
almost  maternal  affection  of  Dagobert's  wife.  To  live  alone 
— quite  alone — with  the  thought  that  her  fatal  passion  for 
Agricola  was  laughed  at  by  everybody,  perhaps  even  by 
himself — such  were  the  future  prospects  of  the  hunchback. 
This  future  terrified  her — a  dark  desire  crossed  her  mind — she 
shuddered,  and  an  expression  of  bitter  joy  contracted  her  fea- 
tures. Resolved  to  go,  she  made  some  steps  towards  the 
door,  when,  in  passing  before  the  fireplace,  she  saw  her  own 
image  in  the  glass,  pale  as  death,  and  clothed  in  black ;  then  it 
struck  her  that  she  wore  a  dress  which  did  not  belong  to 
her,  and  she  remembered  a  passage  in  the  letter,  which  al- 
luded to  the  rags  she  had  on  before  she  entered  that  house. 
"True !"  said  she,  with  a  heart-breaking  smile,  as  she  looked 
at  her  black  garments ;  "they  would  call  me  a  thief." 

And,   taking  her  candle,   she  entered  the   little  dressing- 
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room,  and  put  on  again  the  poor,  old  clothes,  which  she  had 
preserved  as  a  sort  of  pious  remembrance  of  her  misfortui 

Only  at  this  instant   did   her   tears   flow   abundantly.     She 
wept — not  in  sorrow  at  resuming  the  garb  of  misery,  but  in 

gratitude;  for  all  the  comforts  around  her.  to  which  she  was 

about  to  bid  an  eternal  adieu,  recalled  to  her  mind  al 

step   the   delicacy   and   goodness   of    Mdlle.    de   Cardoville: 

therefore,  yielding  to  an  almost   involuntary   imp!  iter 

she  had  put  on  her  poor,  old  clothes,  she  fell  on  her  k< 
in  the  middle  of  the  room.  and.  addressing  herself  in  thought 
to  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville.  she  exclaimed,  in  a  voice  broken  by 
convulsive  sobs :    "Adieu !  oh,   for  ever,  adieu ! — You,  that 
deigned  to  call  me  friend — and  sister!" 

Suddenly,  she  rose  in  alarm  :  she  heard  steps  in  the  o 
ridor,  which  led  from  the  garden  to  one  of  the  doors  of  her 
apartment,  the  other  door  opening  into  the  parlor.  It  was 
Florine,  who  (alas!  too  late)  was  bringing  back  the  manu- 
script. Alarmed  at  this  noise  of  footsteps,  and  believing 
herself  already  the  laughing-stock  of  the  house,  Mother 
Bunch  rushed  from  the  room,  hastened  across  the  parlor, 
gained  the  court-yard,  and  knocked  at  the  window  of  the 
porter's   lodge.     The   house-door   opened,    and    immediately 

closed  upon  her.     And  so  the  workgirl  left  Cardoville  House. 
*  *  *  *  *  *  * 

Adrienne  was  thus  deprived  of  a  devoted,  faithful,  and 
vigilant  guardian.  Rodin  was  delivered  from  an  active  and 
sagacious  antagonist,  whom  he  had  always,  with  good  rea- 
son, feared.  Having,  as  we  have  seen,  guessed  Mother 
Bunch's  love  for  Agricola,  and  knowing  her  to  be  a  poet,  the 
Jesuit  supposed,  logically  enough,  that  she  must  have  written 
secretly  some  verses  inspired  by  this  fatal  and  conce 
passion.  Hence  the  order  given  to  Florine,  to  try  and  dis- 
cover some  written  evidence  of  this  love;  hence  this  letter, 
so  horribly  effective  in  its  coarse  ribaldry,  of  which,  it  n 
be    observed,    Florine    did    not    know    the    coi  having 

received  it  after  communicating  a  summary  of  the  contents 
of  the  manuscript,  which,  the  first  tin  had  only  glai 

through  without  taking  it  away.     We  have  said,  that  Flori 
yielding    too    late    to    a    generous    repentance,    had    reached 
Mother    Bunch's   apartment,    just    a-    the   latter   quitted    the 
house  in  consternation. 

Perceiving  a  light  in  the  dressing-room,  the  waiting-maid 
hastened   thither.     She    saw   upon   a  chair   the    black    <! 
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that  Mother  Bunch  had  just  taken  off,  and,  a  few  steps 
further,  the  shabby  little  trunk,  open  and  empty,  in  which 
she  had  hitherto  preserved  her  poor  garments.  Florine's 
heart  sank  within  her ;  she  ran  to  the  secretary ;  the  disorder 
of  the  card-board  boxes,  the  note  for  five  hundred  francs 
left  by  the  side  of  the  two  lines  written  to  Mdlle.  de  Cardo- 
ville,  all  proved  that  her  obedience  to  Rodin's  orders  had 
borne  fatal  fruit,  and  that  Mother  Bunch  had  quitted  the 
house  for  ever.  Finding  the  uselessness  of  her  tardy  reso- 
lution, Florine  resigned  herself  with  a  sigh  to  the  necessity 
of  delivering  the  manuscript  to  Rodin.  Then,  forced  by  the 
fatality  of  her  miserable  position  to  console  herself  for  evil 
by  evil,  she  considered  that  the  hunchback's  departure  would 
at  least  make  her  treachery  less  dangerous. 

*p  3|*  *|^  J|*  *J>  *J*  J^ 

Two  days  after  these  events,  Adrienne  received  the  fol- 
lowing note  from  Rodin,  in  answer  to  a  letter  she  had  writ- 
ten him,  to  inform  him  of  the  work-girl's  inexplicable  de- 
parture : — 

"My  Dear  Young  Lady, — Obliged  to  set  out  this  morning  for  the 
factory  of  the  excellent  M.  Hardy,  whither  I  am  called  by  an  affair  of 
importance,  it  is  impossible  for  me  to  pay  you  my  humble  respects. 
Vou  ask  me  what  I  think  of  the  disappearance  of  this  poor  girl?  I 
really  do  not  know.  The  future  will,  I  doubt  not,  explain  all  to  her 
advantage.  Only,  remember  what  I  told  you  at  Dr.  Baleinier's,  with 
regard  to  a  certain  society  and  its  secret  emissaries,  with  whom  it  has 
the  art  of  surrounding  those  it  wishes  to  keep  a  watch  on.  I  accuse  no 
one ;  but  let  us  only  recall  facts.  This  poor  girl  accused  me ;  and  I  am, 
as  you  know,  the  most  faithful  of  your  servants.  She  possessed  noth- 
ing ;  and  yet  five  hundred  francs  were  found  in  her  secretray.  You 
loaded  her  with  favors ;  and  she  leaves  your  house  without  even  ex- 
plaining the  cause  of  this  extraordinary  flight.  I  draw  no  conclusion, 
my  dear  young  lady;  I  am  always  unwilling  to  condemn  without  evi- 
dence ;  but  reflect  upon  all  this,  and  be  on  your  guard,  for  you  have 
perhaps  escaped  a  great  danger.  Be  more  circumspect  and  suspicious 
than  ever;  such  at  least  is  the  respectful  advice  of  your  most  obedient, 
humble  servant,  "Rodin/' 


CHAPTER  XLIX. 

THE  TRYSTING-PLACE  OF  THE  WOLVES. 

It  was  a  Sunday  morning — the  very  day  on  which  Mdlle. 
de  Cardoville  had  received  Rodin's  letter  with  regard  to 
Mother  Bunch's  disappearance.     Two  men  were  talking  to- 
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gether,  seated  at  a  table  in  one  of  the  public  bouses  in  the 
little  village  of  Villiers,  situated  at  no  great  i 
Hardy's  factory.     The  village  was  for  the  most  part  inhab- 
ited  by  quarrymen  and   stonecutters,   em;. loud   in    work 
the  neighboring  quarries.     Nothing  can  be  ruder  and  n 
laborious,  and  at  the  same  time  less  adequately  paid,  than 
the  work  of  this  class  of  people.     There  tore,   as 
had  told  Mother  Bunch,  they  drew  painful  comparisons  be- 
tween their  condition,  almost  always  mis  and  the  com- 
fort and  comparative  ease  enjoyed  by  M.  Hardy's  workmen, 
thanks  to  his  generous  and  intelligent  management,  and  to 
the  principles  of  association  and  community  which  he  had 
put  in  practice  amongst  them.     Misery  and   ignorance  are 
always  the  cause  of  great  evils.     Misery  is  easily  excited  to 
anger,  and  ignorance  soon  yields  to  perfidious  counsels. 
a  long  time,  the  happiness  of  M.  Hardy's  workmen  had  been 
naturally  envied,  but  not  with  a  jealosy  amounting  to  hatred. 
As  soon,  however,  as  the  secret  enemies  of  the  manufacturer, 
uniting  with  his  rival   Baron  Tripeaud,  had  an   interest   in 
changing  this  peaceful  state  of  things — it  changed  accord- 
ingly. 

With  diabolical  skill  and  perseverance  they  succeeded  in 
kindling  the  most  evil  passions.     By  means  of  chosen  emis- 
saries, they  applied  to  those  quarrymen  and  stonecu; 
the  neighborhood,  whose  bad  conduct  had  aggravated  their 
misen'.  Notorious  for  their  turbulence,  audacity,  and  em 
these  men  might  exercise  a  dangerous  influence  on  the  ma- 
jority of  their  companions,   who   were  peaceful,   labori 
and  honest,  but  easily  intimidated  by  violence.     These  tur- 
bulent  leaders,   previously   embittered   by   misfortune,    v 
soon  impressed  with  an  exaggerated  idea  of  the  happiness  of 
M.   Hardy's  workmen,  and  excited  to  a  jealous  hatred   of 
them.     They  went  still   further;  the  incendiary  sermons  of 
an  abbe,  a  member  of  the  Jesuits,  who  had  o 
from  Paris  to  preach  during  Lent  against  M.   Hardy,  acted 
powerfully  on  the  minds  of  the  women,  who  idled  the  church, 
whilst  their  husbands  were  haunting  the  taverns.     Profiting 
by  the  growing   fear,   which   the  approach   of   the   < 
then   inspired,   the  preacher   struck   with   terror   t.  .  eak 

and  credulous  imagination-  by  pointing  to  M.  Hard;, 
tory  as  a  centre  of  corruption  and  damnation,  capable 
drawing  down  the  vengeance  of  Heaven,  and  bringing  the 
fatal    scourge   upon    the   country.     Tin:-    the    men.    already 
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inflamed  with  envy,  were  still  more  excited  by  the  incessant 
urgency  of  their  wives,  who,  maddened  by  the  abbe's  ser- 
mons, poured  their  curses  on  that  band  of  atheists,  who  might 
bring  down  so  many  misfortunes  upon  them  and  their  chil- 
dren. Some  bad  characters,  belonging  to  the  factory  of 
Baron  Tripeaud,  and  paid  by  him  (for  it  was  a  great  interest 
the  honorable  manufacturer  had  in  the  ruin  of  M.  Hardy), 
came  to  augment  the  general  irritation,  and  to  complete  it  by 
raising  one  of  those  alarming  union-questions,  which  in  our 
day  have  unfortunately  caused  so  much  bloodshed.  Many 
of  M.  Hardy's  workmen,  before  they  entered  his  employ,  had 
belonged  to  a  society  or  union,  called  the  Devourers ;  while 
many  of  the  stonecutters  in  the  neighboring  quarries  belonged 
to  a  society  called  the  Wolves.  Now,  for  a  long  time,  an 
implacable  rivalry  had  existed  between  the  Wolves  and  De- 
vourers, and  brought  about  many  sanguinary  struggles,  which 
are  the  more  to  be  deplored,  as,  in  some  respects,  the  idea 
of  these  unions  is  excellent,  being  founded  on  the  fruitful 
and  mighty  principle  of  association.  But  unfortunately,  in- 
stead of  embracing  all  trades  in  one  'fraternal  communion, 
these  unions  break  up  the  working-class  into  distinct  and 
hostile  societies,  whose  rivalry  often  leads  to  bloody  collis- 
sions.*  For  the  last  week,  the  Wolves,  excited  by  so  many 
different  importunities,  burned  to  discover  an  occasion  or  a 
pretext  to  come  to  blows  with  the  Devourers ;  but  the  latter, 
not  frequenting  the  public-houses,  and  hardly  leaving  the 
factory  during  the  week,  had  hitherto  rendered  such  a  meet- 


*  Let  it  be  noted,  to  the  working-man's  credit,  that  such  outrageous 
scenes  become  more  and  more  rare  as  he  is  enlightened  to  the  full  con- 
sciousness of  his  worth.  Such  better  tendencies  are  to  be  attributed 
to  the  just  influence  of  an  excellent  tract  on  trades'  union,  written  by 
M.  Agricole  Perdignier,  and  published  in  1841,  Paris.  This  author, 
a  joiner,  founded  at  his  own  expense  an  establishment  in  the  Fau- 
bourg St.  Antoine,  where  some  forty  or  fifty  of  his  trade  lodged,  and 
were  given,  after  the  day's  work,  a  course  of  geometry,  etc.,  applied  to 
wood-carving.  We  went  to  one  of  the  lectures,  and  found  as  much 
clearness  in  the  professor  as  attention  and  intelligence  in  the  audi- 
ence. At  ten,  after  reading  selections,  all  the  lodgers  retire,  forced 
by  their  scanty  wages  to  sleep,  perhaps,  four  in  a  room.  M.  Perdig- 
nier informed  us  that  study  and  instruction  were  such  powerful 
ameliorators,  that,  during  six  years,  he  had  only  one  of  his  lodgers  to 
expel.  "In  a  few  days,"  he  remarked,  "the  bad  eggs  find  out  this  is 
no  place  for  them  to  addle  sound  ones !"  We  are  happy  to  here  render 
public  homage  to  a  learned  and  upright  man,  devoted  to  his  fellow- 
workmen. 
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ing  impossible,  and   the   Wolves   bad   been    forced   to   wait 
for  the  Sunday  with  ferocious  impatience. 

Moreover,  a  great  number  of  the  quarrymen  and  stone- 
cutters, being  peaceable  and  hard-working  people,  had  re- 
fused, though  Wolves  themselves,  to  join  this  hostile  mani- 
festation against  the  Devourers  of  M.  Hardy's  factory;  the 
leaders  had  been  obliged  to  recruit  their  forces  from  tin- 
vagabonds  and  idlers  of  the  barriers,  whom  the  attraction  of 
tumult  and  disorder  had  easily  enlisted  under  the  flag  of  the 
warlike  Wolves.  Such  then  was  the  dull  fermentation, 
which  agitated  the  little  village  of  Villiers.  whilst  the  two 
men  of  whom  we  have  spoken  were  at  table  in  the  public- 
house. 

These  men  had  asked  for  a  private  room,  that  they  might 
be  alone.  One  of  them  was  still  young,  and  pretty  well 
dressed.  But  the  disorder  in  his  clothes,  his  loose  cravat, 
his  shirt  spotted  with  wine,  his  dishevelled  hair,  his  look  of 
fatigue,  his  marble  complexion,  his  bloodshot  eyes,  announced 
that  a  night  of  debauch  had  preceded  this  morning  ;  whilst 
his  abrupt  and  heavy  gesture,  his  hoarse  voice,  his  look, 
sometimes  brilliant,  and  sometimes  stupid,  proved  that  to 
the  last  fumes  of  the  intoxication  of  the  night  before,  were 
joined  the  first  attacks  of  a  new  state  of  drunkenness.  The 
companion  of  this  man  said  to  him,  as  he  touched  his  glass 
with  his  own :  "Your  health,  my  boy !" 

"Yours!"  answered  the  young  man;  "though  you  look  to 
me  like  the  devil." 

"I!— the  devil?" 

"Yes." 

"Why?" 

"How  did  you  come  to  know  me?" 

"Do  you  repent  that  you  ever  knew  me?" 

"Who  told  you  that  f  was  a  prisoner  at  Sainte-Pelagie?" 

"Didn't  I  take  you  out  of  prison?" 

"Why  did  you  take  me  out?" 

"Because  I  have  a  good  heart." 

"You  are  very  fond  of  me,  perhaps — just  as  the  butcher 
likes  the  ox  that  he  drives  to  the  slaughter-hou 

"Are  you  mad?" 

"A  man  does  not  pay  a  hundred  thousand  francs  for  an- 
other without  a  motive." 

"I  have  a  motive." 

"What  is  it?  what  do  you  want  to  do  with  me?" 
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"A  jolly  companion,  that  will  spend  his  money  like  a  man, 
and  pass  every  night  like  the  last.  Good  wine,  good  cheer, 
pretty  girls,  and  gay  songs.     Is  that  such  a  bad  trade?" 

After  he  had  remained  a  moment  without  answering,  the 
young  man  replied  with  a  gloomy  air:  "Why,  on  the  eve  of 
my  leaving  prison,  did  you  attach  this  condition  to  my 
freedom,  that  I  should  write  to  my  mistress  to  tell  her  that 
[  would  never  see  her  again !  Why  did  you  exact  this  letter 
from  me?" 

"A  sigh!  what,  are  you  still  thinking  of  her?" 

"Always." 

"You  are  wrong.  Your  mistress  is  far  from  Paris  by  this 
time.  I  saw  her  get  into  the  stage-coach,  before  I  came  to 
take  you  out  of  Sainte-Pelagie." 

"Yes,  I  was  stifled  in  that  prison.  To  get  out,  I  would 
have  given  my  soul  to  the  devil.  You  thought  so,  and 
therefore  you  came  to  me ;  only,  instead  of  my  soul,  you 
took  Cephyse  from  me.  Poor  Bacchanal-Queen !  And  why 
did  you  do  it?     Thousand  thunders!     Will  you  tell  me!" 

"A  man  as  much  attached  to  his  mistress  as  you  are  is 
no  longer  a  man.  He  wants  energy,  when  the  occasion 
requires." 

"What  occasion?" 

"Let  us  drink!" 

"You  make  me  drink  too  much  brandy." 

"Bah  !  look  at  me  !" 

"That's  what  frightens  me.  It  seems  something  devilish. 
A  bottle  of  brandy  does  not  even  make  you  wink.  You 
must  have  a  stomach  of  iron  and  a  head  of  marble." 

"I  have  long  travelled  in  Russia.  There  we  drink  to  roast 
ourselves." 

"And  here  to  only  warm.     So — let's  drink — but  wine." 

''Nonsense !  wine  is  fit  for  children.  Brandy  for  men  like 
vis !" 

"Well,  then,  brandy;  but  it  burns,  and  sets  the  head  on 
fire,  and  then  we  see  all  the  flames  of  hell !" 

"That's  how  I  like  to  see  you,  hang  it!" 

"But  when  you  told  me  that  I  was  too  much  attached 
to  my  mistress,  and  that  I  should  want  energy  when  the 
occasion  required,  of  what  occasion  did  you  speak?" 

"Let  us  drink !" 

"Stop  a  moment,  comrade.  I  am  no  more  of  a  fool  than 
vithers.     Your  half-words  have  taught  me  something." 
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"Well,  uhat?" 

"You  know  that  I  have  heen  a  workman,  thai  I  hava 
many  companions,  and  that,  being  a  good  fellow,  1  am  much 
liked  amongst  them.     You  want  me  for  a  catspaw,  to  catch 

other  chestnuts  ?" 
"What  then:" 

"You  must  be  some  getter-up  of  riots — some  speculator 

in  revolts." 

"What  next?" 

"You  are  travelling  for  some  anonymous  society,  that 
trades  in  musket-shots." 

"Are  you  a  coward?" 

"I  burned  powder  in  July,  I  can  tell  you— make  no  mis- 
takes!" 

"You  would  not  mind  burning  some  again?" 

"Just  as  well  that  sort  of  fireworks  as  any  other.     Only 
I  find  revolutions  more  agreeable  than  useful;  all  that  1  got 
from  the  barricades  of  the  three  days  was  burnt  breeches 
and  a  lost  jacket.     All  the  cause  won  by  me,  with  its  '1 
ward!  March!'  says." 

"You  know  many  of  Hardy's  workmen?" 

"Oh !  that's  why  you  have  brought  me  down  here  ?" 

"Yes — you  will  meet  with  many  of  the  workmen  from 
the  factory." 

"Men  from  Hardy's  take  part  in  a  row?  No,  no;  they 
are  too  well  off  for  that.    You  have  been  sold." 

"You  will  see  presently." 

"I  tell  you  they  are  well  off.  What  have  they  to  com- 
plain of  ?" 

"What  of  their  brethren — those  who  have  not  so  good  a 
master,  and  die  of  hunger  and  misery,  and  call  on  them  for 
assistance?  Do  you  think  they  will  remain  deaf  to  such  a 
summons?  Hardy  is  only  an  exception.  Let  the  people  but 
give  a  good  pull  all  together,  and  the  exception  will  heroine 
the  rule,  and  all  the  world  be  happy." 

"What  you  say  there  is  true,  hut  it  would  he  a 
pull  that  would  make  an  honest  man  out  of  my  old  ma 
Baron  Tripeaud,  who  made  me  what  I  am — an  out-and-out 
rip." 

"Hardy's  workmen  arc  coming;   you   are  their  nuiir:; 
and  have  no  interest  in  deceiving  them.      They  will 
you.     Join  with  me  in  persuading  them " 

"To  what?" 
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"To  leave  this  factory,  in  which  they  grow  effeminate  and 
selfish,  and  forget  their  brothers." 

"But  if  they  leave  the  factory,  how  are  they  to  live?" 

"We  will  provide  for  that — on  the  great  day." 

"And  what's  to  be  done  till  then?" 

"What  you  have  done  last  night — drink,  laugh,  sing,  and, 
by  way  of  work,  exercise  themselves  privately  in  the  use  of 
arms." 

"Who  will  bring  these  workmen  here?" 

"Some  one  has  already  spoken  to  them.  They  have  had 
printed  papers,  reproaching  them  with  indifference  to  their 
brothers.     Come,  will  you  support  me?" 

"I'll  support  you — the  more  readily  as  I  cannot  very  well 
support  myself.  I  only  cared  for  Cephyse  in  the  world;  I 
know  that  I  am  on  a  bad  road ;  you  are  pushing  me  on 
further ;  let  the  ball  roll ! — Whether  we  go  to  the  devil  one 
way  or  the  other  is  not  of  much  consequence.     Let's  drink." 

"Drink  to  our  next  night's  fun ;  the  last  was  only  ap- 
prenticeship." 

"Of  what  then  are  you  made?  I  looked  at  you,  and  never 
saw  you  either  blush  or  smile,  or  change  countenance.  You 
are  like  a  man  of  iron." 

"I  am  not  a  lad  of  fifteen.  It  would  take  something  more 
to  make  me  laugh.     I  shall  laugh  to-night." 

"I  don't  know  if  it's  the  brandy;  but,  devil  take  me,  if 
you  don't  frighten  me  when  you  say  you  shall  laugh  to- 
night !" 

So  saying,  the  young  man  rose,  staggering ;  he  began  to 
be  once  more  intoxicated. 

There  was  a  knock  at  the  door.  "Come  in !"  The  host 
made  his  appearance. 

"What's  the  matter?" 

"There's  a  young  man  below,  who  calls  himself  Olivier. 
He  asks  for  M.  Morok." 

"That's  right.     Let  him  come  up."     The  host  went  out. 

"It  is  one  of  our  men,  but  he  is  alone,"  said  Morok,  whose 
savage  countenance  expressed  disappointment.  "It  aston- 
ishes me,  for  I  expected  a  good  number.  Do  you  know  him?" 

"Olivier?     Yes — a  fair  chap,  I  think." 

"We  shall  see  him  directly.  Here  he  is."  A  young  man, 
with  an  open,  bold,  intelligent  countenance,  at  this  moment 
entered  the  room. 
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"What!  old  SleepinbutT !"  he  exclaimed,  at  sight  of 
Morok's  companion. 

"Myself.   1  have  not  seen  you  for  an  age,  Olivier." 

"Simple  enough,  my  boy.  We  do  not  work  at  the  same 
place.'' 

"But  you  are  alone!"  cried  Morok;  and  pointing  to 
inhuff,  he  added:  "You  may  speak  before  him— he 
of  us.     But  why  are  you  alone?" 

"I  come  alone,  but  in  the  name  of  my  comrades." 

"Oh!"  said  Morok,  with  a  sigh  of  satisfaction,  "they 
consent." 

"They  refuse — just  as  I  do!" 

"What,  the  devil!  they  refuse?  Have  they  no  more  cour- 
age than  women?"  cried  Morok,  grinding  his  teeth  with 
rage. 

"Hark  ye,"  answered  Olivier,  coolly.    "We  have  recei-. 
your  letters,  and  seen  your  agent.     We  have  had  proof  that 
he  is  really  connected  with  great  societies,  many  members  of 
which  are  known  to  us." 

"Well !  why  do  you  hesitate?" 

"First  of  all,  nothing  proves  that  these  societies  are  ready 
to  make  a  movement." 

"I  tell  you  they  are." 

"He — tells  you — they  are,"  said  Sleepinbuff,  stammering: 
"and  I   (hie!)  affirm  it.     Forward!     March!" 

"That's  not  enough,"  replied  Olivier.  "Besides,  we  have 
reflected  upon  it.  For  a  week  the  factory  was  divided.  Even 
vesterday  the  discussion  was  too  warm  to  be  pleasant.  I  hit 
this  morning  Father  Simon  called  us  to  him;  we  explained 
ourselves  fully  before  him,  and  he  brought  us  all  to 
mind.  We  mean  to  wait,  and  if  any  disturbance  breaks 
we  shall  see." 

"Is  that  your  final  word?" 

"It  is  our  last  word." 

"Silence!"  cried  Sleepinbuff,  suddenly,  as  he  listened,  bal- 
ancing himself  on  his  tottering  legs.     "It   i>  like  the  n 
of  a  crowd  not  far  off."     A  dull  sound  was  indeed  audible, 
which  became  every  moment  more  and  more  distinct,  ai. 
length  grew    formidable. 

"What  is  that?"  said  Olivier,  in  surprise. 

"Now,"  replied  Morok.  smiling  with  a  sini-U-r  air.  "I 
remember  the  host  told  me  there  was  ;t  ferment  in  the 

village   against   the    factory.      If   you   and   your   other  com- 
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rades  had  separated  from  Hardy's  other  workmen,  as  I  hoped, 
these  people  who  are  beginning  to  howl  would  have  been  for 
you,  instead  of  against  you." 

"This  was  a  trap,  then,  to  set  one  half  of  M.  Hardy's 
workmen  against  the  other!"  cried  Olivier;  "you  hoped  that 
we  should  make  common  cause  with  these  people  against 
the  factory,  and  that " 

The  young  man  had  not  time  to  finish.  A  terrible  out- 
burst of  shouts,  howls,  and  hisses  shook  the  tavern.  At  thv« 
same  instant  the  door  was  abruptly  opened,  and  the  host, 
pale  and  trembling,  hurried  into  the  chamber,  exclaiming: 
"Gentlemen!  do  any  of  you  work  at  M.  Hardy's  factory?" 

"I  do,"  said  Olivier. 

"Then  you  are  lost.  Here  are  the  Wolves  in  a  body,  say- 
ing there  are  Devourers  here  from  M.  Hardy's,  and  offering 
them  battle — unless  the  Devourers  will  give  up  the  factory, 
and  range  themselves  on  their  side." 

"It  was  a  trap,  there  can  be  no  doubt  of  it !"  cried  Olivier, 
looking  at  Morok  and  Sleepinbuff,  with  a  threatening  air; 
"if  my  mates  had  come,  we  were  all  to  be  let  in." 

"I  lay  a  trap,  Olivier?"  stammered  Jacques  Rennepont. 
"Never !" 

"Battle  to  the  Devourers !  or  let  them  join  the  Wolves !" 
cried  the  angry  crowd  with  one  voice,  as  they  appeared 
to  invade  the  house. 

"Come !"  exclaimed  the  host.  Without  giving  Olivier 
time  to  answer,  he  seized  him  by  the  arm,  and  opening  a 
window  which  led  to  a  roof  at  no  very  great  height  from 
the  ground,  he  said  to  him :  "Make  your  escape  by  this  win- 
dow, let  yourself  slide  down,  and  gain  the  fields ;  it  is  time." 

As  the  young  workman  hesitated,  the  host  added,  with  a 
look  of  terror: 

"Alone,  against  a  couple  of  hundred,  what  can  you  do? 
A  minute  more,  and  you  are  lost.  Do  you  not  hear  them  ? 
They  have  entered  the  yard  ;  they  are  coming  up." 

Indeed,  at  this  moment,  the  groans,  the  hisses,  and  cheers 
redoubled  in  violence ;  the  wooden  staircase  which  led  to  the 
first  story  shook  beneath  the  quick  steps  of  many  persons, 
and  the  shout  arose,  loud  and  piercing:  "Battle  to  the 
Devourers !" 

"Fly,  Olivier!"  cried  Sleepinbuff,  almost  sobered  by  the 
danger. 

Hardly  had  he  pronounced  the  words  when  the  door  of  the 
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large  room,  which  communicated  with  the  small  one  in  which 
they  were,  was  hurst  open  with  a  frightful  crash. 

"Here  they  are!"'  cried  the  host,  clasping  his  hands  in 
alarm.  Then,  running  to  Olivier,  he  pushed  hurt,  as  it 
were,  out  of  the  window;  fur,  with  one  fool  on  the  sill,  tin 
workman  still  hesitated. 

The  window  once  closed,   the  publican   returned   towai 
Morok  the  instant  the  latter  entered  the  large  room,  into 
which  the  leaders  of  the  Wolves  had  just   forced  an  entry, 
whilst  their  companions  were  vociferating  in  the  yard  and 
on  the  staircase.    Eight  or  ten  of  these  madmen,  urged  by 
others  to  take  part  in  these  scenes  of  disorder,  had  rusl 
first  into  the  room,  with  countenances  in  darned  by  wine  and 
anger;    most    of    them    were    armed    with    long    stick-.     A 
blaster,  of  Herculean  strength  and  stature,  with  an  old 
handkerchief  ahout  his  head,  its  ragged  ends  streaming  over 
his  shoulders,   miserahly  dressed   in  a  half-worn   goat-skin, 
brandished  an  iron  drilling-rod,  and  appeared  to  direct  the 
movements.     With    bloodshot    eyes,    threatening    and    f< 
cious  countenance,  he  advanced  towards  the  small  room,  as 
if  to  drive  hack  Morok,  and  exclaimed,  in  a  voice  of  thunder: 
"Where  are  the  Devourers? — the  Wolves  will  eat  'em  up!" 

The  host  hastened  to  open  the  door  of  the  small  room, 
saving:  "There  is  no  one  here,  my  friends — no  one.  Look 
for  yourselves." 

"It  is  true,"  said  the  quarryman,  surprised,  after  peeping 
into  the  room;  "where  are  they,  then?  We  were  told  there 
were  a  dozen  of  them  here.  They  should  have  marched 
with  us  against  the  factory,  or  there'd  'a  been  a  battle,  and 
the  Wolves  would  have  tried  their  teeth  !" 

"If  they  have  not  come,"  said  another,  "they  will  come. 
Let's  wait." 

"Yes,  yes ;  we  will  wait  for  them." 

"We  will  look  close  at  each  other." 

"If  the  Wolves  want  to  see  the  Devourers,"  said  Morok, 
"why  not  go  and  howl  round  the  factory  of  the  miscreant 
atheists?  At  the  first  howl  of  the  Wolves  they  will  come- 
out,  and  give  vou  battle." 

"They  will  give  you— battle,"  repeated  Sleepinbuff,  me- 
chanically. ... 

"Unless  the  Wolves  are  afraid  of  the  Devourers,     added 

Morok. 

"Since  vou  talk  of   fear,  you  shall   kr<>  with  us.  and 
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who's  afraid !"  cried  the  formidable  blaster,  and  in  a  thun- 
dering voice,  he  advanced  towards  Morok. 

A  number  of  voices  joined  in  with,  "Who  says  the  Wolves 
are  afraid  of  the  Devourers?" 

"It  would  be  the  first  time !" 

"Battle!  battle!  and  make  an  end  of  it!" 

"We  are  tired  of  all  this.  Why  should  we  be  so  miser- 
able, and  they  so  well  off?" 

"They  have  said  that  quarrymen  are  brutes,  only  fit  to 
turn  wheels  in  a  shaft,  like  dogs  to  turn  spits,"  cried  an 
emissary  of  Baron  Tripeaud's. 

"And  that  the  Devourers  would  make  themselves  caps 
with  wolf-skin,"  added  another. 

"Neither  they  nor  their  wives  ever  go  to  mass.  They 
are  pagans  and  dogs!"  cried  an  emissary  of  the  preaching 
abbe. 

"The  men  might  keep  their  Sunday  as  they  pleased;  but 
their  wives  not  to  go  to  mass ! — it  is  abominable." 

"And,  therefore,  the  curate  has  said  that  their  factory, 
because  of  its  abominations,  might  bring  down  the  cholera 
on  the  country." 

"True !  he  said  that  in  his  sermon." 

"Our  wives  heard  it." 

"Yes,  yes ;  down  with  the  Devourers,  who  want  to  bring 
the  cholera  on  the  country !" 

"Hooray,  for  a  fight !"  cried  the  crowd  in  chorus. 

"To  the  factory,  my  brave  Wolves !"  cried  Morok,  with 
the  voice  of  a  Stentor;  "on  to  the  factory!" 

"Yes!  to  the  factory!  to  the  factory!"  repeated  the  crowd, 
with  furious  stamping ;  for,  little  by  little,  all  who  could 
force  their  way  into  the  room,  or  up  the  stairs,  had  there 
collected  together. 

These  furious  cries  recalling  Jacques  for  a  moment  to  his 
senses,  he  whispered  to  Morok:  "It  is  slaughter  you  would 
provoke?     I  wash  my  hands  of  it." 

"We  shall  have  time  to  let  them  know  at  the  factory. 
We  can  give  these  fellows  the  slip  on  the  road,"  answered 
Morok.  Then  he  cried  aloud,  addressing  the  host,  who  was 
terrified  at  this  disorder :  "Brandy ! — let  us  drink  to  the 
health  of  the  brave  Wolves !  I  will  stand  treat."  He  threw 
some  money  to  the  host,  who  disappeared,  and  soon  re- 
turned with  several  bottles  of  brandy,  and  some  glasses. 

"What!  glasses?"  cried   Morok.     "Do  jolly  companions, 
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like  we  are,  drink  out  of  glas-'  lying,  he  Forced  out 

one  of  the  corks,  raised  the  neck  oi  the  bottle  to  his  lips, 
and,  having  drunk  a  deep  draught,  passed  it  to  tl.  intic 

quarryman. 

"That's  the  thing!"  --aid  the  latter.  "Here's  in  honor  oi 
the  treat ! — None  but  a  sneak  will  refus  this  Stuff  will 

sharpen  the  Wolves'  teeth!" 

"Here's  to  your  health,  mates!"  said  Morok,  distributing 
the  bottles. 

"There  will  be  blood  at  the  end  of  all  this,"   mutter 
Sleepinbuff,  who,  in  spite  of  his  intoxication,  perceived  all 
the  danger  of  these  fatal  incitements.     Indeed,  a  larure  por- 
tion of  the  crowd  was  already  quitting  the  yard  of  the  public- 
house,  and  advancing  rapidly  towards  M.  Hardy's  factory. 

Those  of  the  workmen  and  inhabitants  of  the  village,  who 
had  not  chosen  to  take  any  part  in  this  movement  of  hos- 
tility (they  were  the  majority),  did  not  make  their  appear- 
ance, as  this  threatening  troop  passed  along  the  principal 
street;  but  a  good  number  of  women,  excited  to  fanaticism 
by  the  sermons  of  the  abbe,  encouraged  the  warlike  assem- 
blage with  their  cries.  At  the  head  of  the  troop  advanced 
the  gigantic  blaster,  brandishing  his  formidable  bar,  fol- 
lowed by  a  motley  mass,  armed  with  sticks  and  stones.  Their 
heads  still  warmed  by  their  recent  libations  of  brandy,  they 
had  now  attained  a  frightful  state  of  frenzy.  Their  counte- 
nances were  ferocious,  inflamed,  terrible.  This  unchaining 
of  the  worst  passions  seemed  to  forbode  the  most  deplor- 
able consequences.  Holding  each  other  arm-in-arm,  and 
walking  four  or  five  together,  the  Wolves  gave  vent  to  their 
excitement  in  war-songs,  which  closed  with  the  following 
verse : 

"Forward !  full  of  assurance  ! 

Let  us  try  our  vigorous  arms  ! 

They  have  wearied  out  our  prudence ; 

Let  us  show  we've  no  alarms. 

Sprung  from  a  monarch  glorious,* 

To-day   we'll   not   grow   pale, 

Whether  we  win  the  fight,  or  fail, 

Whether  we  die,  or  are  us  ! 

Children  of  Solomon,  mighty  king, 

All  your  efforts  together  hri: 

Till  in  triumph  we  shall  sing  !" 

*  The  Wolves  (among  others)  ascribe  the  instil  their  . 

pany    to    King    Solomon.      See    the    curi  k    by    II    Agricole 

Perdignier,  from  which  the  war-song  is  extracted. 
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Morok  and  Jacques  had  disappeared  whilst  the  tumultu- 
ous troop  were  leaving  the  tavern  to  hasten  to  the  factory. 


CHAPTER  L. 

THE  COMMON  DWELLING-HOUSE 

Whilst  the  Wolves,  as  we  have  just  seen,  prepared  a 
savage  attack  on  the  Devourers,  the  factory  of  M.  Hardy 
had  that  morning  a  festal  air,  perfectly  in  accordance  with 
the  serenity  of  the  sky ;  for  the  wind  was  from  the  north, 
and  pretty  sharp  for  a  fine  day  in  March.  The  clock  had 
just  struck  nine  in  the  Common  Dwelling-house  of  the 
workmen,  separated  from  the  workshops  by  a  broad  path 
planted  with  trees.  The  rising  sun  bathed  in  light  this  im- 
posing mass  of  buildings,  situated  a  league  from  Paris,  in  a 
gay  and  salubrious  locality,  from  which  were  visible  the 
woody  and  picturesque  hills,  that  on  this  side  overlook  the 
great  city.  Nothing  could  be  plainer,  and  yet  more  cheer- 
ful than  the  aspect  of  the  Common  Dwelling-house  of  the 
workmen.  Its  slanting  roof  of  red  tiles  projected  over  white 
walls,  divided  here  and  there  by  broad  rows  of  bricks,  which 
contrasted  agreeably  with  the  green  color  of  the  blinds  on 
the  first  and  second  stories. 

These  buildings,  open  to  the  south  and  east,  were  sur- 
rounded by  a  large  garden  of  about  ten  acres,  partly  planted 
with  trees,  and  partly  laid  out  in  fruit  and  kitchen-garden. 
Before  continuing  this  description,  which  perhaps  will  ap- 
pear a  little  like  a  fairy-tale,  let  us  begin  by  saying,  that  the 
wonders,  of  which  we  are  about  to  present  the  sketch,  must 
not  to  be  considered  Utopian  dreams  ;  nothing,  on  the  contrary, 
could  be  of  a  more  positive  character,  and  we  are  able  to  as- 
sert, and  even  to  prove  (what  in  our  time  is  of  great  weight 
and  interest),  that  these  wonders  were  the  result  of  an  ex- 
cellent speculation,  and  represented  an  investment  as  lucra- 
tive as  it  was  secure.  To  undertake  a  vast,  noble,  and  most 
useful  enterprise ;  to  bestow  on  a  considerable  number  of 
human  creatures  an  ideal  prosperity,  compared  with  the 
frightful,  almost  homicidal  doom,  to  which  they  are  gener- 
ally condemned ;  to  instruct  them,  and  elevate  them  in  their 
own  esteem ;  to  make  them  prefer  to  the  coarse  pleasures  of 
the  tavern,  or  rather  to  the  fatal  oblivion  which  they  find 
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there,  as  an  escape  from  the  consciou  [  their  deplora 

destiny,  the  pleasures,  of  the  intellect  and  the  enjoyments  of 

art;  in  a  word,  to  make  men  moral  by  making  them  happy. 
and  finally,  thanks  to  this  generous  exampl<  of  im- 

itation, to  take  a  place  amongst  the  benefac  I  humanity 

— and  yet.  at  the  same  time,  to  do,  as  it  were,  without  ki. 
ing  it,  an  excellent  stroke  of  business — may  appear  fabul 
And  yet  this  was  the  secret  of  the  wonders  of   which  we 
speak. 


Let   us   enter   the   interior   of   the    factory.     Ignorant 
Mother  Bunch's  cruel  disappearance.  Agricola 
up  to  the  most  happy  thoughts  as  he  recalled  Angela's  im- 
age, and,  having  finished  dressing  with  unusual  care,  went 
in  search  of  his  betrothed. 

Let  us  say  two  words  on  the  subject  of  the  lodging,  which 
the  smith  occupied  in  the  Common  Dwelling-house,  at  the 
incredibly  low  rate  of  seventy-five  francs  per  annum,  like 
the  other  bachelors  on  the  establishment.  This  lodging, 
situated  on  the  second  story,  was  comprised  of  a  capital 
chamber  and  bedroom,  with  a  southern  aspect,  and  looking 
on  the  garden ;  the  pine  floor  was  perfectly  white  and  clean  ; 
the  iron  bedstead  was  supplied  with  a  good  mattress  and 
warm  coverings ;  a  gas-burner  and  a  warm-air  pipe  were 
also  introduced  into  the  rooms,  to  furnish  light  and  heat  as 
required;  the  walls  were  hung  with  pretty  fancy  papering, 
and  had  curtains  to  match;  a  chest  of  drawers,  a  walnut 
table,  a  few  chairs,  a  small  library,  comprised  Agrio 
furniture.  Finally,  in  the  large  and  light  closet,  was  a  \ 
for  his  clothes,  a  dressing-table,  and  large  zinc  basin,  with 
an  ample  supply  of  water.     If  we  compare  this  ble, 

salubrious,  comfortable  lodging,   with  the  dark,  icy,  dil 
dated  garret,  for  which  the  worthy  fellow  paid  ninety  fi- 
at his  mother's,  and  to  get  to  which  he  had   nn  n  a 
league  and  a  half  to  go  every  erenii                   ill  un<: 
the   sacrifice   he   made    to    his   affection    for    that    excel 
woman. 

Agricola,  after  casting  a  last  glance  oi  tolerable  satisfad 
at  his  looking-glass,  while  he  combed  his  moustache  and  im- 
perial,  quitted  his  chamber,   to  go  and   join   Angela   m   the 
women's  workroom.     The  corridor,  along  which  he  ha 
pass,  was  broad,  well-lighted  from  above,  floored  with  | 
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&nd  extremely  clean.  Notwithstanding  some  seeds  of  dis- 
cord which  had  been  lately  sown  by  M.  Hardy's  enemies 
amongst  his  workmen,  until  now  so  fraternaly  united,  joy- 
ous songs  were  heard  in  almost  all  the  apartments  which 
skirted  the  corridor,  and,  as  Agricola  passed  before  several 
open  doors,  he  exchanged  a  cordial  good-morrow  with  many 
of  his  comrades.  The  smith  hastily  descended  the  stairs, 
crossed  the  court-yard,  in  which  was  a  grass-plot  planted 
with  trees,  with  a  fountain  in  the  centre,  and  gained  the 
other  wing  of  the  building.  There  was  the  workroom,  in 
which  a  portion  of  the  wives  and  daughters  of  the  associ- 
ated artisans,  who  happened  not  to  be  employed  in  the  fac- 
tory, occupied  themselves  in  making  up  the  linen.  This 
labor,  joined  to  the  enormous  saving  effected  by  the  pur- 
chase of  the  materials  wholesale,  reduced  to  an  incredible 
extent  the  price  of  each  article.  After  passing  through  this 
workroom,  a  vast  apartment  looking  on  the  garden,  well- 
aired  in  summer,*  and  well-warmed  in  winter,  Agricola 
knocked  at  the  door  of  the  rooms  occupied  by  Angela's 
mother. 

If  we  say  a  few  words  with  regard  to  this  lodging,  situ- 
ated on  the  first  story,  with  an  eastern  aspect,  and  also  look- 
ing on  the  garden,  it  is  that  we  may  take  it  as  a  specimen  of 
the  habitation  of  a  family  in  this  association,  supplied  at  the 
incredibly  small  price  of  one  hundred  and  twenty-five  francs 
per  annum. 

A  small  entrance,  opening  on  the  corridor,  led  to  a  large 
room,  on  each  side  of  which  was  a  smaller  chamber,  destined 
for  the  family,  when  the  boys  and  girls  were  too  big  to  con- 
tinue to  sleep  in  the  two  dormitories,  arranged  after  the 
fashion  of  a  large  school,  and  reserved  for  the  children  of 
both  sexes.  Every  night  the  superintendence  of  these  dor- 
mitories was  entrusted  to  a  father  and  mother  of  a  family, 
belonging  to  the  association.  The  lodging  of  which  we 
speak,  being,  like  all  the  others,  disencumbered  of  the  para- 
phernalia of  a  kitchen — for  the  cooking  was  done  in  common, 
and  on  a  large  scale,  in  another  part  of  the  building — was 
kept  extremely  clean.  A.  pretty  large  piece  of  carpet,  a  com- 
fortable arm-chair,  some  pretty-looking  china  on  a  stand  of 
well-polished  wood,  some  prints  hung  against  the  walls,  a 
clock  of  gilt  bronze,  a  bed,  a  chest  of  drawers,  and  a  mahog- 

*  See  Adolphe  Bobierre  "On  Air  and  Health,"  Paris,  1844. 
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any  secretary,  announced  that  the  inhabitants  of  this  apart- 
ment enjoyed  not  only  the  necessaries,  but  some  of  the 
luxuries  of  life.  Angela,  who,  from  mis  time,  mighl  be 
called  Agricola's  betrothed,  justified  in  every  point  the  flat- 
tering portrait  which  the  smith  had  drawn  of  her  in  his 
interview  with  poor  Mother  Bunch.  The  charming  girl, 
seventeen  years  of  age  at  must,  dressed  with  as  much  sim- 
plicity as  neatness,  was  seated  by  the  side  of  her  mother. 
When  Agricola  entered,  she  blushed  slightly  at  seeing  him. 
"Mademoiselle,"  said  Agricola,  "I  have  come  to  keep  mv 
promise,  if  your  mother  has  no  objection." 

"Certainly,  M.  Agricola,"  answered  the  mother  of  the 
young  girl,  cordially.  "She  would  not  go  over  the  Common 
Dwelling-house  with  her  father,  her  brother,  or  me,  because 
she  wished  to  have  that  pleasure  with  you  to-day.  It  is 
quite  right  that  you,  who  can  talk  so  well,  should  do  the 
honors  of  the  house  to  the  new-comer.  She  has  been  wait- 
ing for  you  an  hour,  and  with  such  impatience!" 

"Pray  excuse  me,  mademoiselle,"  said  Agricola,  gayly ; 
"in  thinking  of  the  pleasure  of  seeing  you,  I  forgot  the  hour. 
That  is  my  only  excuse." 

"Oh,  mother !"  said  the  young  girl,  in  a  tone  of  mild  re- 
proach, and  becoming  red  as  a  cherry,  "why  did  vou  say 
that?" 

"Is  it  true,  yes  or  no?     I  do  not  blame  you  for  it ;  on  the 
contrary.     Go  with  M.  Agricola,  child,  and  he  will  tell  you, 
better  than  I  can,  what  all  the  workmen  of  the  factory 
to  M.  Hardy." 

"M.  Agricola,"  said  Angela,  tying  the  ribbons  of  her  pretty 
cap,  "what  a  pity  that  your  good  little  adopted  sister  is  not 
with  us." 

"Mother  Bunch? — yes,  you  are  right,  mademoiselle;  but 
that  is  only  a  pleasure  put  off,  and  the  \isit  she  paid  us 
terday  will  not  be  the  last." 

Having  embraced  her  mother,  the  girl  took  Agricola's 
arm,  and  they  went  out  together. 

"Dear  me,  M.  Agricola,"  said  Angela:  "if  you  knew 
how  much  I  was  surprised  on  entering  tlii>  fine  house,  after 

being  accustomed  to  see  so  much  misery  amongst  the  | r 

workmen  in  our  country,  and  in  which  1  too  have  had  my 
share,  whilst  here  everybody  seems  happy  and  contented. 
It  is  really  like  fairy-land  ;  I   think   I  am  in  a  dream, 
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when  I  ask  my  mother  the  explanation  of  these  wonders, 
she  tells  me,  'M.  Agricola  will  explain  it  all  to  you.' ' 

"Do  you  know  why  I  am  so  happy  to  undertake  that  delight- 
ful task,  mademoiselle?"  said  Agricola,  with  an  accent  at 
once  grave  and  tender.    "Nothing  could  be  more  in  season." 

"Why  so,  M.  Agricola?" 

"Because,  to  show  you  this  house,  to  make  you  acquainted 
with  all  the  resources  of  our  association,  is  to  be  able  to 
say  to  you :  'Here,  the  workman,  sure  of  the  present,  sure 
of  the  future,  is  not,  like  so  many  of  his  poor  brothers, 
obliged  to  renounce  the  sweetest  want  of  the  heart — the 
desire  of  choosing  a  companion  for  life — in  the  fear  of  unit- 
ing misery  to  misery.'  " 

Angela  cast  down  her  eyes,  and  blushed. 

"Here  the  workman  may  safely  yield  to  the  hope  of 
knowing  the  sweet  joys  of  a  family,  sure  of  not  having  his 
heart  torn  hereafter  by  the  sight  of  the  horrible  privations 
of  those  who  are  dear  to  him ;  here,  thanks  to  order  and  in- 
dustry, and  the  wise  employment  of  the  strength  of  all, 
men,  women,  and  children  live  happy  and  contented.  In 
a  word,  to  explain  all  this  to  you,  mademoiselle,"  added 
Agricola,  smiling  with  a  still  more  tender  air,  "is  to  prove, 
that  here  we  can  do  nothing  more  reasonable  than  love, 
nothing  wiser  than  marry." 

"M.  Agricola,"  answered  Angela,  in  a  slightly  agitated 
voice,  and  blushing  still  more  as  she  spoke,  "suppose  we 
were  to  begin  our  walk." 

"Directly,  mademoiselle,"  replied  the  smith,  pleased  at 
the  trouble  he  had  excited  in  that  ingenuous  soul.  "But, 
come ;  we  are  near  the  dormitory  of  the  little  girls.  The 
chirping  birds  have  long  left  their  nests.     Let  us  go  there." 

"Willingly,  M.  Agricola." 

The  young  smith  and  Angela  soon  entered  a  spacious  dor- 
mitory, resembling  that  of  a  first-rate  boarding  school.  The 
little  iron  bedsteads  were  arranged  in  symmetrical  order ;  at 
each  end  were  the  beds  of  the  two  mothers  of  families,  who 
took  the  superintendence  by  turns. 

"Dear  me !  how  well  it  is  arranged,  M.  Agricola,  and  how 
neat  and  clean  !     Who  is  it  that  takes  such  good  care  of  it  ?" 

"The  children  themselves ;  we  have  no  servants  here.  There 
is  an  extraordinary  emulation  between  these  urchins — as  to 
who  shall  make  her  bed  most  neatly,  and  it  amuses  them 
quite  as  much  as  making  a  bed  for  their  dolls.    Little  girls, 
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you  know,  delight  in  playing  at  keeping  house.  Well,  here 
they  play  at  it  in  good  earnest,  and  the  house  is  admirably 
kept  in  consequence." 

"Oh!  I  understand.  They  turn  to  account  their  natural 
taste  for  all  such  kinds  of  amusement." 

"That  is  the  whole  secret.  You  will  see  their:  every- 
where usefully  occupied,  and  delighted  at  the  importance  of 
the  employments  given  them." 

"Oh,  M.  Agricola !"  said  Angela,  timidly,  "only  compare 
these  fine  dormitories,  so  warm  and  healthy,  with  the  1 
rible  icy  garrets,  where  children  are  heaped  pell-mell  on  a 
wretched  straw-mattress,  shivering  with  cold,  as  in  the  case 
with  almost  all  the  workmen's  families  in  our  country  !*' 

"And  in  Paris,  mademoiselle,  it  is  even  worse." 

"Oh!  how  kind,  generous,  and  rich  must  M,  Hardy  be, 
to  spend  so  much  money  in  doing  good !" 

"I  am  going  to  astonish  you,  mademoiselle !"  said  Agri- 
cola,  with  a  smile ;  "to  astonish  you  so  much,  that  perhaps 
you  will  not  believe  me." 

"Why  so,  M.  Agricola?" 

"There  is  not  certainly  in  the  world  a  man  with  a  better 
and  more  generous  heart  than  M.  Hardy ;  he  does  good  for 
its  own  sake,  and  without  thinking  of  his  personal  interest. 
And  yet,  Mdlle.  Angela,  were  he  the  most  selfish  and  avari- 
cious of  men,  he  would  still  find  it  greatly  to  his  advantage 
to  put  us  in  a  position  to  be  as  comfortable  as  we  arc.-' 

"Is  it  possible,  M.  Argciola?  You  tell  me  so,  and  I 
believe  it;  but  if  good  can  so  easily  be  done,  if  there  is  even 
an  advantage  in  doing  it,  why  is  it  not  more  commonly  at- 
tempted ?" 

"Ah!  mademoiselle,  it  requires  three  gifts  very  rarely  met 
with  in  the  same  person — knowledge,  power  and  will." 

"Alas!  yes.  Those  who  have  the  knowledge,  have  not 
the  power." 

"And  those  who  have  the  power,  have  neither  the  knowl- 
edge nor  the  will." 

"But  how  does  M.  Hardy  find  any  advantage  in  the  good 
he  does  for  you?" 

"I  will  explain  that  presently,  mademoiselle." 

"Oh,  what  a  nice,  sweet  smell  of  fruit!"  said  Angela, 
suddenly. 

"Our  common  fruit-store  is  close  at  hand.     I  wager  we 
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shall  find  there  some  of  the  little  birds  from  the  dormitory 
— not  occupied  in  picking  and  stealing,  but  hard  at  work." 

Opening  a  door,  Agricola  led  Angela  into  a  large  room, 
furnished  with  shelves,  on  which  the  winter  fruits  were 
arranged  in  order.  A  number  of  children,  from  seven  to 
eight  years  old,  neatly  and  warmly  clad,  and  glowing  with 
health,  exerted  themselves  cheerfully,  under  the  superin- 
tendence of  a  woman,  in  separating  and  sorting  the  spoiled 
fruit. 

"You  see,"  said  Agricola,  "wherever  it  is  possible,  we 
make  use  of  the  children.  These  occupations  are  amuse- 
ments for  them,  answering  to  the  need  of  movement  and 
activity  natural  to  their  age;  and,  in  this  way,  we  can  em- 
ploy the  grown  girls  and  the  women  to  much  better  advan- 
tage." 

"True,  M.  Agricola ;  how  well  it  is  all  arranged." 

"And  if  you  saw  what  services  the  urchins  in  the  kitchen 
render !  Directed  by  one  or  two  women,  they  do  the  work 
of  eight  or  ten  servants." 

"In  fact,"  said  Angela,  smiling,  "at  their  age,  we  like 
so  much  to  play  at  cooking  dinner.     They  must  be  delighted." 

"And,  in  the  same  way,  under  pretext  of  playing  at 
gardening,  they  weed  the  ground,  gather  the  fruit  and 
vegetables,  water  the  flowers,  roll  the  paths,  and  so  on.  In 
a  word,  this  army  of  infant-workers,  who  generally  remain 
till  ten  or  twelve  years  of  age  without  being  of  any  service, 
are  here  very  useful.  Except  three  hours  of  school,  which 
is  quite  sufficient  for  them,  from  the  age  of  six  or  seven 
their  recreations  are  turned  to  good  account,  and  the  dear 
little  creatures,  by  the  saving  of  full-grown  arms  which 
they  effect,  actually  gain  more  than  they  cost ;  and  then, 
mademoiselle,  do  you  not  think  there  is  something  in  the 
presence  of  childhood  thus  mixed  up  with  every  labor — 
something  mild,  pure,  almost  sacred,  which  has  its  influence 
on  our  words  and  actions,  and  imposes  a  salutary  reserve? 
The  coarsest  man  will  respect  the  presence  of  children." 

"The  more  one  reflects,  the  more  one  sees  that  everything 
here  is  really  designed  for  the  happiness  of  all !"  said  Angela, 
in  admiration. 

"It  has  not  been  done  without  trouble.  It  was  necessary 
':o  conquer  prejudices,  and  break  through  customs.  But 
see,  Mdlle.  Angela !  here  we  are  at  the  kitchen,"  added  the 
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smith,  smiling;  "is  it  not  as  imposing  as  that  of  a  barrack 

or  a  public  school :" 

Indeed,  the  culinary  department  of  the  Common   Dwell- 
ing-house was  immense.     All  its  utensi  bright  and 

clean;  and  thanks  to  the  marvellous  and  economical  inven- 
tions of  modern  science  (which  arc  always  beyond  the  reach 
of  the  poorer  classes,  to  whom  they  arc  most  necessary,  he- 
cause  they  can  only  be  practised  on  a  large  scale),  not  only 
the  fire  on  the  hearth,  and  in  the  stoves,  was  led  with  half 
the  quantity  of  fuel  that  would  have  been  consumed  by 
each  family  individually,  hut  the  excess  of  the  caloric  suf- 
ficed, with  the  aid  of  well-constructed  tubes,  to  spread  a  mild 
and  equal  warmth  through  all  parts  of  the  house.  And 
here  also  children,  under  the  direction  of  two  women, 
rendered  numerous  services.  Nothing  could  be  more  comic 
than  the  serious  manner  in  which  they  performed  their 
culinary  functions;  it  was  the  same  with  the  assistance 
they  gave  in  the  bakehouse,  where,  at  an  extraordinary  sav- 
ing in  the  price  (for  they  bought  flour  wholesale),  they 
made  an  excellent  household  bread,  composed  of  pure  wheat 
and  rye,  so  preferable  to  that  whiter  bread,  which  too  often 
owes  its  apparent  qualities  to  some  deleterious  substance. 

"Good-day,  Dame  Bertrand,"  said  Agricola,  gayly,  to  a 
worthy  matron,  who  was  gravely  contemplating  the  slow 
evolution  of  several  spits,  worthy  of  Gamache's  Wedding, 
so  heavily  were  they  laden  with  pieces  of  beef,  mutton,  and 
veal,  which  began  to  assume  a  line  golden  brown  c 
the  most  attractive  kind  ;  good-day,  Dame  Bertrand.  Ac- 
cording to  the  rule,  I  do  not  pass  the  threshold  of  the 
kitchen.  I  only  wish  it  to  be  admired  by  this  young  lad}-, 
who  is  a  new-comer  amongst  us." 

"Admire,  my  lad.  pray  admire — and  above  all  take  not 
how  good  these  brats  are.  and  how  well  they  work!" 
saying,  the  matron  pointed  with  the  long  ladle,  which 
her  as  a   sceptre,   to   some   fifteen   children   of    both 
seated  round  a  table,  and  deeply  absorbed  in  the  < 
their  functions,  which  consisted  in  peeling  potatoes  and  pick- 
ing herbs. 

"We  are,  I  see,  to  have  a  downright  Belshazzar's 
Dame  Bertrand?"  said  Agricola,  laughing. 

"Faith,  a  feast  like  we  have  always,  my  lad.     Here  i<; 
bill  of  fare  for  to-day.     A  good  vegetable  roast  I 

with  potatoes,  salad,  fruit,  cheese;  and  for  extras,  it  being 
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Sunday,  some  currant  tarts  made  by  Mother  Denis  at  the 
bakehouse,  where  the  oven  is  heating  now." 

"What  you  tell  me,  Dame  Bertrand,  gives  me  a  furious 
appetite,"  said  Agricola,  gayly.  "One  soon  knows  when  it 
is  your  turn  in  the  kitchen,"  added  he,  with  a  flattering  air. 

"Get  along,  do!"  said  the  female  Soyer  on  service,  merrily. 

"What  astonishes  me,  so  much,  M.  Agricola,"  said  Angela, 
as  they  continued  their  walk,  "is  the  comparison  of  the  in- 
sufficient, unwholesome  food  of  the  workmen  in  our  country, 
with  that  which  is  provided  here." 

"And  yet  we  do  not  spend  more  than  twenty-five  sous  a 
day,  for  much  better  food  than  we  should  get  for  three 
francs  in  Paris." 

"But  really  it  is  hard  to  believe,  M.  Agricola.  How  is  it 
possible?" 

"It  is  thanks  to  the  magic  wand  of  M.  Hardy.  I  will  ex- 
plain it  all  presently." 

"Oh!  how  impatient  I  am  to  see  M.  Hardy!" 

"You  will  soon  see  him — perhaps  to-day ;  for  he  is  ex- 
pected every  moment.  But  here  is  the  refectory,  which 
you  do  not  yet  know,  as  your  family,  like  many  others,  pre- 
fer dining  at  home.  See  what  a  fine  room,  looking  out  on 
the  garden,  just  opposite  the  fountain!" 

It  was  indeed  a  vast  hall,  built  in  the  form  of  a  gallery, 
with  ten  windows  opening  on  the  garden.  Tables,  covered 
with  shining  oil-cloth,  were  ranged  along  the  walls,  so  that, 
in  winter,  this  apartment  served  in  the  evening,  after  work, 
as  a  place  of  meeting  for  those  who  preferred  to  pass  an 
hour  together,  instead  of  remaining  alone  or  with  their  fami- 
lies. Then,  in  this  large  hall,  well  warmed  and  brilliantly 
lighted  with  gas,  some  read,  some  played  cards,  some  talked, 
and  some  occupied  themselves  with  easy  work. 

"That  is  not  all,"  said  Agricola  to  the  young  girl ;  "I  am 
sure  you  will  like  this  apartment  still  better  when  I  tell  you, 
that  on  Thursdays  and  Sundays  we  make  a  ball-room  of  it, 
and  on  Tuesdays  and  Saturdays  a  concert-room." 

"Really !" 

"Yes,"  continued  the  smith,  proudly,  "we  have  amongst 
us  musicians,  quite  capable  of  tempting  us  to  dance.  More- 
over, twice  a  week,  nearly  all  of  us  sing  in  chorus — men, 
women,  and  children.  Unfortunately,  this  week,  some  dis- 
putes that  have  arisen  in  the  factory  have  prevented  our 
concerts." 
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■  many  voices!  that  must  be  SUfM 

"It  is  very  fine,  I  assure  you*    M.  Hardy  has  always  en- 
couraged this  amusement  amongst  us,  which  has,  he  saj 
and  he  is  right — so  powerful  an  effect  on  the  mind  and  tlie 
manners.     (>ne  winter,  he  sent  for  two  pupils  of  the  cele- 
brated Wilhelm,  and.  since  then,  our  school  has  madi 
progress.     I  assure  you,  Mdlle.  Angela,  that,  without  flatter- 
ing ourselves,  there  is  something  truly  exciting  in  the  sound 
of  two  hundred  voices,  singing  in  chorus  some  hymn  t<>  Labor 
or  Freedom.     You  shall  hear  it,  and  you  will,   1   think,  ac- 
knowledge that  there  is  something  great  and  elevating   in 
the  heart  of  man,  in  this  fraternal  harmony  of  voices.  bl< 
ing  in  one  grave,  sonorous,  imposing  sound."' 

"Oh!  I  helieve  it.     But  what  happiness  to   inhabit  hei 
It  is  a  life  of  joy;  for  labor,  mixed  with  recreation,  becomes 
itself  a  pleasure.'' 

"Alas!  here,  as  everywhere,  there  are  tears  and  sorrows," 
replied  Agricola,  sadly.  "Do  you  see  that  isolated  building, 
in  a  very  exposed  situation?" 

"Yes  ;  what  is  it  ?" 

"That  is  our  hospital   for  the  sick.     Happily,  thanks 
our  healthy  mode  of   life,   it  is  not  often    lull ;   an   annual 
subscription  enables  us  to  have  a  good  doctor.     Moreover,  a 
mutual  benefit  society  is  arranged  in  such  a  manner  amoi 
us,  that  any  one  of  us,  in  case  of  illness,  receives  two-thirds 
of  what  he  would  have  gained  in  health.." 

"How  well  it  is  all  managed!  And  there,  M.  Agricola, 
on  the  other  side  of  the  grass-plot  ?" 

"That  is  the  wash-house,   with  water  laid  on,  ind 

hot;  and  under  yonder  shed  is  the  drying-place:  further  on* 
you  see  the  stables,  and  the  lofts  and  granaries  for  the 
provender  of  the  factory  hors< 

"But  M.  Agricola,  will  you  tell  me  the  secret  of  all  tl 
wonders :" 

"In  ten  minutes  you  shall  understand  it  all,  mademoi 

Unfortunately,  Angela's  curiosity  was  for  a  while  disap- 
pointed.    The  girl  was  now  standing  with 
the  iron  gate,   which  shut   in   the  garden    from   the   bl 

tie  that  separated  the  factory  from  the  Common  Dwell- 
ing-house. Suddenly,  the  wind  brought  from  the  distance 
the  sound  of  trumpets  and  military  i  .  then  was  k  • 

the  gallop  of   two   burses,   approaching   rapid 
after  a  general  officer  made  his  appearance,  mounted  on  a 
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fine  black  charger,  with  a  long  flowing  tail  and  crimson 
housings ;  he  wore  cavalry  boots  and  white  breeches,  after 
the  fashion  of  the  empire;  his  uniform  glittered  with  gold 
embroidery,  the  red  ribbon  of  the  Legion  of  Honor  was 
passed  over  his  right  epaulet,  with  its  four  silver  stars,  and 
his  hat  had  a  broad  gold  border,  and  was  crowned  with  a 
white  plume,  the  distinctive  sign  reserved  for  the  marshals 
of  France.  No  warrior  could  have  had  a  more  martial  and 
chivalrous  air,  or  have  sat  more  proudly  on  his  war-horse. 
At  the  moment  Marshal  Simon  (for  it  was  he)  arrived  oppo- 
site the  place  where  Angela  and  Agricola  were  standing,  he 
drew  up  his  horse  suddenly,  sprang  lightly  to  the  ground, 
and  threw  the  golden  reins  to  a  servant  in  livery,  who  fol- 
lowed also  on  horseback. 

"Where  shall  I  wait  for  your  grace?"  asked  the  groom. 

"At  the  end  of  the  avenue,"  said  the  marshal. 

And,  uncovering  his  head  respectfully,  he  advanced  hast- 
ily with  his  hat  in  his  hand,  to  meet  a  person  whom  Angela 
and  Agricola  had  not  previously  perceived.  This  person 
soon  appeared  at  a  turn  of  the  avenue ;  he  was  an  old  man, 
with  an  energetic,  intelligent  countenance.  He  wore  a  very 
neat  blouse,  and  a  cloth  cap  over  his  long,  white  hair.  With 
his  hands  in  his  pocket,  he  was  quietly  smoking  an  old  meer- 
schaum pipe. 

"Good-morning,  father,"  said  the  marshal,  respectfully, 
as  he  affectionately  embraced  the  old  workman,  who,  having 
tenderly  returned  the  pressure,  said  to  him:  "Put  on  your 
hat,  my  boy.     But  how  gay  we  are!"  added  he,  with  a  smile. 

"I  have  just  been  to  a  review,  father,  close  by ;  and  I  took 
the  opportunity  to  call  on  you  as  soon  as  possible." 

"But  shall  I  then  not  see  my  granddaughters  to-day,  as 
I  do  every  Sunday?" 

"They  are  coming  in  a  cariage,  father,  and  Dagobert  ac- 
companies them." 

"But  what  is  the  matter?  you  appear  full  of  thought." 

"Indeed,  father,"  said  the  marshal,  with  a  somewhat  agi- 
tated air,  "I  have  serious  things  to  talk  about." 

"Come  in,  then,"  said  the  old  man,  with  some  anxiety. 
The  marshall  and  his  father  disappeared  at  the  turn  of  the 
avenue. 

Angela  had  been  struck  with  amazement  at  seeing  this 
brilliant  General,  who  was  entitled  "your  grace,"  salute  an 
old   workman   in   a   blouse   as   his    father;   and,    looking   at 
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Agricola  with  a  confused  air  she  said  to  him:  "What, 
M.  Agricola!  this  old  workman " 

"Is  the  father  of  Marshal  Duke  de  Ligny — the  friend — 
yes,  I  may  say  the  friend,"  added  Agricola.  with  emotion, 
"of  my  father,  who  for  twenty  vears  served  under  him  in 
war." 

"To  be  placed  so  high,  and  yet  to  be  so  respectful  and 
tender  to  his  father!"  said  Angela.  "The  marshal  must 
have  a  very  noble  heart ;  but  why  does  he  let  his  father 
remain  a  workman?" 

"Because  Father  Simon  will  not  quit  his  trade  and  the 
factory  for  anything  in  the  world.  He  was  born  a  workman, 
and  he  will  die  a  workman,  though  he  is  the  father  of  a 
duke  and  marshal  of  France." 


CHAPTER  LI. 

THE   SECRET. 

When  the  very  natural  astonishment  which  the  arrival  o! 
Marshal  Simon  had  caused  in  Angela  had  passed  away, 
Agricola  said  to  her  with  a  smile:  "I  do  not  wished  to  take 
advantage  of  this  circumstance,  Mdlle.  Angela,  to  spare  you 
the  account  of  the  secret,  by  which  all  the  wonders  of  our 
Common  Dwelling-house  are  brought  to  pass." 

"Oh !  I  should  not  have  let  you  forget  your  promise,  M. 
Agricola,"  answered  Angela,  "what  you  have  already  toM 
me  interests  me  too  much  for  that." 

"Listen,  then.  M.  Hardy,  like  a  true  magician,  has  pro- 
nounced three  cabalistic  words:  association' — COMMUNITY 
— fraternity.  We  have  understood  the  sense  of  these 
words,  and  the  wonders  you  have  seen  have  sprung  from 
them,  to  our  great  advantage ;  and  also,  I  repeat,  to  the 
great  advantage  of  M.  Hardy." 

"It  is  that  which  appears  so  extraordinary,  M.  Agricola." 

"Suppose,  mademoiselle,  that  M.  Hardy,  instead  of  being 
what  he  is,  had  only  been  a  cold-hearted  speculator,  looking 
merely  to  the  profit,  and  saying  to  himself:  'To  make  the 
most  of  my  factory,  what  is  needed?  Good  work — ^reat 
economy  in  the  raw  material — full  employment  of  the  work- 
man's time;  in  a  word,  cheapness  of  manufacture,  in  order 
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to  produce  cheaply — excellence  of   the  thing  produced,   in 
order  to  sell  dear.'  " 

''Truly,  M.  Agricola,  no  manufacturer  could  desire  more." 

"Well,  mademoiselle,  these  conditions  might  have  been 
fulfilled,  as  they  have  been,  but  how?  Had  M.  Hardy  only 
been  a  speculator,  he  might  have  said :  'At  a  distance  from 
my  factory,  my  workmen  might  have  trouble  to  get  there: 
rising  earlier,  they  will  sleep  less ;  it  is  a  bad  economy  to 
take  from  the  sleep  so  necessary  to  those  who  toil.  Whei> 
they  get  feeble,  the  work  suffers  for  it ;  then  the  inclemency 
of  the  seasons  makes  it  worse ;  the  workman  arrives  wet, 
trembling  with  cold,  enervated  before  he  begins  to  work — 
and  then,  what  work !'  " 

"It  is  unfortunately  but  too  true,  M.  Agricola.  At  Lille, 
when  I  reached  the  factory,  wet  through  with  a  cold  rain,  I 
used  sometimes  to  shiver  all  day  long  at  my  work." 

"Therefore,  Mdlle.  Angela,  the  speculator  might  say: 
'To  lodge  my  workmen  close  to  the  door  of  my  factory 
would  obviate  this  incovenience.  Let  us  make  the  calcula- 
tion. In  Paris  the  married  workman  pays  about  two  hun- 
dred and  fifty  francs  a-year,*  for  one  or  two  wretched  rooms 
and  a  closet,  dark,  small,  unhealthy,  in  a  narrow,  miserable 
street ;  there  he  lives  pell-mell  with  his  family.  What  ruined 
constitutions  are  the  consequence !  and  what  sort  of  work 
can  you  expect  from  a  feverish  and  diseased  creature?  As 
for  the  single  men,  they  pay  for  a  smaller,  and  quite  as 
unwholesome  lodging,  about  one  hundred  and  fifty  francs 
a-year.  Now,  let  us  make  the  addition.  I  employ  one  hun- 
dred and  forty-six  married  workmen,  who  pay  together,  for 
their  wretched  holes,  thirty-six  thousand  five  hundred  francs ; 
I  employ  also  one  hundred  and  fifteen  bachelors,  who  pay 
at  the  rate  of  seventeen  thousand  two  hundred  and  eighty 
francs ;  the  total  will  amount  to  about  fifty  thousand  francs 
per  annum,  the  interest  on  a  million.' " 

"Dear  me,  M.  Agricola!  what  a  sum  to  be  produced  by 
uniting  all  these  little  rents  together !" 

"You  see,  mademoiselle,  that  fifty  thousand  francs  a-year 
is  a  millionaire's  rent.  Now,  what  says  our  speculator: 
To  induce  our  workmen  to  leave  Paris,  I  will  offer  them, 
enormous  advantages.  I  will  reduce  their  rent  one-half, 
and,  instead  of  small,  unwholesome  rooms,  they  shall  have 

*  The   average   price   of   a   workman's   lodging,   composed   of   two 
small  rooms  and  a  closet  at  most,  on  the  third  or  fourth  story. 
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large,  airy  apartments,  well-warmed  and  I,  at  a  trifling 

charge.  Thus,  one  hundred  and  forty-six  families,  paying 
me  only  one  hundred  and  twenty-five  francs  a-year,  and  one 
hundred  and  fifteen  bachelors,  seventy-five  tram-  1  shall 
have  a  total  of  twenty-six  to  twenty-seven  thousand  francs. 
Now,  a  building  large  enough  to  hold  all  these  people  would 
cost  me  at  most  five  hundred  thousand  francs.*  I  shall  thru 
have  invested  my  money  at  five  per  cent,  at  the  least,  and 
with  perfect  security,  since  the  wages  is  a  guarantee  for  the 
payment  of  the  rent.'  " 

"Ah.  M.  Agricola!  I  begin  to  understand  how  it  may 
sometimes  be  advantageous  to  do  good,  even  in  a  pecuniary 
sense." 

"And  I  am  almost  certain,  mademoiselle,  that,  in  the  long 
run,  affairs  conducted  with  uprightness  and  honesty  turn 
out  well.  But  to  return  to  our  speculator.  'Here,'  will  he 
say,  'are  my  workmen,  living  close  to  my  factory,  well 
lodged,  well  warmed,  and  arriving  always  fresh  at  their 
work.     That  is  not  all;  the  English  workman  who  ood 

beef,  and  drinks  good  beer,  does  twice  as  much,  in  the  same 
time,  as  the  French  workman. f  reduced  to  a  detestable  kind 
of  food,  rather  weakening  than  the  reverse,  thanks  to  the 
poisonous  adulteration  of  the  articles  he  consumes.  My 
workmen  will  then  labor  much  better,  if  they  eat  much  be- 
How  shall  I  manage  it  without  loss?  Now  1  think  of  it. 
what  is  the  food  in  barracks,  schools,  even  prisons?  [s  it 
not  the  union  of  individual  resources  which  procures  an 
amount  of  comfort  impossible  to  realize  without  such  an  as- 
sociation? Now,  if  my  two  hundred  and  sixty  workmen, 
instead  of  cooking  two  hundred  and  sixty  detestable  dim 
were  to  unite  to  prepare  one  good  dinner  for  all  of   them. 

*  This  calculation   is  amply  sufficient,  if  not  excessive.     A   similar 
(milding,  at  i  ne  league  fr  im  Paris,  on  the  side  of  Montrouge,  with  all 
the  necessary  offices,  kitchen,  wash-houses,  etc..   with  gas   and   water 
laid  on,  apparatus  for  wanning,  etc.,  and  a  garden  of  ten  acres,  c 
at  the  period  of  this  narrative,  hardly  five  hundred  thousand  fra 
An  experienced  builder  ha-  '.  us  with  an  estimate,  which  con- 

firms what   we   advance.     It   is,   therefore,  evident,   that,  even  at   the 
same  price  which  workmen  are  in  the  habit  of  paying,  it  would 
sible  to  provide  them  with  perfectly  healthy  1  .  and  yet  invest 

one's  money  at  ten  per  cent. 

t  The  fact  wa-  .  in  the  works  connected  with  the  Rouen  Rail- 

way.    Those  French  workmen  who,  having  milies,  were  abli 

live  like  the  English,  did  at  least  as  much  work  as  the  latter,  being 
strengthened  by  wholesome  and  sufficient  nourishment. 
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which  might  be  done,  thanks  to  the  savings  of  all  sorts  that 
would  ensue,  what  an  advantage  for  me  and  them !  Two  or 
three  women,  aided  by  children,  would  suffice  to  make  ready 
the  daily  repasts ;  instead  of  buying  wood  and  charcoal  in 
fractions,*  and  so  paying  for  it  double  its  value,  the  associa- 
tion of  my  workmen  would,  upon  my  security  (their  wages 
would  be  a  sufficient  security  for  me  in  return),  lay  in  their 
own  stock  of  wood,  flour,  butter,  oil,  wine,  etc.,  all  which 
they  would  procure  directly  from  the  producers.  Thus, 
they  would  pay  three  or  four  sous  for  a  bottle  of  pure 
wholesome  wine,  instead  of  paying  twelve  or  fifteen  sous  for 
poison.  Every  week  the  association  would  buy  a  whole  ox, 
and  some  sheep,  and  the  women  would  make  bread,  as  in 
the  country.  Finally,  with  these  resources,  and  order,  and 
economy,  my  workmen  may  have  wholesome,  agreeable,  and 
sufficient  food,  for  from  twenty  to  twenty-five  sous  a  day.'  " 

"Ah !  this  explains  it,  M.  Agricola." 

"It  is  not  all,  mademoiselle.  Our  cool-headed  speculator 
would  continue :  'Here  are  my  workmen  well  lodged,  well 
warmed,  well  fed,  with  a  saving  of  at  least  half ;  why  should 
they  not  also  be  warmly  clad?  Their  health  will  then  have 
every  chance  of  being  good,  and  health  is  labor.  The  asso- 
ciation will  buy  wholesale,  and  at  the  manufacturing  price 
(still  upon  my  security,  secured  to  me  by  their  wages),  warm, 
good,  strong  materials,  which  a  portion  of  the  workmen's 
wives  will  be  able  to  make  into  clothes  as  well  as  any  tailor. 
Finally,  the  consumption  of  caps  and  shoes  being  consider- 
able, the  association  will  obtain  them  at  a  great  reduction 
in  price.'  Well,  Mdlle.  Angela!  what  do  you  say  to  our 
speculator  ?" 

"I  say,  M.  Agricola,"  answered  the  young  girl,  with  in- 
genuous admiration,  "that  it  is  almost  incredible,  and  yet 
so  simple!" 

"No  doubt,  nothing  is  more  simple  than  the  good  and 
beautiful,  and  yet  we  think  of  it  so  seldom.  Observe,  that 
our  man  has  only  been  speaking  with  a  view  to  his  own 
interest — only  considering  the  material  side  of  the  question 
— reckoning  for  nothing  the  habit  of  fraternity  and  mutual 
aid,  which  inevitably  springs  from  living  together  in  com- 
mon— not  reflecting  that  a  better  mode  of  life  improves  and 
softens  the  character  of  man — not  thinking  of  the  support 

*  Buying  penny-worths,  like  all  other  purchases  at  minute  retail,  are 
greatly  to  the  poor  man's  disadvantage. 
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and   instruction   which   the   strong   owe   to   the   weak— -not 
acknowledging,  in  fine,  that  the  honest,  active,  and  indus- 
trious man  has  a  positive  right  to  demand  employment  fi 
society,  and  wages  proportionate  to  the  wants  of  h 

dition.     No,  our  speculator  only  thinks  of  tlu- 
and  yet,  you  see,  he  invests  his  money  in  buildings  at  live 
per  cent.,  and  finds  the  greatest  advantages  in  the  material 
comfort  of  his  workmen." 

"It  is  true,  M.  Agricola." 

"And  what  will  you  say,  mademoiselle,  when  I  prove  to 
you  that  our  speculator  finds  also  a  great  advantage  in  giving 
to  his  workmen,  in  addition  to  their  regular  wages,  a  | 
portionate  share  of  his  profits?" 

"That  appears  to  me  more  difficult  to  prove,  M.  Agricola." 

"Yet  I  will  convince  you  of  it  in  a  few  minutes." 

Thus  conversing.  Angela  and  Agricola  had  reached  the 
garden-gate  of  the  Common  Dwelling-house.  An  elderly 
woman,  dressed  plainly,  but  with  care  and  neatness,  ap- 
proached Agricola,  and  asked  him :  "Has  M.  Hardy  returned 
to  the  factory,  sir?" 

"No,  madame ;  but  we  expect  him  hourly." 

"To-day,  perhaps?" 

"To-day  or  to-morrow,  madame." 

"You  cannot  tell  me  at  what  hour  he  will  be  hen 

"I  do  not  think  it  is  known,  madame,  but  the  porter  of 
the  factory,  who  also  belongs  to  M.  Hardy's  private  house, 
may,  perhaps,  be  able  to  inform  you." 

"I  thank  you,  sir." 

"Quite  welcome,  madame." 

"M.  Agricola,"  said  Angela,  when  the  woman  who  had 
just  questioned  him  was  gone,  "did  you  remark  that  this 
lady  was  very  pale  and  agitated?" 

"I  noticed  it  as  you  did,  mademoiselle;  I  thought  I  saw 
tears  standing  in  her  eyes." 

"Yes,  she  seemed  to  have  been  crying.  Poor  woman! 
perhaps  she  came  to  ask  assistance  of  M.  Hardy.  But  what 
ails  you,  M.  Agricola?     You  appear  quite  pensiv 

Agricola  had  a  vague  presentiment  that  the  visit   of  this 
elderly  woman,  with  so  sad  a  countenance,  had   some  con- 
nection  with  the  adventure  of   the  yum-    and   pretty   la 
who.  three  days  before,  had  come  all  agitated  and  in  I 
inquire  after  M.  Hardy,  and  who  had  learned— perhaps  too 
late — that  she  was  watched  and  followed. 
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"Forgive  me,  mademoiselle,"  said  Agricola  to  Angela; 
"but  the  presence  of  this  old  lady  reminded  me  of  a  circum- 
stance, which,  unfortunately,  I  cannot  tell  you,  for  it  is  a 
secret  that  does  not  belong  to  me  alone." 

"Oh !  do  not  trouble  yourself,  M.  Agricola,"  answered  the 
young  girl,  with  a  smile ;  "I  am  not  inquisitive,  and  what 
we  were  talking  of  before  interests  me  so  much,  that  I  do 
not  wish  to  hear  you  speak  of  anything  else." 

"Well,  then,  mademoiselle,  I  will  say  a  few  words  more, 
and  you  will  be  as  well  informed  as  I  am  of  the  secrets  of 
our  association." 

"I  am  listening,  M.  Agricola." 

"Let  us  still  keep  in  view  the  speculator  from  mere  inter- 
est. 'Here  are  my  workmen,'  says  he,  'in  the  best  possible 
condition  to  do  a  great  deal  of  work.  Now,  what  is  to  be 
done  to  obtain  large  profits  ?  Produce  cheaply,  and  sell  dear. 
But  there  will  be  no  cheapness,  without  economy  in  the  use 
of  the  raw  material,  perfection  of  the  manufacturing  process, 
and  celerity  of  labor.  Now,  in  spite  of  all  my  vigilance,  how 
am  I  to  prevent  my  workmen  from  wasting  the  materials? 
How  am  I  to  induce  them,  each  in  his  own  province,  to  seek 
for  the  most  simple  and  least  irksome  processes  ?'  " 

"True,  M.  Agricola;  how  is  that  to  be  done?" 

"  'And  that  is  not  all,'  says  our  man ;  'to  sell  my  produce 
at  high  prices,  it  should  be  irreproachable,  excellent.  My 
workmen  do  pretty  well ;  but  that  is  not  enough.  I  want 
them  to  produce  masterpieces.'  " 

"But,  M.  Agricola,  when  they  have  once  performed  the 
task  set  them,  what  interest  have  workmen  to  give  them- 
selves a  great  deal  of  trouble  to  produce  masterpieces?" 

"There  it  is,  Mdlle.  Angela;  what  interest  have  they? 
Therefore,  our  speculator  soon  says  to  himself :  'That  my 
workmen  may  have  an  interest  to  be  economical  in  the  use  of 
the  materials,  an  interest  to  employ  their  time  well,  an  in- 
terest to  invent  new  and  better  manufacturing  processes,  an 
interest  to  send  out  of  their  hands  nothing  but  masterpieces 
— I  must  give  them  an  interest  in  the  profits  earned  by  their 
economy,  activity,  zeal  and  skill.  The  better  they  manu- 
facture, the  better  I  shall  sell,  and  the  larger  will  be  their 
gain,  and  mine  also.'  " 

"Oh !  now  I  understand,  M.  Agricola." 

"And  our  speculator  would  make  a  good  speculation. 
Before  he  was  interested,  the  workman  said :  'What  does  it 
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.natter  to  me,  that  I  do  more  or  better  in  the  of  the 

day?  What  shall  I  gain  by  it?  Nothing.  Well,  then,  little 
work    for    little    wages.      But    now,    on    the   contrary    (he 

says),   I   have  an   interest   in   displaying   zeal  i    my. 

All  is  changed.     1  redouble  my  activity,  and  strn 
the  others.     If  a  comrade  is  lazy,  and  likely  to  do  harm  to 
the  factory,  I  have  the  right  to  say  to  him:     'Mi  all 

sutler  mure  or  less  from  your  laziness,  and  from  the  injury 
you  are  doing  the  common  weal.'  " 

"And  then,  M.   Agricola,  with  what  ardor,  courage,  and 
hope,  you  must  set  to  work  !" 

"That  is  what  our  speculator  counts  on;  and  he  may 
to  himself,  further:  'Treasures  of  experience  and  practical 
wisdom  are  often  buried  in  workshops,  for  wain  of  good- 
will, opportunity,  or  encouragement.  Excellent  workmen, 
instead  of  making  all  the  improvements  in  their  power,  fol- 
low with  indifference  the  old  jog-trot.  What  a  pity!  for  an 
intelligent  man,  occupied  all  his  life  with  some  special  em- 
ployment, must  discover,  in  the  long  run.  a  thousand  ways 
of  doing  his  work  better  and  quicker.  I  will  form,  th 
fore,  a  sort  of  consulting  committee;  I  will  summon  to  it 
my  foremen  and  my  most  skilful  workmen.  Our  interest 
is  now  the  same.  Light  will  necessarily  Spring  from  this 
centre  of  practical  intelligence.'  Now,  the  speculator  is  not 
deceived  in  this,  and  soon  struck  with  the  incredible  resources, 
the  thousand  new,  ingenious,  perfect  inventions  suddenly 
revealed  by  his  workmen,  'Why.'  he  exclaims,  'if  you  knew 
this,  did  you  not  tell  it  before?  What  for  the  last  ten  \ 
has  cost  me  a  hundred  francs  to  make,  would  h.v  me 

only  fifty,  without  reckoning  an  enormous  saving  of  time.' — 
'Sir,'  answers  the  workman,  who  is  not  more  stupid  than 
others,  "what  interest  had  I,  that  you  shoul  ring 

of  fifty  per  cent?     None.     But  now  it   is  different.     You 
give  me,  besides  my  wages,  a  share  in  your  pn 
me   in   my  own   esteem,   by  consulting   m\  and 

knowledge.  Instead  of  treating  me  as  an  inferior  being,  you 
enter  into  communion  with  me.  It  is  my  interest,  it  i>  my 
duty,  to  tell  you  all  I  know,  and   to  try  I  lire  mi 

And  thus  it  is,  Mdlle.  Angela,  that  the  speculator  can  01 
his  establishment,   so  as   to   shame  and 

provoke  their  envy.     Now  if,  inst<  -'di- 

lator, we  take  a  man  who  unites  with  the  ki. 
facts  the  tender  and  generous  sympathies  of  an  evangelical 
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heart,  and  the  elevation  of  a  superior  mind,  he  will  extend 
his  ardent  solicitude,  not  only  to  the  material  comfort,  but  to 
the  moral  emancipation,  of  his  workmen.  Seeking  every- 
where every  possible  means  to  develop  their  intelligence,  to 
improve  their  hearts,  and  strong  in  the  authority  acquired 
by  his  beneficence,  feeling  that  he  on  whom  depends  the  hap- 
piness or  the  misery  of  three  hundred  human  creatures  has 
also  the  care  of  souls,  he  will  be  the  guide  of  those  whom 
he  no  longer  calls  his  workmen,  but  his  brothers,  in  a  straight- 
forward and  noble  path,  and  will  try  to  create  in  them  the 
taste  for  knowledge  and  art,  which  will  render  them  happy 
and  proud  of  a  condition  of  life  that  is  often  accepted  by 
others  with  tears  and  curses  of  despair.  Well,  Mdlle.  Angela, 
such  a  man  is — but,  see !  he  could  not  arrive  amongst  us 
3xcept  in  the  middle  of  a  blessing.  There  he  is — there  he  is 
— there  is  M.  Hardy!" 

"Oh,  M.  Agricola !"  said  Angela,  deeply  moved,  and  dry- 
ing her  tears ;  "we  should  receive  him  with  our  hands 
clasped  in  gratitude." 

"Look  if  that  mild  and  noble  countenance  is  not  the  image 
of  his  admirable  soul !" 

A  carriage  with  post  horses,  in  which  was  M.  Hardy,  with 
M.  de  Blessac,  the  unworthy  friend  who  was  betraying  him 
in  so  infamous  a  manner,  entered  at  this  moment  the  court- 
yard of  the  factory. 

A  little  while  after,  a  humble  hackney-coach  was  seen  ad- 
vancing also  towards  the  factory,  from  the  direction  of 
Paris.     In  this  coach  was  Rodin. 


CHAPTER  LII. 

REVELATIONS. 

During  the  visit  of  Angela  and  Agricola  to  the  Common 
Dwelling-house,  the  band  of  Wolves,  joined  upon  the  road 
by  many  of  the  haunters  of  taverns,  continued  to  march  to- 
wards the  factory,  which  the  hackney-coach,  that  brought 
Rodin  from  Paris,  was  also  fast  approaching.  M.  Hardy, 
on  getting  out  of  the  carriage  with  his  friend,  M.  de  Blessac, 
had  entered  the  parlor  of  the  house  that  he  occupied  next 
the  factory.     M.  Hardy  was  of  middle  size,  with  an  elegant 


THE    WANDERING    JEW  22' 

and  slight  figure,  which  announced  a  nature  tially  ni 

ous  and  impressionable.     His  forehead  was  broad  and  open, 

his  complexion  pale,  his  eyes  Mack,   full  at  once  of  mild- 
ness   and    penetration,    his    countenance    hi  intelligent, 

and  attractive. 

One  word   will   paint   the  character  of    M.   Hardy.      His 
mother  had  called  him  her  Sensitive  Plant.     His  was  indi 
one   of    those    fine   and    exquisitely   delicate    organizations, 
which  are  trusting,  loving,  nohle.  generous,  but  s<  pti- 

hle,  that  the  least  touch  makes  them  shrink  into  the: 
If  we  join  to  this  excessive  sensibility  a  passionate  love  for 
art.  a  first-rate  intellect.  taste<  essentially  refined,  and  then 
think  of  the  thousand  deceptions,  and  numberless  infamies 
of  which  M.  Hardy  must  have  heen  the  victim  in  his  cai 
as  a  manufacturer,  we  shall  wonder  how  this  heart,  so  deli- 
cate and  tender,  had  not  been  broken  a  thousand  times,  in 
its  incessant  struggle  with  merciless  self-interest.  M. 
Hardy  had  indeed  suffered  much.  Forced  to  follow  the  ca- 
reer of  productive  industry,  to  honor  the  engagement- 
his  father,  a  model  of  uprightness  and  probity,  who  had  vet 
left  his  affairs  somewhat  embarrassed,  in  consequence  of  the 
events  of  1815,  he  had  succeeded,  by  perseverance  and  capa- 
city, in  attaining  one  of  the  most  honorable  positions  in  the 
commercial  world.  But,  to  arrive  at  this  point,  what  ignoble 
annoyances  had  he  to  bear  with,  what  perfidious  opposition 
to  combat,  what  hateful  rivalries  to  tire  out ! 

Sensitive  as  he  was.  M.  Hardy  would  a  thousand  times 
have  fallen  a  victim  to  his  emotions  of  painful  indignation 
against  baseness,  of  bitter  disgust  at  dishonesty,  but  for  the 
wi>e  and  firm  support  of  his  mother.  When  he  returned  to 
her,  after  a  day  of  painful  struggles  with  odious  deceptions, 
he  found  himself  suddenly  transported  into  an  atmosphere 
of  such  beneficent  purity,  of  such  radiant  serenity,  that  he 
lost  almost  on  the  instant  the  remembranre  of  t! 
things  by  which  he  had  been  so  cruelly  tortured  during  the 
day;  the  pangs  of  his  heart  were  ap]  at  the  mere  eon- 

tact  of  her  great  and  lofty  soul;  and  therefore  hi-  I 
her  resembled  idolatry.     When  he  lost  her,  he  experiei 
one  of  those  calm,  deep  sorrows  which  have  no  end — which 
become,  as  it  were,  part  of   life,  and  have  even   sometimes 
their  days  of   melancholy   sweetness.     A   little   while 
this  great  misfortune.  M.   f lardy  became  more  cl  :on- 

nected  with  his  workmen.    He  had  always  been  a  ju<;  and 
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good  master;  but,  although  the  place  that  his  mother  left 
in  his  heart  would  ever  remain  void,  he  felt  as  it  were  a 
redoubled  overflowing  of  the  affections,  and  the  more  he 
suffered,  the  more  he  craved  to  see  happy  faces  around  him. 
The  wonderful  ameliorations,  which  he  now  produced  in 
the  physical  and  moral  condition  of  all  about  him,  served, 
not  to  divert,  but  to  occupy  his  grief.  Little  by  little,  he 
withdrew  from  the  world,  and  concentrated  his  life  in  three 
affections :  a  tender  and  devoted  friendship,  which  seemed 
to  include  all  past  friendships — a  love  ardent  and  sincere, 
like  a  last  passion — and  a  paternal  attachment  to  his  work- 
men. His  days  therefore  passed  in  the  heart  of  that  little 
world,  so  full  of  respect  and  gratitude  towards  him — a 
world,  which  he  had,  as  it  were,  created  after  the  image  of 
his  mind,  that  he  might  find  there  a  refuge  from  the  painful 
realities  he  dreaded,  surrounded  with  good,  intelligent,  happy 
beings,  capable  of  responding  to  the  noble  thoughts  which 
had  become  more  and  more  necessary  to  his  existence.  Thus, 
after  many  sorrows,  M.  Hardy,  arrived  at  the  maturity  of 
age,  possessing  a  sincere  friend,  a  mistress  worthy  of  his 
love,  and  knowing  himself  certain  of  the  passionate  devo- 
tion of  his  workmen,  had  attained,  at  the  period  of  this 
history,  all  the  happiness  he  could  hope  for  since  his  mother's 
death. 

M.  de  Blessac,  his  bosom  friend,  had  long  been  worthy  of 
his  touching  and  fraternal  affection;  but  we  have  seen  by 
what  diabolical  means  Father  d'Aigrigny  and  Rodin  had 
succeeded  in  making  M.  de  Blessac,  until  then  upright  and 
sincere,  the  instrument  of  their  machinations.  The  two 
friends,  who  had  felt  on  their  journey  a  little  of  the  sharp 
influence  of  the  north  wind,  were  warming  themselves  at  a 
good  fire  lighted  in  M.  Hardy's  parlor. 

"Oh !  my  dear  Marcel,  I  begin  really  to  get  old,"  said  M. 
Hardy,  with  a  smile,  addressing  M.  de  Blessac ;  "I  feel  more 
and  more  the  want  of  being  at  home.  To  depart  from  my 
usual  habits  has  become  painful  to  me,  and  I  execrate  what- 
ever obliges  me  to  leave  this  happy  little  spot  of  ground." 

"And  when  I  think,"  answered  M.  de  Blessac,  unable  to 
forbear  blushing,  "when  I  think,  my  friend,  that  you  under- 
took this  long  journey  only  for  my  sake! — — " 


THE   WANDERING    JEW  227 

"Well,  my  dear  Marcel!  have  you  not  just  accompanied 

me  In  your  turn,  in  an  excursion  which,  without  vmi,  would 
have  been  as  tiresome  as  it  has  been  charmin 

"What  a  difference,  my  friend!  I  have  contracted  to- 
wards you  a  deht  that  I  can  never  repay." 

"Xonsense,  my  dear  Marcel!     Between  us,  there  are  no 
distinctions    of    meuni    and    tuum.      Besides,    in    matters- 
friendship,  it  is  as  sweet  to  give  as  to  receive." 

"Nohle  heart !  noble  heart !" 

"Say,  happy  heart! — most  happy,  in  the  last  affections  for 
which  it  beats." 

"And  who,  gracious  heaven!  could  deserve  happiness  on 
earth,  if  it  be  not  you,  my  friend?" 

"And  to  what  do  I  owe  that  happiness?     To  the  a!t 
tions  which  I   found  here,  ready  to  sustain  me,   when   de- 
prived of  the  support  of  my  mother,  who  was  all  my  strength, 
I  felt  myself   (I  confess  my  weakness)  almost  incapable 
standing  up  against  adversity." 

"You,  my  friend — with  so  firm  and  resolute  a  character 
in  doing  good — you,  that  I  have  seen  struggle  with  SO  much 
energy  and  courage,  to  secure  the  triumph  of  some  great  and 
noble  idea?" 

"Yes;  but  the  farther  I  advance  in  my  career,  the  m 
am  I  disgusted  with  all  base  and  shameful  actions,  and  the 
less  strength  I  feel  to  encounter  them.." 

"Were  it  necessary,  you  would  have  the  courage,  my 
friend." 

"My  dear  Marcel,"  replied  M.  Hardy,  with  mild  and  re- 
strained emotion,  "I  have  often  said  to  you:     My  com 
was  my  mother.     You  see,  my  friend,  when  I  went  to  her, 
with  my  heart  torn  by  some  horrible  ingratitude,   or 
gusted  by  some  base  deceit,  she,  taking  my  hands  betwi 
her  own  venerable  palms,   would   say  to  me   in   her   grave 
and  tender  voice:     'My  dear  child,  it  is  for  the  urn 
and  dishonest  to  suffer;  let  us  pity  the  wicked,  let  us  forget 
evil,  and  only  think  of  good.' — Then,  my   friend,  this  heart, 
painfully  contracted,  expanded  beneath  the  sacred  influ< 
of  the  maternal  words,  and  every  day   I   gathered   strength 
from  her,  to  recommence  on  the  morrow  ;•   cruel   >tru 
with  the  sad  necessities  of  my  condition.      Happily,  it   has 
pleased  God,  that,  after  losing  that  beloved  mother.  I   hav< 
been  able  to  bind  up  my  life  with  affections,   deprived   of 
which,  I  confess,  I  should  find  myself  feeble  and  disarmed  — 
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for  you  cannot  tell,  Marcel,  the  support,  the  strength  that 
I  have  found  in  your  friendship." 

"Do  not  speak  of  me,  my  dear  friend,"  replied  M.  de 
Blessac,  dissembling  his  embarrassment.  "Let  us  talk  of 
another  affection,  almost  as  sweet  and  tender  as  that  of  a 
mother." 

"I  understand  you,  my  good  Marcel,"  replied  M.  Hardy :  "I 
have  concealed  nothing  from  you,  since,  under  such  serious 
circumstances,  I  had  recourse  to  the  counsels  of  your  friend- 
ship. Well !  yes ;  I  think  that  every  day  I  live  augments' 
my  adoration  for  this  woman,  the  only  one  that  I  have  ever 
passionately  loved,  the  only  one  that  I  shall  now  ever  love. 
And  then  I  must  tell  you,  that  my  mother,  not  knowing 
what  Margaret  was  to  me,  was  often  loud  in  her  praise,  and 
that  circumstance  renders  this  love  almost  sacred  in  my 
eyes." 

"And  then  there  are  such  strange  resemblances  between 
Mme.  de  Noisy's  character  and  yours,  my  friend ;  above  all, 
in  her  worship  of  her  mother." 

"It  is  true,  Marcel ;  that  affection  has  often  caused  me 
both  admiration  and  torment.  How  often  she  has  said  to 
me,  with  her  habitual  frankness:  'I  have  sacrificed  all  for 
you,  but  I  would  sacrifice  you  for  my  mother.'  " 

"Thank  heaven,  my  friend,  you  will  never  see  Mme.  de 
Noisy  exposed  to  that  cruel  choice.  Her  mother,  you  say, 
has  long  renounced  her  intention  of  returning  to  America, 
where  M.  de  Noisy,  perfectly  careless  of  his  wife,  appears  to 
have  settled  himself  permanently.  Thanks  to  the  discreet 
devotion  of  the  excellent  woman  by  whom  Margaret  was 
brought  up,  your  love  is  concealed  in  the  deepest  mystery. 
What  could  disturb  it  now?" 

"Nothing — oh!  nothing,"  cried  M.  Hardy.  "I  have  almost 
security  for  its  duration." 

"What  do  you  mean,  my  friend  ?" 

"I  do  not  know  if  I  ought  to  tell  you." 

"Have  you  ever  found  me  indiscreet,  my  friend  ?" 

"You,  good  Marcel !  how  can  you  suppose  such  a  thing  ?" 
said  M  Hardy,  in  a  tone  of  friendly  reproach ;  "no !  but  I 
do  not  like  to  tell  you  of  my  happiness,  till  it  is  complete; 
and  I  am  not  yet  quite  certain " 

A  servant  entered  at  this  moment  and  said  to  M.  Hardy: 
''Sir,  there  is  an  old  gentleman  who  wishes  to  speak  to  you 
on  very  pressing  business." 
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"So  soon!"  said  M.   Hardy,  with  a  slight  movement  of 

impatience.    "With  your  permission,  my  friend."     Iln-u.  as 
M.  de  Blessac  seemed  about  to  withdraw  Into  the  next  room, 

M.  Hardy  added  with  a  smile:    "X...  no;  tir.     Your 

presence  will  shorten  the  interview." 

"But  if  it  he  a  matter  of  business,  my  friend?" 

"I  do  everything  openly,  as  you  know."    Then,  addre: 
ing  the  servant.  M.   Hardy  lade  him:     "Ask  the  man 

to  walk  in." 

"The  postilion  wishes  to  know  if  he  is  to  wait?" 

"Certainly:  he  will  take  M.  de  Blessac  hack  to  Paris." 

The  servant  withdrew,  and  presently  returned,  intro- 
ducing Rodin,  with  whom  M.  de  Blessac  was  not  acquainted, 
his  treacherous  bargain  having  keen  negotiated  through  an- 
other agent. 

"M.  Hardy?"  said  Rodin,  bowing  respectfully  to  the  two 
friends,  and  looking  from  one  to  the  other  with  an  air  of 
inquiry. 

"That  is  my  name,  sir;  what  can  I  do  to  serve  you?" 
answered  the  manufacturer,  kindly  ;  for,  at  first  sight  of  the 
humble  and  ill-dressed  old  man,  he  expected  an  application 
for  assistance. 

"M.  Francois  Hardy,"  repeated  Rodin,  as  if  he  wished  to 
make  sure  of  the  identity  of  the  person. 

"I  have  had  the  honor  to  tell  you  that  I  am  he." 

"I  have  a  private  communication  to  make  to  you,  sir,"  said 
Rodin. 

"You  may  speak,  sir.  This  gentleman  is  my  friend." 
said  M.  Hardy,  pointing  to  Me  de  Blessac. 

"But  I  wish  to  speak  to  you  alone,  sir."  resumed  Rodin. 

M.   de  Blessac   was  again  about  to   withdraw,    when    M. 
Hardy  retained  him  with  a  glance,  and  said  to  Rodin  kindly, 
for  he  thought  his  feelings  might  he  hurt  by  asking  a  favoi 
in  presence  of  a  third  party:     "Permit  me  to  inquire  if  il 
on  your  account  or  on  mine,  that  you  wish  this  interview  | 
be  secret  ?" 

"On  your  account  entirely,  sir,"  answered  Rodin. 

"Then,  sir,"  said  AL  Hardy,  with  some  surprise,  "you  may 
speak  out.    I  have  no  secrets  from  this  gentleman." 

After  a  moment-  sil  nee,  Rodin  resum<  him- 

self to  M.  Hardy:  .  you  deserve,  I  knww,  all  tin 

that  is  said  of  you;  and  you  therefore  command  the  .sym- 
pathy of  every  honest  man." 
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'I  hope  so,  sir." 

'Now,  as  an  honest  man,  I  come  to  render  you  a  service." 

"And  this  service,  sir " 

"To  reveal  to  you  an  infamous  piece  of  treachery,  of  which 
you  have  been  the  victim." 

"I  think,  sir,  you  must  be  deceived." 

"I  have  the  proofs  of  what  I  assert." 

"Proofs?" 

"The  written  proofs  of  the  treachery  that  I  come  to  re- 
veal :  I  have  them  here,"  answered  Rodin  "In  a  word, 
a  man  whom  you  believed  your  friend,  has  shamefully  de- 
ceived you,  sir." 

"And  the  name  of  this  man?" 

"M.  Marcel  de  Blessac,"  replied  Rodin. 

On  these  v/ords,  M.  de  Blessac  started,  and  became  pale 
as  death.     He  could  hardly  murmur:     "Sir " 

But,  without  looking  at  his  friend,  or  perceiving  his 
agitation,  M.  Hardy  seized  his  hand,  and  exclaimed  hastily: 
"Silence,  my  friend!"  Then,  whilst  his  eye  flashed  with 
indignation,  he  turned  towards  Rodin,  who  had  not  ceased 
to  look  him  full  in  the  face,  and  said  to  him,  with  an  air  of 
lofty  disdain:    "What!  do  you  accuse  M.  de  Blessac?" 

"Yes,  I  accuse  him,"  replied  Rodin,  briefly. 

''Do  you  know  him?" 

"I  have  never  seen  him." 

"Of  what  do  you  accuse  him?  And  how  dare  you  say 
that  he  has  betrayed  me?" 

"Two  words,  if  you  please,"  said  Rodin,  with  an  emotion 
which  he  appeared  hardly  able  to  restrain.  "If  one  man  of 
honor  sees  another  about  to  be  slain  by  an  assassin,  ought 
be  not  give  the  alarm  of  murder?" 

"Yes,  sir ;  but  what  has  that  to  do " 

"In  my  eyes,  sir,  certain  treasons  are  as  criminal  as  mur- 
ders :  I  have  come  to  place  myself  between  the  assassin 
and  his  victim." 

"The  assassin?  the  victim?"  said  M.  Hardy  more  and 
more  astonished. 

"You  doubtless  know  M.  de  Blessac's  writing?"  said  Rodin. 

"Yes,  sir." 

"Then  read  this,"  said  Rodin,  drawing  from  his  pocket  a 
'etter,  which  he  handed  to  M.  Hardy. 

Casting  now  for  the  first  time  a  glance  at  M.  de  Blessac, 
'•he  manufacturer  drew  back  a  step,  terrified  at  the  death- 
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like  paleness  of  this  man,  who,  struck  dumb  with  shame, 
could  not  find  a  word  to  justify  himself;  Eor  he  was  Ear 
from  possessing  the  audacious  effrontery  necessary  to  carry 
him  through  his  treachery. 

"Marcel!"  cried  M.  Hardy,  in  alarm,  and  deeply  agitated 
by  this  unexpected  blow.  "Marcel!  how  pale  you  are!  you 
do  not  answer !" 

"Marcel!  this,  then,  is  M.  de  Blessac?"  dried  Rodin, 
feigning  the  most  painful  surprise.  "Oh,  sir,  it  I  had 
known " 

"But  don't  you  hear  this  man.  Marcel?"  cried  M.  Hardy. 
"He  says  that  you  have  betrayed  me  infamously."  He 
seized  the  hand  of  M.  de  Blessac.  That  hand  was  cold  as 
ice.  "Oh,  God!  Oh  God!"  said  M.  Hardy,  drawing  hack  in 
horror:  "he  makes  no  answer  !" 

"Since  I  am  in  presence  of  M.  de  Blessac,"  resumed  Rodin, 
"I  am  forced  to  ask  him,  if  he  can  deny  having  addressed 
many  letters  to  the  Rue  du  Milieu  des  L'rsins,  at  Paris  under 
cover  of  M.  Rodin." 

M.  de  Blessac  remained  dumb.  M.  Hardy,  still  unwilling 
to  believe  what  he  saw  and  heard,  convulsively  tore  open 
the  letter,  which  Rodin  had  just  delivered  to  him,  and  r< 
the  first  few  lines — interrupting  the  perusal  with  exclama- 
tions of.grief  and  amazement.  He  did  not  require  to  finish 
the  letter,  to  convince  himself  of  the  black  treachery  of  M. 
de  Blessac.  He  staggered;  for  a  moment  his  senses  seemed 
to  adandon  him.  The  horrible  discovery  made  him  giddy, 
and  his  head  swam  on  his  first  look  down  into  that  abyss  of 
infamy.  The  loathsome  letter  dropped  from  his  trembling 
hands.  But  soon  indignation,  rage,  and  scorn  succeeded 
this  moment  of  despair,  and  rushing,  pale  and  terrible,  u 
M.  de  Blessac:  "Wretch!"  he  exclaimed,  with  a  threatening 
gesture.     But,  pausing  as  in  the  act  to  stril  he 

added,  with  fearful  calmness.  "It  would  be  to  soil  un- 
hands." 

He  turned  towards  Rodin,  who  had  approached  hastily, 
as  if  to  interpose.  "It  is  not  worth  while  chastising  a  wretch,' 
said  M.  Hardy;  "But  I   will  press  your  h  '.  sir— 

for  you  have  had  the  courage  to  unmask  a  traitor  and  a 
coward." 

"Sir!"  cried  M.  de  Blessac,  overcome  with  shame;  "I  am 
at  your  orders — and " 
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He  could  not  finish.  The  sound  of  voices  was  heard  be- 
hind the  door,  which  opened  violently,  and  an  aged  woman 
entered,  in  spite  of  the  efforts  of  the  servant,  exclaiming  in 
an  agitated  voice:  "I  tell  you,  I  must  speak  instantly  to 
your  master." 

On  hearing  this  voice,  and  at  sight  of  the  pale,  weeping 
woman,  M.  Hardy,  forgetting  M.  de  Blessac,  Rodin,  the  in- 
famous treachery,  and  all,  fell  back  a  step,  and  exclaimed : 
"Madame  Duparc !  you  here!    What  is  the  matter?" 

"Oh,  sir !  a  great  misfortune " 

"Margaret !"  cried  M.  Hardy,  in  a  tone  of  despair. 

"She  is  gone,  sir !" 

"Gone !"  repeated  M.  Hardy,  as  horrorstruck  as  if  a 
thunderbolt  had  fallen  at  his  feet.    "Margaret  gone !" 

"All  is  discovered.  Her  mother  took  her  away — three 
days  ago!"  said  the  unhappy  woman,  in  a  failing  voice. 

"Gone !  Margaret !  It  is  not  true.  You  deceive  me,"  cried 
M.  Hardy.  Refusing  to  hear  more,  wild,  despairing,  he 
rushed  out  of  the  house,  threw  himself  into  his  carriage,  to 
which  the  post-horses  were  still  harnessed,  waiting  for  M. 
de  Blessac,  and  said  to  the  postilion :  "To  Paris !  as  fast  as 
you  can  go !" 

******* 

As  the  carriage,  rapid  as  lightning,  started  upon  the  road 
to  Paris,  the  wind  brought  nearer  the  distant  sound  of  the 
War-song  of  the  Wolves,  who  were  rushing  towards  the 
factory.  In  this  impending  destruction,  see  Rodin's  subtle 
hand,  administering  his  fatal  blows  to  clear  his  way  up  to 
the  chair  of  St.  Peter,  to  which  he  aspired.  His  tireless, 
wily  course  can  hardly  be  darker  shadowed  by  aught  save 
that  dread  coming  horror  the  Cholera,  whose  aid  he  evoked, 
and  whose  health  the  Bacchanal  Queen  wildly  drank. 

That  once  gay  girl,  and  her  poor  famished  sister ;  the  fair 
patrician  and  her  Oriental  lover;  Agricola,  the  workman, 
and  his  veteran  father;  the  smiling  Rose-Pompon,  and  the 
prematurely  withered  Jacques  Rennepont ;  Father  d'Agri- 
gny,  the  mock  priest;  and  Gabriel,  the  true  disciple;  with 
the  rest  that  have  been  named  and  others  yet  to  be  pictured, 
in  the  blaze  of  the  bolts  of  their  fife's  paths,  will  be  seen  in 
the  third  and  concluding  part  of  this  romance  entitled,  "The 
Wandering  Jew:  Redemption." 
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PART  THIRD.— Tin:  Redemption. 


CHAPTER  I. 

THE  WANDERING  JEW'S  CHASTISEMENT. 

TlS  night — the  moon  is  brightly  shining,  the  brilliant 
stars  are  sparkling  in  a  "sky  of  melancholy  calmness,  the 
shrill  whistlings  of  a  northerly  wind — cold,  bleak,  and  evil- 
bearing — are  increasing:  winding  about,  and  bursting  into 
violent  blasts,  with  their  harsh  and  hissing  gusts,  they  are 
sweeping  the  heights  of  Montmartre.  A  man  is  standing  on 
the  very  summit  of  the  hill;  his  lengthened  shadow,  thrown 
out  by  the  moon's  pale  beams,  darkens  the  rocky  ground  in 
the  distance.  The  traveller  is  surveying  the  huge  city  King 
at  his  feet — the  City  of  Paris — from  whose  profundities  are 
cast  up  its  towers,  cupolas,  domes,  and  steeples,  in  the  bluish 
moisture  of  the  horizon;  while  from  the  very  centre  of  this 
sea  of  stones  is  rising  a  luminous  vapor,  reddening  the 
starry  azure  of  the  sky  above.  It  is  the  distant  light  of  a 
myriad  lamps  which  at  night,  the  season  for  pleasure,  is 
illuminating  the  noisy  capital. 

"No!"    said    the   traveller,    "it    will    not    be.      The    Lord 
surely    will    not    suffer    it.      Twice    is    quite   enough.      Five 
centuries  ago,  the  avenging  hand  of  the  Almighty  drove  me 
hither  from  the  depths  of  Asia.   A  solitary  wanderer,  i  left 
in  my  track  more  mourning,  despair,  disaster,  and  death,  than 
the  innumerable  armies  of  a  hundred  devastating  conquei 
could  have  produced.     I  then  entered  this  city,  and  it  was 
decimated.     Two  centuries  ago  that  inexorable  hand  which 
led  me  through  the  world  again  conducted  me  here:  and  on 
that  occasion,  as  on  the  previous  one,  that  scourge,  which 
at  intervals  the  Almighty  binds  to  my    fa  .    ravaj 

this   city,   attacking   first   my   brethren,   already    wearied 
wretchedness    and    toil.      My    brethren!    through    me — the 
laborer  of  Jerusalem,  cursed  by  the  Lord,  who  in  my  • 
cursed  the  race  of  laborers — a  race  always  suffering,  alwa 
disinherited,   always   slaves,    who.    like   me.    go   on,    on.    on, 
without  rest  or  intermission,  without  recompense,  or  ho] 
until   at  length,   women,   men,   children,   and   old    men,   die 
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under  their  iron  yoke  of  self-murder,  that  others  in  their 
turn  then  take  up,  borne  from  age  to  age  on  their  willing  but 
aching  shoulders.  And  here  again,  for  the  third  time,  in  the 
course  of  five  centuries,  I  have  arrived  at  the  summit  of  one 
of  the  hills  which  overlooks  the  city ;  and  perhaps  I  bring 
again  with  me  terror,  desolation,  and  death.  And  this  unhappy 
city,  intoxicated  in  a  whirl  of  joys,  and  nocturnal  revelries, 
knows  nothing  about  it — oh !  it  knows  not  that  I  am  at  its 
very  gate.  But  no !  no !  my  presence  will  not  be  a  source  of 
fresh  calamity  to  it.  The  Lord,  in  His  unsearchable  wisdom, 
has  brought  me  hither  across  France,  making  me  avoid  on 
my  route  all  but  the  humblest  villages,  so  that  no  increase 
of  the  funeral  knell  has  marked  my  journey.  And  then, 
moreover,  the  spectre  has  left  me — that  spectre,  livid  and 
green,  with  its  deep  bloodshot  eyes.  When  I  touched  the 
soil  of  France,  its  moist  and  icy  hand  abandoned  mine — 
it  disappeared.  And  yet  I  feel  the  atmosphere  of  death 
surrounding  me  still.  There  is  no  cessation ;  the  biting  gusts 
of  this  sinister  wind,  which  envelop  me  in  their  breath, 
seem  by  their  envenomed  breath  to  propagate  the  scourge. 
Doubtless  the  anger  of  the  Lord  is  appeased.  Maybe,  my 
presence  here  is  meant  only  as  a  threat,  intending  to  bring 
those  to  their  senses  whom  it  ought  to  intimidate.  It  must 
be  so ;  for  were  it  otherwise,  it  would,  on  the  contrary,  strike 
a  loud-sounding  blow  of  greater  terror,  casting  at  once 
dread  and  death*  into  the  very  heart  of  the  country,  into  the 
bosom  of  this  immense  city.  Oh,  no !  no !  the  Lord  will 
have  mercy;  He  will  not  condemn  me  to  this  new  affliction. 
Alas !  in  this  city  my  brethren  are  more  numerous  and  more 
wretched  than  in  any  other.  And  must  I  bring  death  to 
them  ?  No !  the  Lord  will  have  mercy ;  for,  alas !  the  seven 
descendants  of  my  sister  are  at  last  all  united  in  this  city. 
And  must  I  bring  death  to  them  ?  Death !  instead  of  that 
immediate  assistance  they  stand  so  much  in  need  of  ?  For 
that  woman  who,  like  myself,  wanders  from  one  end  of  the 
world  into  the  other,  has  gone  now  on  her  everlasting 
journey,  after  having  confounded  their  enemies'  plots.  In 
vain  did  she  foretell  that  great  evils  still  threatened  those 
who  are  akin  to  me  through  my  sister's  blood.  The  unseen 
hand  by  which  I  am  led,  drives  that  woman  away  from  me, 
even  as  though  it  were  a  whirlwind  that  swept  her  on.  In 
vain  she  entreated  and  implored  at  the  moment  she  was 
leaving  those  who  are  so  dear  to  me. — At  least,   O  Lord, 
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permit  me  to  stay  until  I  .shall  have  finished  my  task! 
Onward!  A  few  days,  for  mercy's  sake,  only  a  few  <1. 
Onward!  I  leave  these  whom  I  am  protecting  on  the  \ 
brink  of  an  abyss!  Onward!  Onward!!  And  the  wander- 
ing star  is  launched  afresh  on  its  perpetual  course.  But 
her  voice  traversed  through  space,  calling  me  to  the  assist- 
ance of  my  own!  When  her  voice  reached  me  1  fell  that  the 
offspring  of  my  sister  were  still  exposed  to  fearful  dangers: 
those  dangers  are  still  increasing.  Oh,  say.  say,  Lord! 
shall  the  descendants  of  my  sister  escape  those  woes  which 
for  so  many  centuries  have  oppressed  my  race?  Wilt  Thou 
pardon  me  in  them?  Wilt  Thou  punish  me  in  them?  (  )h! 
lead  them,  that  they  may  obey  the  last  wishes  of  their 
ancestor.  Guide  them,  that  they  may  join  their  charitable 
hearts,  their  powerful  strength,  their  best  wisdom,  and  their 
immense  wealth,  and  work  together  for  the  future  happii 
of  mankind,  thereby,  perhaps,  enabled  to  ransom  me  from  my 
eternal  penalties.  Let  those  divine  words  of  the  Son  of  Man, 
"Lore  ye  one  another!"  be  their  only  aim;  and  by  the  assist- 
ance of  their  all-powerful  words,  let  them  contend  against 
and  vanquish  those  false  priests  who  have  trampled  on  the 
precepts  of  love,  of  peace,  and  hope  commanded  by  the 
Saviour,  setting  up  in  their  stead  the  precepts  of  hatred, 
violence,  and  despair.  Those  false  shepherd-,  supported  by 
the  power  fid  and  wealthy  of  the  world,  who  in  all  times 
have  been  their  accomplices,  instead  of  asking  here  below  a 
little  happiness  for  my  brethren,  who  have  been  suffering  and 
groaning  for  centuries,  dare  to  utter,  in  Thy  name,  <  >  Lord! 
that  the  poor  must  always  be  doomed  to  the  tortures  of  this 
world,  and  that  it  is  criminal  in  Thine  eyes  that  they  should 
either  wish  for  or  hope  a  mitigation  of  their  sufferings  on 
earth,  because  the  happiness  of  the  few  and  the  wretcl 
ness  of  nearly  all  mankind  is  Thine  almighty  will.  B 
phemies!  is  it  not  the  contrary  of  these  homicidal  words 
that  is  more  worthy  of  the  name  of  Divine  will?  Hear,  me. 
O  Lord!  for  mercy's  sake.  Snatch  from  their  enemies  the 
descendants  of  my  sister,  from  the  artisan  up  to  the  kit 
son.  Do  not  permit  them  to  crush  the  germ  of  a  mighty 
and  fruitful  association,  which,  perhaps,  under  Thy  | 
tection.  may  take  its  place  among  the  r  of  the  happi- 

ness of  mankind.     Sutler  me.  0  Lord!  to  unite  those  whom 
they   are   endeavoring    to    divide — to    defend    those    wl 
they  are  attacking  iffer  me  to  bring  hope  to  those  from 
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whom  hope  has  fled,  to  give  courage  to  those  who  are  weak, 
to  uphold  those  whom  evil  threatens,  and  to  sustain  those 
who  would  persevere  in  well-doing.  And  then,  perhaps, 
their  struggles,  their  devotedness,  their  virtues,  this  miseries 
might  expiate  my  sins.  Yes,  mine — misfortune,  misfortune 
alone,  made  me  unjust  and  wicked.  O  Lord!  since  Thine 
almighty  hand  hath  brought  me  hither,  for  some  end  un- 
known to  me,  disarm  Thyself,  I  implore  Thee,  of  Thine 
anger,  and  let  not  me  be  the  instrument  of  Thy  vengeance ! 
There  is  enough  of  mourning  in  the  earth  these  two  years 
past — Thy  creatures  have  fallen  by  millions  in  my  footsteps. 
The  world  is  decimated.  A  veil  of  mourning  extends  from 
one  end  of  the  globe  to  the  other.  I  have  traveled  from 
Asia  even  to  the  Frozen  Pole,  and  death  has  followed  in  my 
wake.  Dost  Thou  not  hear,  O  Lord !  the  universal  wailings 
that  mount  up  to  Thee?  Have  mercy  upon  all,  and  upon 
me.  One  day,  grant  me  but  a  single  day,  that  I  may  collect 
the  descendants  of  my  sister  together,  and  save  them !" 
And  uttering  these  words,  the  wanderer  fell  upon  his  knees, 
and  raised  his  hands  to  heaven  in  a  suppliant  attitude. 

Suddenly,  the  wind  howled  with  redoubled  violence;  its 
sharp  whistlings  changed  to  a  tempest.  The  Wanderer 
trembled,  and  exclaimed  in  a  voice  of  terror,  "O  Lord !  the 
blast  of  death  is  howling  in  its  rage.  It  appears  as  though 
a  whirlwind  were  lifting  me  up.  Lord,  wilt  Thou  not,  then, 
hear  my  prayer  ?  The  spectre !  O  !  do  I  behold  the  spectre  ? 
Yes,  there  it  is ;  its  cadaverous  countenance  is  agitated  by 
convulsive  throes,  its  red  eyes  are  rolling  in  their  orbits. 
Begone !  begone !  Oh !  its  hand — its  icy  hand  has  seized  on 
mine  !  Mercy,  Lord,  have  mercy !  'Onward !'  Oh,  Lord  ! 
this  scourge,  this  terrible  avenging  scourge !  Must  I,  then, 
again  carry  it  into  this  city,  must  my  poor  wretched  brethren 
be  the  first  to  fall  under  it — though  already  so  miserable? 
Mercy,  mercy !  'Onward  !'  And  the  descendants  of  my  sister 
— oh,  pray,  have  mercy,  mercy !  'Onward !'  O  Lord,  have 
pity  on  me !  I  can  no  longer  keep  my  footing  on  the  ground, 
the  spectre  is  dragging  me  over  the  brow  of  the  hill ;  my 
course  is  as  rapid  as  the  death-bearing  wind  that  whistles  in 
my  track ;  I  already  approach  the  walls  of  the  city.  Oh, 
mercy,  Lord,  mercy  on  the  descendants  of  my  sister — spare 
them !  do  not  compel  me  to  be  their  executioner,  and  let  them 
triumph  over  their  enemies.  Onward,  onward !  The  ground 
is  fleeing  from  under  me;  I  am  already  at  the  city  gate;  oh, 
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yet,  Lord,  yet  there  is  time  ;  oh,  have  mercy  on  this  slum! 
ing  city,  that  it  may  not  even  now  awaken  with  the  lamen- 
tations of  terror,  of  despair  and  death!    O  Lord,  I  touch  the 
threshold  of  the  gate;  verily  Thou  wiliest  it  so  then. 
done — Paris!  the  scourge  is  in  thy  bosom!  oh,  cursed,  cu: 
evermore  am  I.     Onward!  on!  on!"* 


CHAPTER  II. 

THE    DESCENDANTS    OF    THE    WANDERING    JEW. 

That  lonely  wayfarer  whom  we  have  heard  so  plaintively 
urging  to  be  relieved  of  his  gigantic  burden  of  misery,  spoke 
of  "his  sister's  descendants"  being  of  all  ranks,  from  the 
working  man  to  the  king's  son.  They  were  seven  in  num- 
ber, who  had,  in  the  year  1832,  been  led  to  Paris,  directly 
or  indirectly,  by  a  bronze  medal  which  distinguished  them 
from  others,  bearing  these  words : — 


Victim 

of 

L.  CD.  J. 

Pray   for  me ! 


P  -\RIS 

February   the   13th,    1682. 


In  Paris, 
Rue  St.  Francois,  No.  3, 

In  a  century  and  a  half 

U   will    ' 
February  the   13th,  1832. 


Pray    for    me! 

The  son  of  the  King  of  Mundi  had  lost  his  father  and  his 
domains  in  India  by  the  irresistible  march  of  the  English, 
and  was  but  in  title  Prince  Djalma.  Spite  of  attempts  to 
make  his  departure  from  the  East  delayed  until  alter  the 
period  when  he  could  have  obeyed  his  medal's  command, 
he  had  reached  France  by  the  second  month  of  1- 
Xevertheless,  the  results  of  shipwreck  had  detained  him 
from  Paris  till  after  that  date.  A  second  possessor  of  this 
token  had  remained  unaware  of  its  ex;  ov- 

ered  by  accident.     But  an  enemy  who  sought  to  thwart  the 
union  of  these  seven  members,  had  shut  her  up  in  a  mad- 

*  In  1346,  the  celebrated  Black  Death  ravaged  the  earth,  pr 
the  same  symptoms  as  the  cholera,  and  the  same  ii.  -!e  phe- 

nomena as   to   its   progress   and   the   results   in  ite.      [n    1660  a 

similar  epidemic  decimated  the  world.     It  is  well  known  that  when  the 
cholera  first  broke  out  in  Paris,  it  had  taken  a  wi  mta- 

able  leap;  and,  also  memorable,  a  north-east  wind  prevailed  during 
its  utmost  fierceness. 
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house,  from  which  she  was  released  only  after  that  day. 
Not  alone  was  she  in  imprisonment.  An  old  Bonapartist, 
General  Simon,  Marshal  of  France,  and  Duke  de  Ligny, 
had  left  a  wife  in  Russian  exile,  while  he  (unable  to 
follow  Napoleon  to  St.  Helena)  continued  to  fight  the  Eng- 
lish in  India  by  means  of  Prince  Djalma's  Sepoys,  whom  he 
drilled.  On  the  latter's  defeat,  he  had  meant  to  accompany 
his  young  friend  to  Europe,  induced  the  more  by  finding 
that  the  latter's  mother,  a  Frenchwoman,  had  left  him  such 
another  bronze  medal  as  he  knew  his  wife  to  have  had. 

Unhappily,  his  wife  had  perished  in  Siberia,  without  his 
knowing  it,  any  more  than  he  did,  that  she  had  left  twin 
daughters,  Rose  and  Blanche.  Fortunately  for  them,  one 
who  had  served  their  father  in  the  Grenadiers  of  the  Guard, 
Francis  Baudoin,  nicknamed  Dagobert,  undertook  to  fulfil 
the  dying  mother's  wishes,  inspired  by  the  medal.  Saving 
a  check  at  Leipsic,  where  one  Morok  the  lion-tamer's  pan- 
ther had  escaped  from  its  cage  and  killed  Dagobert's  horse, 
and  a  subsequent  imprisonment  (which  the  Wandering 
Jew's  succoring  hand  had  terminated)  the  soldier  and  his 
orphan  charges  had  reached  Paris  in  safety  and  in  time. 
But  there,  a  renewal  of  the  foe's  attempt  had  gained  its 
end.  By  skilful  devices,  Dagobert  and  his  son  Agricola 
were  drawn  out  of  the  way  while  Rose  and  Blanche  Simon 
were  decoyed  into  a  nunnery,  under  the  eyes  of  Dagobert's 
wife.  But  she  had  been  bound  against  interfering  by  the 
influence  of  the  Jesuit  confessional.  The  fourth  was  M. 
Hardy,  a  manufacturer,  and  the  fifth,  Jacques  Rennepont,  a 
drunken  scamp  of  a  workman,  who  were  more  easily  fended 
off,  the  latter  in  a  sponging  house,  the  former  by  a  friend's 
lure.  Adrienne  de  Cardoville,  daughter  of  the  Count  of 
Rennepont,  who  had  also  been  Duke  of  Cardoville,  was  the 
lady  who  had  been  unwarrantably  placed  in  the  lunatic 
asylum.  The  fifth,  unaware  of  the  medal,  was  Gabriel,  a 
youth,  who  had  been  brought  up,  though  a  foundling,  in 
Dagobert's  family,  as  a  brother  to  Agricola.  He  had  en- 
tered holy  orders,  and  more,  was  a  Jesuit,  in  name  though 
not  in  heart.  Unlike  the  others,  his  return  from  abroad 
had  been  smoothed.  He  had  signed  away  all  his  future 
prospects,  for  the  benefit  of  the  order  of  Loyola,  and,  more- 
over, executed  a  more  complete  deed  of  transfer  on  the  day, 
the  13th  of  February,  1832,  when  he,  alone  of  the  heirs, 
stood  in  the  room  of  the  house,  No.  3,  Rue  St.  Francois. 
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claiming  what  was  a  vast  surprise   for  the  Jesuits,  who,  a 

hundred  and  fifty  years  before,  had  d;  1  that   Count 

Marius  de   Rennepont  had  secreted  a  considerab  iunt 

of  his  wealth,  all  of  which  had  been  confiscated  to  them,  in 
those  painful  days  of  dragoonings,  and  the  revocation  of  the 
Edict  of  Nantes.     They  had  bargained   foi  or 

y  millions  of   francs  to  be  their.-,  by  educate  ibriel 

into  resigning  his  inheritance  to  them,  but  it  was  two  hun- 
dred and  twelve  millions   which   the  Jesuit   representati 
(Father  d'Aigrigny  and  his  secretary.  Rodin)   were  ama 
to  hear  their  nursling  placed  in  ;   of.     Tiny   had 

the   treasure   in    [heir   hands,    in    fact,    when    a    woman 
strangely    sad   beauty   had    mysteriously    entered    the    room 
where  the  will  had  been  read,  and  laid  a  paper  before  the 
notary.     It  was  a  codicil,  duly  drawn  up  and  signed,  defer- 
ring the  carrying  out  of  the  testament  until  the  first  da. 
June  the  same  year.    The  Jesuits  fled  from  the  house,  in  r 
and  intense  disappointment.     Father  d'Aigrigny  was  so  stu- 
por-stricken at  the  defeat,  that  he  bade  his  secretary  at  once 
write  off  to  Rome  that  th'e  Rennepont  inheritance  had  escaped 
them,  and  hopes  to  seize  it  again  were  utterly  at  an  end. 
Upon  this,  Rodin  had  revolted,  and  shown  that  he  had  au- 
thority to  command   where  he  had,   so   far,   most   humbly 
obeyed.     Many  such  spies  hang  about  their  superior's  h< 
with  full  powers  to  become  the  governor  in  turn,  at  a  mo- 
ment's  notice.     Thenceforward,   he.    Rodin,   had   taken   the 
business  into  his  own  hands.     He  had  let  Rose  and  Blanche 
Simon  out  of  the  convent  into  their  father's  arms.     He  had 
gone  in  person  to  release  Adrienne  de  Cardoville   from  the 
asylum.     More,  having  led  her  to  sigh  for  Prince  Djalma.  he 
prompted  the  latter  to  burn  for  her. 

He  let  not  M.  Hardy  escape.  A  friend  whom  the  latter 
treated  as  a  brother,  had  been  shown  up  to  him  as  a  mere 
spy  of  the  Jesuits;  the  woman  whom  he  adored,  a  wedded 
woman,  alas!  who  had  loved  him  in  spite  of  her  vows,  had 
been  betrayed.  Her  mother  had  compelled  her  to  hide  her 
shame  in  America,  and,  as  she  had  often  said— "Much 
you  are  endeared  to  me,  I  cannot  waver  '  you  and 

my  mother!"  so  she  had  obeyed,  without  01  I  word 

to  him.     Confess,  Rodin  was  a  more  dextrous  man  than 
late  master!     In  the  pages  that  ensue  farther  pro  his 

riority  in  basene>s  and  satanic  heartle-  •ill  not  be 

wanting. 
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CHAPTER  III. 

THE    ATTACK. 

On  M.  Hardy's  learning  from  the  confidential  go-between 
of  the  lovers,  that  his  mistress  had  been  taken  away  by  her 
mother,  he  turned  from  Rodin  and  dashed  away  in  a  post- 
carriage.  At  the  same  moment,  as  loud  as  the  rattle  of  the 
wheels,  there  arose  the  shouts  of  a  band  of  workmen  and 
rioters,  hired  by  the  Jesuit's  emissaries,  coming  to  attack 
Hardy's  operatives.  An  old  grudge  long  existing  between 
them  and  a  rival  manufacturer's — Baron  Tripeaud — laborers, 
fanned  the  flames.  When  M.  Hardy  had  left  the  factory, 
Rodin,  who  was  not  prepared  for  this  sudden  departure, 
returned  slowly  to  his  hackney-coach ;  but  he  stopped  sud- 
denly, and  started  with  pleasure  and  surprise,  when  he  saw, 
at  some  distance,  Marshall  Simon  and  his  father  advancing 
towards  one  of  the  wings  of  the  Common  Dwelling-house; 
for  an  accidental  circumstance  had  .so  far  delayed  the  inter- 
view of  the  father  and  son. 

"Very  well!"  said  Rodin.  "Better  and  better!  Now, 
only  let  my  man  have  found  out  and  persuaded  little  Rose- 
Pompon  !" 

And  Rodin  hastened  toward's  his  hackney-coach.  At  this 
moment,  the  wind,  which  continued  to  rise,  brought  to  the 
ears  of  the  Jesuit  the  war  song  of  the  approaching  Wolves. 

The  workman  was  in  the  garden.  The  marshal  said  to 
him,  in  a  voice  of  such  deep  emotion  that  the  old  man 
started ;  "Father,  I  am  very  unhappy." 

A  painful  expression,  until  then  concealed,  suddenly  dark- 
ened the  countenance  of  the  marshal. 

"You  unhappy?"  cried  father  Simon,  anxiously,  as  he 
pressed  nearer  to  the  marshal. 

"For  some  days,  my  daughters  have  appeared  constrained 
in  manner,  and  lost  in  thought.  During  the  first  moments 
of  our  re-union,  they  were  mad  with  joy  and  happiness. 
Suddenly,  all  has  changed ;  they  are  becoming  more  and 
more  sad.  Yesterday,  I  detected  tears  in  their  eyes ;  then 
deeply  moved,  I  clasped  them  in  my  arms,  and  implored 
them  to  tell  me  the  cause  of  their  sorrow.  Without  answer- 
ing, they  threw  themselves  on  my  neck,  and  covered  my 
face  with  their  tears." 
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"It  is  strange.    To  what  do  you  attribute  this  alteration?" 

''Sometimes,  I  think  I  have  not  sufficiently  concealed  from 
them  the  grief  occasioned  me  by  the  loss  of  their  mother, 
and  they  are  perhaps  miserable  that  they  do  not  suffice  for 
my  happiness.  And  yet  (inexplicable  as  it  is)  they  seem  not 
only  to  understand,  but  to  share  my  sorrow.  Yesterday, 
Blanche  said  to  me:  'How  much  happier  still  should  we  be, 
if  our  mother  were  with  us  ! 

"Sharing  your  sorrow,  they  cannot  reproach  you  with  it. 
There  must  be  some  other  cause  for  their  grief." 

*'Ves,"  said  the  marshal,  looking  fixedly  at  his  father; 
"yes — hut  to  penetrate  this  secret — it  would  be  necessary 
not  to  leave  them." 

"What  do  you  mean?" 

"First  learn,  father,  what  are  the  duties  which  would 
keep  me  here ;  then  you  shall  know  those  which  may  take 
me  awav  from  vou,  from  my  daughters,  and  from  my  other 
child."  ' 

"What  other  child?" 

"The  son  of  my  old  friend,  the  Indian  Prince." 

"Djalma?     Is  there  anything  the  matter  with  him?" 

"Father,  he  frightens  me.  I  told  you,  father,  of  his  mad 
and  unhappy  passion  for  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville." 

"Does  that  frighten  you,  my  son  ?"  said  the  old  man. 
looking  at  the  marshal  with  surprise.  "Djalma  is  only 
eighteen,  and,  at  that  age,  one  love  drives  away  another." 

"You  have  no  idea  of  the  ravages  which  the  passion  has 
already  made  in  the  ardent,  indomitable  boy;  sometime-. 
fits  of  savage  ferocity  follow  the  most  painful  dejection. 
Yesterday,  I  came -suddenly  upon  him;  his  eyes  were  blood- 
shot, his  features  contracted  with  rage;  yielding  to  an  im- 
pulse of  mad  furry,  he  was  piercing  with  his  poinar 
cushion  of  red  cloth,  whilst  he  exclaimed,  panting 
breath,  'Ha!  blood !— I  will  have  blood!'  'Unhappy  boy!' 
I  said  to  him,  'what  means  this  insane  passion?'  'I'm  killing 
the  man!'  replied  he,  in  a  hollow  and  savage  voice:  it  is  thus 
he  designates  his  supposed  rival." 

"There  is  indeed  something  terrible,"  said  the  old  man, 
"in  such  a  passion,  in  such  a  heart." 

"At  other  times."  resumed  the  marshal,  "it  is  against 
Mdlle.  de  Cardoville  that  his  rage  hursts  forth;  and  at 
others,  against  himself.  I  have  been  obliged  to  remove  his 
weapons,  for  a  man  who  came  with  him  from  Java,  and  who 
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appears  much  attached  to  him,  has  informed  me  that  he  sus- 
pected him  of  entertaining  some  thoughts  of  suicide." 

"Unfortunate  boy !" 

"Well,  father,"  said  Marshal  Simon,  with  profound  bitter- 
ness ;  "it  is  at  the  moment  when  my  daughters  and  my 
adopted  son  require  all  my  solicitude,  that  I  am  perhaps  on 
the  eve  of  quitting  them." 

"Of  quitting  them?" 

"Yes,  to  fulfil  a  still  more  sacred  duty  than  that  imposed 
by  friendship  or  family,"  said  the  marshal,  in  so  grave  and 
solemn  a  tone,  that  his  father  exclaimed,  with  deep  emotion : 
"What  can  this  duty  be?" 

"Father,"  said  the  marshal,  after  remaining  a  moment  in 
thoughtful  silence,  "who  made  me  what  I  am?  Who  gave 
me  the  ducal  title,  and  the  marshal's  baton?" 

"Napoleon." 

"For  you,  the  stern  republican,  I  know  that  he  lost  all  his 
value,  when  from  the  first  citizen  of  a  Republic  he  became 
an  emperor." 

"I  cursed  his  weakness,"  said  Father  Simon,  sadly;  "the 
demi-god  sank  into  a  man." 

"But  for  me,  father — for  me,  the  soldier,  who  have  always 
fought  beside  him,  or  under  his  eye — for  me,  whom  he  raised 
from  the  lowest  rank  in  the  army  to  the  highest — for  me, 
whom  he  loaded  with  benefits  and  marks  of  affection — for 
me,  he  was  more  than  a  hero,  he  was  a  friend — and  there 
was  as  much  gratitude  as  admiration  in  my  idolatry  for  him. 
When  he  was  exiled,  I  would  fain  have  shared  his  exile ; 
they  refused  me  that  favor ;  then  I  conspired,  then  I  drew 
my  sword  against  those  who  had  robbed  his  son  of  the  crown 
which  France  had  given  him." 

"And,  in  your  position,  you  did  well,  Pierre ;  without 
sharing  your  admiration,  I  understood  your  gratitude.  The 
projects  of  exile,  the  conspiracies — I  approved  them  all — you 
know  it." 

"Well,  then,  that  disinherited  child,  in  whose  name  I  con- 
spired seventeen  years  ago,  is  now  of  an  age  to  wield  his 
father's  sword." 

"Napoleon  II. !"  exclaimed  the  old  man,  looking  at  his  son 
with  surprise  and  extreme  anxiety;  "the  king  of  Rome!" 

"King?  no;  he  is  no  longer  king.  Napoleon?  no;  he  is 
no  longer  Napoleon.  They  have  given  him  some  Austrian 
name,    because    the    other    frightened    them.      Everything 
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frightens  them.  Do  you  know  what  they  are  doing  with  the 
son  of  the  Emperor?"  resumed  the  marshal,  with  painful 
excitement.  "They  are  torturing  him — killing  him  by  inchi 

"Who  told  you  this?" 
^"Somebody  who   knows,  whose   words   are  hut  to.,  true. 
Yes ;  the  son  of  the  Emperor  struggles  with  all  his  strength 
against  a  premature  death.     With  his  eyes  turned  towards 
France,  he  waits — he  waits — and  no  one  comes — no  on 
out  of  all  the  men  that  his  father  made  as  great  as  thi 
were  little,  not  one  thinks  of  that  crowned  child,  whom  the) 
are  stilling,  till  he  dies." 

"But  you  think  of  him?" 

"Yes;  but  I  had  first  to  learn — oh!  there  is  no  doubt  of 
it,  for  I  have  not  derived  all  my  information  from  the  same 
source — I  had  first  to  learn  the  cruel  fate  of  this  youtl 
whom  I  also  swore  allegiance;  for  one  day.  as  I  have 
you,  the  Emperor,  proud  and  loving  father  as  he  was,  showed 
him  to  me  in  his  cradle,  and  said:  'My  old  friend,  you  will 
be  to  the  son  what  you  have  been  to  the  father;  who  loves 
us,  loves  our  France.'  " 

"Yes,  I  know  it.  Many  times  you  have  repeated  those 
words  to  me,  and,  like  yourself,  I  have  been  moved  by  them." 

"Well,  father!  suppose,  informed  of  the  sufferings  of  the 
son  of  the  Emperor,  I  had  seen — with  the  positive  certainty 
that  I  was  not  deceived — a  letter  from  a  person  of  high  rank 
in  the  court  of  Vienna,  offering  to  a  man  that  was  still  faith- 
ful to  the  Emperor's  memory,  the  means  of  communicating 
with  the  King  of  Rome,  and  perhaps  of  saving  him  from  his 
tormentors " 

"What  next?"  said  the  workman,  looking  fixedly  at  his 
son.    "Suppose  Napoleon  II.  once  at  liberty " 

"What  next?"  exclaimed  the  marshal.  Then  he  add 
in  a  suppressed  voice:  "Do  you  think,  father,  that  Prance 
is  insensible  to  the  humiliations  she  endure-?  Do  you  think 
that  the  memory  of  the  Emperor  is  extinct?  No,  no;  it  i-. 
above  all,  in  the  days  of  our  country's  degredation,  that  she 
whispers  that  sacred  name.  How  would  it  be,  then,  were 
that  name  to  rise  glorious  on  the  frontier,  reviving  in  his 
son?  Do  you  not  think  that  the  heart  of  all  France  would 
beat  for  him  ?" 

"This  implies  a  conspiracy — against  the  presenl  rn- 

ment — with  Napoleon  II.  for  a  watchword,"  said  the  work- 
man.    "This  is  very  serious." 
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"I  told  you,  father,  that  I  was  very  unhappy ;  judge  if  it 
be  not  so,"  cried  the  marshal.  "Not  only  I  ask  myself, 
if  I  ought  to  abandon  my  children  and  you,  to  run  the  risk 
of  so  daring  an  enterprise,  but  I  ask  myself  if  I  am  not 
bound  to  the  present  government,  which,  in  acknowledging 
my  rank  and  title,  if  it  bestowed  no  favor,  at  least  did  me 
an  act  of  justice.  How  shall  I  decide? — abandon  al  that  I 
love,  or  remain  insensible  to  the  tortures  of  the  son  of  the 
Emperor — of  that  Emperor  to  whom  I  owe  everything — to 
whom  I  have  sworn  fidelity,  both  to  himself  and  child? 
Shall  I  lose  this  only  opportunity,  perhaps,  of  saving  him, 
or  shall  I  conspire  in  his  favor?  Tell  me,  if  I  exaggerate 
what  I  owe  to  the  memory  of  the  Emperor  ?  Decide  for  me, 
father !  During  a  whole  sleepless  night,  I  strove  to  discover, 
in  the  midst  of  this  chaos,  the  line  prescribed  by  honor ;  but 
I  only  wandered  from  indecision  to  indecision.  You  alone, 
father — you  alone,  I  repeat,  can  direct  me." 

After  remaining  for  some  moments  in  deep  thought,  the 
old  man  was  about  to  answer,  when  some  person,  running 
across  the  little  garden,  opened  the  door  hastily,  and  entered 
the  room  in  which  were  the  marshal  and  his  father.  It  was 
Olivier,  the  young  workman,  who  had  been  able  to  effect  his 
escape  from  the  village  in  which  the  Wolves  had  assembled. 

"M.  Simon !  M.  Simon !"  cried  he,  pale,  and  panting  for 
breath.  "They  are  here — close  at  hand.  They  have  come 
to  attack  the  factory." 

"Who?"  cried  the  old  man,  rising  hastily. 

"The  Wolves,  quarrymen,  and  stonecutters,  joined  on  the 
road  by  a  crowd  of  people  from  the  neighborhood,  and  vaga- 
bonds from  town.  Do  you  not  hear  them?  They  are 
shouting,  'Death  to  the  Devourers !'  " 

The  clamor  was  indeed  approaching,  and  grew  more  and 
more  distinct. 

"It  is  the  same  noise  that  I  heard  just  now,"  said  the 
marshal,  rising  in  his  turn. 

"There  are  more  than  two  hundred  of  them,  M.  Simon," 
said  Olivier ;  "they  are  armed  with  clubs  and  stones,  and 
unfortunately  the  greater  part  of  our  workmen  are  in  Paris. 
We  are  not  above  forty  here  in  all ;  the  women  and  children 
are  already  flying  to  their  chambers,  screaming  for  terror. 
Do  you  not  hear  them?" 

The  ceiling  shook  beneath  the  tread  of  many  hasty  feet. 


THE   WANDERING   JEW  245 

"Will  this  attack  be  a  serious  one?'-  said  the  marshal  to 
his  father,  who  appeared  more  and  more  dejected. 

"Very  serious,'*  said  the  old  man;  "th  nothing  more 

fierce  than  these  combats  between  different  unions;  and 
everything  has  been  done  lately  to  excite  the  people  <>t  the 
neighborhood  against  the  factory.*' 

"If  you  are  so  inferior  in  number,"  said  the  marshal,  "you 
must  begin  by  barricading  all  the  doors — and  then " 

He  was  unable  to  conclude.  A  burst  of  ferocious  cries 
shook  the  windows  of  the  room,  and  seemed  so  near  and  loud. 
that  the  marshal,  his  father,  and  the  young  workman,  rushed 
out  into  the  little  garden,  which  was  bounded  on  one  side- 
by  a  wall  that  separated  it  from  the  fields.  Suddenly 
whilst  the  shouts  redoubled  in  violence,  a  shower  of  large 
stones,  intended  to  break  the  windows  of  the  house,  smashed 
some  of  the  panes  on  the  first  story,  struck  against  the  wall, 
and  fell  into  the  garden,  all  around  the  marshal  and  his 
father.  By  a  fatal  chance,  one  of  these  large  stones  struck 
the  old  man  on  the  head.  He  staggered,  bent  forward,  and 
fell  bleeding  into  the  arms  of  Marshal  Simon,  just  as  arose 
from  without,  with  increased  fury,  the  savage  cries  of, 
"Death  to  the  Devourers !" 


CHAPTER  IV. 

THE     WOLVES     AXD     THE     DEVOURERS. 

It  was  a  frightful  thing  to  view  the  approach  of  the  lawless 
crowd,  whose  first  act  of  hostility  had  been  so  fatal  to  Marshal 
Simon's  father.     One  wing  of  the  Common  Dwelling-ho 
which  joined  the  garden-wall  on  that  side,  was  next  to  the 
fields.     It  was  there  that  the  Wolves   began   their  attack. 
The  precipitation  of  their  march,  the  halt  they  had  mad 
two  public-houses  on  the  road,  their  ardent  impatience  for 
the  approaching  struggle,  had  inflamed  these  men  to  a  high 
pitch  of  savage  excitement.     Having  discharged  their  first 
shower  of  stones,  most  of  the  assailants  stoo 
for  more  ammunition.    Some  of  them,  to  do  so  with  theater 
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ease,  held  their  bludgeons  between  their  teeth;  others  had 
placed  them  against  the  wall ;  here  and  there,  groups  had 
formed  L"imultuously  round  the  principal  leaders  of  the  band ; 
the  most  neatly  dressed  of  these  men  wore  frocks,  with  caps, 
whilst  others  were  almost  in  rags,  for,  as  we  have  already 
said,  many  of  the  hangers-on  at  the  barriers,  and  people 
without  any  profession,  had  joined  the  troop  of  the  Wolves, 
whether  welcome  or  not.  Some  hideous  women,  with  tat- 
tered garments,  who  always  seem  to  follow  in  the  track  of 
such  people,  accompanied  them  on  this  occasion,  and,  by 
their  cries  and  fury,  inflamed  still  more  the  general  excite- 
ment. One  of  them,  tall,  robust,  with  purple  complexion, 
blood-shot  eyes,  and  toothless  jaws,  had  a  handkerchief  over 
her  head,  from  beneath  which  escaped  her  yellow,  frowsy 
hair.  Over  her  ragged  gown,  she  wore  an  old  plaid  shawl, 
crossed  over  her  bosom,  and  tied  behind  her  back.  This  hag 
seemed  possessed  with  a  demon.  She  had  tucked  up  her 
half -torn  sleeves;  in  one  hand  she  brandished  a  stick,  in  the 
other  she  grasped  a  huge  stone ;  her  companions  called  her 
Ciboule  (scullion). 

This  horrible  hag  exclaimed,  in  a  hoarse  voice :  "I'll  bite 
the  women  of  the  factory;  I'll  make  them  bleed." 

The  ferocious  words  were  received  with  applause  by  her 
companions,  and  with  savage  cries  of  "Ciboule  forever !" 
which  excited  her  to  frenzy. 

Amongst  the  other  leaders,  was  a  small,  dry,  pale  man, 
with  the  face  of  a  ferret,  and  a  black  beard  all  round  the 
chin;  he  wore  a  scarlet  Greek  cap,  and  beneath  his  long 
blouse,  perfectly  new,  appeared  a  pair  of  neat  cloth  trousers, 
strapped  over  thin  boots.  This  man  was  evidently  of  a  dif- 
ferent condition  of  life  from  that  of  the  other  persons  in  the 
troop ;  it  was  he,  in  particular,  who  ascribed  the  most  ir- 
ritating and  insulting  language  to  the  workmen  of  the  fac- 
tory, with  regard  to  the  inhabitants  of  the  neighborhood. 
He  howled  a  great  deal,  but  he  carried  neither  stick  nor 
stone.  A  full-faced,  fresh-colored  man,  with  a  formidable 
bass  voice,  like  a  chorister's,  asked  him :  "Will  you  not  have 
a  shot  at  those  impious  dogs,  who  might  bring  down  the 
Cholera  on  the  country,  as  the  curate  told  us?" 

"I  will  have  a  better  shot  than  you,"  said  the  little  man, 
with  a  singular,  sinister  smile. 

"And  with  what,  I'd  like  to  see?" 

"Probably,  with  this,"  said  the  little  man,  stooping  to  pick 
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up  a  large  stone;  but,  as  he  bent,  a  well-filled  though  lii,rhi 
bag,  which  he  appeared  to  carry  under  his  blouse,  it'll  to  the 
ground. 

"Look,  you  are  losing  both  bag  and  baggag    .         Id  tin 
other;  "it  does  not  seem  very  heavy." 

"They  are  samples  of  wool,"  answered  the  man  with  the 
ferret's  face,  as  he  hastily  picked  up  the  bag,  and  repla 
it   under  his  blouse;   then  he  added:     "Attention!   the   big 
blaster  is  going  to  speak." 

And,  in  fact,  he  who  excerised  the  most  complete  ascend-. 
ency  over  this  irritated  crowd  was  the  terrible  quarryman. 
His  gigantic   form  towered  so  much  above   the   multir 
that  his  great  head,  bound  in  its  ragged  handkerchief,  and 
his   Herculean   shoulders,  covered   with  a   fallow  goat-skin, 
were  always  visible  above  the  level  of  that  dark  and  swarm- 
ing crowd,  only  relieved  here  and  there  by  a  few  women's 
caps,  like  so  many  white  points.     Seeing  to  what  a  degree 
of  exasperation  the  minds  of  the  crowd  had   reached,  the 
small  number  of  honest,  but  misguided  workmen,  who  had 
allowed  themselves  to  be  drawn  into  this  dangerous  enter- 
prise, under  the  pretext  of  a  quarrel  between  rival  unions, 
now  fearing  for  the  consequences  of  the  struggle,  tried,  but 
too  late,  to  abandon  the  main  body.     Pressed  close,  and  as 
it  were,  girt  in  with  the  more  hostile  groups,  dreading  to 
pass  for  cowards,  or  to  expose  themselves  to  the  bad  treat- 
ment of  the  majority,  they  were  forced  to  wait  for  a  more 
favorable  moment   to   effect   their   escape.      To   the   sa\ 
cheers,  which  had  accompanied  the  first  discharge  of  st« 
succeeded  a  deep  silence  commanded  by  the  stentorian  v 
of  the  quarryman. 

"The  Wolves  have  howled,"  he  exclaimed :  "let  us  wait 
and  see  how  the  Devourers  will  answer,  and  when  they  will 
begin  the  fight." 

"We  must  draw  them  out  of  their  factory,  and  fight  them 
on  neutral  ground,"  said  the  little  man  with 
who  appeared  to  be  the  thieves'  advocate;  "otherwise  there 
would  be  trespass." 

"What  do  we  care  about  trespass?"  cried  the  horrible 
hag,  Ciboule;  "in  or  out.  I  will  tear  the  chits  of  tl  ry." 

■"\'es,   yes,"   cried   other   hideous   creature-.  as 

Ciboule  herself  ;  "we  must  not  leave  all  to  the  men." 

"We  must  have  our  fun,  too!" 

"The  women  of  the  factory  say  that  all  the  women  of  the 
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neighborhood  are  drunken  drabs,"  cried  the  little  man  with 
the  ferret's  face. 

"Good !  wt'll  pay  them  for  it." 

"The  women  shall  have  their  share." 

"That's  our  business." 

"They  like  to  sing  in  their  Common  House,"  cried  Ciboule ; 
"we  will  make  them  sing  the  wrong  side  of  their  mouths, 
in  the  key  of  'Oh,  dear  me !'  " 

This  pleasantry  was  received  with  shouts,  hootings,  and 
furious  stamping  of  feet,  to  which  the  stentorian  voice  of 
the  quarryman  put  a  term  by  roaring:  "Silence !" 

"Silence !  silence !"  repeated  the  crowd.  "Hear  the 
blaster!" 

"If  the  Devourers  are  cowards  enough  not  to  dare  to  show 
themselves,  after  a  second  volley  of  stones,  there  is  a  door 
down  there  which  we  can  break  open,  and  we  will  soon  hunt 
them  from  their  holes." 

"It  would  be  better  to  draw  them  out,  so  that  none  might 
remain  in  the  factory,"  said  the  little  old  man  with  the 
ferret's  face,  who  appeared  to  have  some  secret  motive. 

"A  man  fights  where  he  can,"  cried  the  quarryman,  in  a 
voice  of  thunder;  "all  right,  if  we  can  but  once  catch  hold. 
We  could  fight  on  a  sloping  roof,  or  on  the  top  of  a  wall — ■ 
couldn't  we,  my  Wolves?" 

"Yes,  yes !"  cried  the  crowd,  still  more  excited  by  those 
savage  words ;  "if  they  don't  come  out,  we  will  break  in." 

"We  will  see  their  fine  palace !" 

"The  pagans  haven't  even  a  chapel,"  said  the  bass  voice. 
"The  curate  has  damned  them  all !" 

"Why  should  they  have  a  palace,  and  we  nothing  but 
dog-kennels  ?" 

"Hardy's  workmen  say  that  kennels  are  good  enough  for 
such  as  you,"  said  the  little  man  with  the  ferret's  face. 

"Yes,  yes !  they  said  so." 

"We'll  break  all  their  traps." 

"We'll  pull  down  their  bazaar." 

"We'll  throw  the  house  out  of  the  windows." 

"Wrhen  we  have  made  the  mealy-mouthed  chits  sing," 
cried  Ciboule,  "we  will  make  them  dance  to  the  clatter  of 
stones  on  their  heads." 

"Come,  my  Wolves !  attention !"  cried  the  quarryman, 
still  in  the  same  stentorian  voice ;  "one  more  volley,  and  if 
the  Devourers  do  not  come  out,  down  with  the  door!" 


THE    WANDERING    J]  w  24f> 

This  proposition  was  received  with  cheers  of  savage  ardor, 
and  the  quarryman,  whose  voice  rose  above  the  tumult, 
cried  with  all  the  strength  of  his  herculean  In  "Attenl 

my   Wolves.      Make   ready!   all   together.      Now,   are 
ready?" 

"Yes,  yes — all  ready!" 

"Then,  present! — tire!"  And,  for  the  second  time,  a 
shower  of  enormous  stones  poured   upon   thai  of   the 

Common  Dwelling-house  which  was  turned  towards  the 
fields.  A  part  of  these  projectiU •>  broke  such  of  the  win- 
dows as  had  been  spared  by  the  first  volley.  To  the  sharp 
smashing  and  cracking  of  glass  were  joined  the  ferocious 
cries  uttered  in  chorus  by  this  formidable  mob,  drunk  with 
its  own  excesses:     "Death  to  the  Devourer> !" 

Soon  these  outcries  became  perfectly  frantic,  when, 
through  the  broken  windows,  the  assailants  perceived  women 
running  in  terror,  some  with  children  in  their  arms,  and 
others  raising  their  hands  to  heaven,  calling  aloud  for  help; 
whilst  a  few,  bolder  than  the  rest,  leaned  out  of  the  win- 
dows, and  tried  to  fasten  the  outside  blinds. 

"There  come  the  ants  out  of  their  holes  !"  cried  Ciboule. 
stooping  to  pick  up  a  stone.  "We  must  have  a  ding  at 
them  for  luck  !"  The  stone,  hurled  by  the  steady,  mascu- 
line hand  of  the  virago,  went  straight  to  its  mark,  and 
struck  an  unfortunate  woman  who  was  trying  to  close  one 
of  the  shutters. 

"Hit  in  th~  white !"  cried  the  hideous  creature. 

"Well  done,  Ciboule! — you've  rapped  her  coker-nut!" 
cried  a  voice. 

•boule  forever !" 

"Come  out.  you  Devourers,  if  you  dare!" 

"They    have    said    a    hundred    times,    that    the    neighbors 
were  too  cowardly  even  to  come  and  look  at  their  hou 
squealed  the  little  man  with  the  ferret's  face. 

"And  now  they  show  the  white  feather!" 

"If  they  will   not  come  out,"   cried   the  quarryman,   in 
voice  of  thunder,  "let  us  smoke  them  out !" 
1  es.  yes 

"Let's  break  open  the  door!" 

"We  are  sure  to  find  them  !" 

"Come  on!  come  on!" 

The    crowd,     with    the    quarryman    at    their    head,    and 
Ciboule  not    far   from   him.   brandishing  a   stick,   advanced 
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tumultously  towards  one  of  the  great  doors.  The  ground 
shook  beneath  the  rapid  tread  of  the  mob,  which  had  now 
ceased  shouting;  but  the  confused,  and,  as  it  were,  subter- 
raneous noise,  sounded  even  more  ominous  than  those  savage 
outcries.  The  Wolves  soon  arrived  opposite  the  massive 
oaken  door.  At  the  moment  the  blaster  raised  a  sledge- 
hammer, the  door  opened  suddenly.  Some  of  the  most  de- 
termined of  the  assailants  were  about  to  rush  in  at  this 
entrance ;  but  the  quarryman  stepped  back,  extending  his  arm 
as  if  to  moderate  their  ardor  and  impose  silence.  Then  his 
followers  gathered  round  him. 

The  half-open  door  discovered  a  party  of  workmen,  unfor- 
tunately by  no  means  numerous,  but  with  countenances 
full  of  resolution.  They  had  armed  themselves  hastily  with 
forks,  iron  bars,  and  clubs.  Agricola,  who  was  their  leader, 
held  in  his  hand  a  heavy  sledge-hammer.  The  young  work- 
man was  very  pale ;  but  the  fire  of  his  eye,  his  menacing 
look,  and  the  interpid  assurance  of  his  bearing,  showed  that 
his  father's  blood  boiled  in  his  veins,  and  that  in  such  a 
struggle  he  might  become  fear-inspiring.  Yet  he  succeeded 
in  restraining  himself,  and  challenged  the  quarryman,  in  a 
firm  voice:     "What  do  you  want?" 

"A  fight !"  thundered  the  blaster. 

"Yes,  yes  !  a  fight !"  repeated  the  crowd. 

"Silence,  m)  Wolves !"  cried  the  quarryman,  as  he  turned 
round,  and  stretched  forth  his  large  hand  towards  the  multi- 
tude. Then  addressing  Agricola,  he  said :  "The  Wolves 
have  come  to  ask  for  a  fight." 

"With  whom  ?" 

"With  the  Devourers." 

"There  are  no  Devourers  here,"  replied  Agricola;  "we 
are  only  peaceable  workmen.     So  begone." 

"Well !  here  are  the  Wolves,  that  will  eat  your  quiet 
workmen." 

"The  Wolves  will  eat  no  one  here,'  said  Agricola,  looking 
full  at  the  quarryman,  who  approached  him  with  a  threat- 
ening air ;  "they  can  only  frighten  little  children." 

"Oh !  you  think  so,"  said  the  quarryman,,  with  a  savage 
sneer.  Then  raising  his  weapon,  he  shook  it  in  Agricola's 
face,  exclaiming:  "Is  that  any  laughing  matter? 

"Is  that?"  answered  Agricola,  with  a  rapid  movement, 
parrying  the  stone-sledge  with  his  own  hammer. 
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"Iron  against  iron— hammer  against  hammer — that  suits 
me."  said  the  quarryman. 

"It  does  not  matter  what  suits  yon,"  an! 
hardly  ahle   to   restrain    himself.      "You    have   broken    our 
windows,    frightened    our    women,    and    wounded — perhaps 
killed — the    oldest    workman    in    the    factory,    who    at    this 
moment  lies  bleeding  in  the  arms  of  his  son."  1 1  ricola'fl 

voice  trembled  in  spite  of  himself.     "'It  is.  I  think  :h.'' 

"No;  the  Wolves  are  hungry  for  more."  answered  the 
blaster;  "you  must  come  out  (cowards  that  you  are!),  and 

ht  us  on  the  plain." 

"Yes!  yes!  battle! — let  them  come  out!"  cried  the  i 
howling,   hissing,   waring  their   sticks,   and   pushing   further 
into  the  small  space  which  separated  them  from  the  door. 

"We  will   have  no  battle."  answered   Agricola :   "we   will 
not  leave  our  home;  but  if  you  have  the  misfortune  to  p 
this,"  said   Agricola,  throwing  his  cap  upon  the  thresl 
and    setting   his    foot   on   it    with   an    intrepid   air.    "if    you 
pass  this,  you  attack  us  in  our  own  house,  and  you  will  be 
answerable  for  all  that  may  happen." 

"There  or  elsewhere  we  will  have  the  fight!  the  Wo; . 
must  eat  the  Devourers.     Now  for  the  attack !"  cried  the 
fierce  quarryman.  raising  his  hammer  to  strike  Agricola. 

But  the  latter,  throwing  himself  on  one  side  by  a  sudden 
leap,  avoided  the  blow,  and  struck  with  his  hammer  full 
at  the  chest  of  the  quarryman,  who  staggered  for  a  mo- 
ment, but  instantly  recovering  his  legs,  rushed  furiously  on 
Agricola,  crying:    "Follow  me,  Wolves  !" 


CHAPTER  V. 

THE    RFTrRN. 


As  soon  as  the  combat  had  begun  l>etween  Agricola  ani 
the  blaster,  the  general  fight  became,  terrible  ardent,  im- 
placable. A  flood  of  assailants,  following  the  quarrvman's 
steps,  rushed  into  the  house  with  irresistible  fury;  oth 
unable  to  force  their  way  through  this  dreadful  crowd, 
where   the   more    impetuous   squeeze' 1.  ani    crushed 

those  who  were  less   so,   went   round   in  another   dii 
broke  through  some  lattice  work,  and  thus  placed  die  people 
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of  the  factory,  as  it  were,  between  two  fires.  Some  resisted 
courageously ;  others,  seeing  Ciboule,  followed  by  some  of 
her  horrible  companions,  and  by  several  of  the  most  ill-look- 
ing ruffians,  hastily  enter  that  part  of  the  Common-Dwell- 
ing-house in  which  the  women  had  taken  refuge,  hurried  in 
pursuit  of  this  band ;  but  some  of  the  hag's  companions, 
having  faced  about,  and  vigorously  defended  the  entrance 
of  the  staircase  against  the  workmen,  Ciboule,  with  three 
or  four  like  herself,  and  about  the  same  number  of  no  less 
ignoble  men,  rushed  through  the  rooms,  with  the  intention 
of  robbing  or  destroying  all  that  came  in  their  way.  A 
door,  which  at  first  resisted  their  efforts,  was  soon  broken 
through ;  Ciboule  rushed  into  the  apartment  with  a  stick  in 
her  hand,  her  hair  dishevelled,  furious,  and,  as  it  were,  mad- 
dened with  the  noise  and  tumult.  A  beautiful  young  girl 
(it  was  Angela),  who  appeared  anxious  to  defend  the  entrance 
to  a  second  chamber,  threw  herself  on  her  knees,  pale  and 
supplicating,  and  raising  her  clasped  hands,  exlaimed:  "Do 
not  hurt  my  mother !" 

"I'll  serve  you  out  first,  and  your  mother  afterwards,'' 
replied  the  horrible  woman,  throwing  herself  on  the  poor 
girl,  and  endeavoring  to  tear  her  face  with  her  nails,  whilst 
the  rest  of  the  ruffianly  band  broke  the  glass  and  the  clock 
with  their  sticks,  and  possessed  themselves  of  some  articles 
of  wearing  apparel. 

Angela,  struggling  with  Ciboule,  uttered  loud  cries  of 
distress,  and  still  attempted  to  guard  the  room  in  which 
her  mother  had  taken  refuge;  whilst  the  latter,  leaning 
from  the  window,  called  Agricola  to  their  assistance.  The 
smith  was  now  engaged  with  the  huge  blaster.  In  a  close 
struggle,  their  hammers  had  become  useless,  and  with  blood- 
shot eyes  and  clinched  teeth,  chest  to  chest,  and  limbs 
twined  together  like  two  serpents,  they  made  the  most 
violent  efforts  to  overthrow  each  other.  Agricola,  bent 
forward,  held  under  his  right  arm  the  left  leg  of  the 
quarryman,  which  he  had  seized  in  parrying  a  violent  kick ; 
but  such  was  the  Herculean  strength  of  the  leader  of  the 
Wolves,  that  he  remained  firm  as  a  tower,  though  resting 
only  on  one  leg.  With  the  hand  that  was  still  free  (for 
the  other  was  gripped  by  Agricola  as  in  a  vise) ,  he  endeavored 
with  violent  blows  to  break  the  jaws  of  the  smith,  who, 
leaning  his  head  forward,  pressed  his  forehead  hard  against 
the  breast  of  his  adversary. 
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"The  Wolf  will  break  the  Devoun  th,  and  he  shall 

levour  no  more,"  said  the  quarryman. 
"You  are  no  true  Wolf,"  answered  the  smith,  redoubling 

his  efforts;  "the  true  Wolves  are  honest  and  do  not 

come  ten  against  one." 

"True  or  false.  I  will  break  your  teeth." 

"And  I  your  paw,"  said  the  smith,  giving  so  violent  a 
wrench  to  the  leg  of  the  quarryman.  that  the  latter  utt( 
a  cry  of  acute  pain,  and,  with  the  rage  of  a  wild  beast,  butt- 
ing  suddenly    forward    with   his   head,   succeeded    in    biting 
Agricola  in  the  side  of  the  neck. 

The  pang  of  this  bite  forced  Agricola  to  make  a  mo- 
ment,  which  enabled  the  quarryman   to   disengage   his 
Then,  with  a  superhuman  effort,  he  threw  himself  with  his 
whole  weight  on  Agricola,  and  brought  him  to  the  ground, 
falling  himself  upon  him. 

At  this  juncture,  Angela's  mother.  leaning  from  one  of 
the  windows  of  the  Common  Dwelling-house,  exclaimed  in 
a  heart-rending  voice:  "Help,  Agricola! — the}-  arc  killing 
my  child  !" 

"Let  me  go — and  on,  my  honor — I  will  fight  you  to-mor- 
row, or  when  you  will."  said  Agricola,  panting  for  breath. 

"No  warmed-up  food  for  me;  I  eat  all  hot."  answered 
the  quarryman,  seizing  the  smith  by  the  throat,  whilst  he 
tried  to  place  one  of  his  knees  upon  his  ch 

"Help  ! — they  are  killing  my  child  !"  cried  Angela's  mother, 
in  a  voice  of  despair. 

"Mercy!      I   a-ked  mercy!     Let  me  go!"   said   Agrio 
making  the  most  violent  efforts  to  escape. 

"I  am  too  hungry,"  answered  the  quarryman. 

Exasperated  by  the  terror   which   A;  occa- 

sioned him,  Agricola  redoubled  his  efforts  when  the  quarry- 
man suddenly  felt  his  thi^h  seized  by  the  sharp  teeth  of  a 
dog,  and  at  the  same  instant  received  from  a  vigorous  1. 
three  or  four  heavy  blows  with  a  stick  upon  I  I.     He 

relaxed  his  grasp,  and  fell  stunned  upon  his  hand  and  ki 
whilst   he  mechanically   raised   his   other   arm   to   parry   the 
blows,  which  ceased  as  soon  as  Agricola  was  del. 

"Father,  you  have  saved  me'"  cried  the  smith,  springil 
up.     "If  only  I  am  in  time  to  rescue  An. 

"Run! — never     mind     me!"  D  •;     and 

Agricola  rushed  into  the  house. 

Dogabert,  accompanied  by   Spo  .   had  come,  as   we 
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have  already  said,  to  bring  Marshal  Simon's  daughters  to 
their  grandfather.  Arriving  in  the  midst  of  the  tumult, 
the  soldier  had  collected  a  few  workmen  to  defend  the 
entrance  of  the  chamber,  to  which  the  marshal's  father  had 
been  carried  in  a  dying  state.  It  was  from  this  post  that 
the  soldier  had  seen  Agricola's  danger.  Soon  after,  the 
rush  of  the  conflict  separated  Dagobert  from  the  quarryman, 
who  remained  for  some  moments  insensible.  Arrived  in 
two  bounds  at  the  Common  Dwelling-house,  Agricola  suc- 
ceeded in  forcing  his  way  through  the  men  who  defended 
the  staircase,  and  rushed  into  the  corridor  that  led  to 
Angela's  chamber.  At  the  moment  he  reached  it,  the  un- 
fortunate girl  was  mechanically  guarding  her  face  with  both 
hands  against  Ciboule,  who,  furious  as  the  hyena  over  its 
prey,  was  trying  to  scratch  and  disfigure  her. 

To  spring  upon  the  horrible  hag,  seize  her  by  her  yellow 
hair  with  irresistible  hand,  drag  her  backwards,  and  then 
with  one  cuff,  stretch  her  full  length  upon  the  ground,  was 
for  Agricola  an  achievement  as  rapid  as  thought.  Furious 
with  rage,  Ciboule  rose  again  almost  instantly ;  but  at  this 
moment,  several  workmen,  who  had  followed  close  upon 
Agricola,  were  able  to  attack  with  advantage,  and  whilst 
the  smith  lifted  the  fainting  form  of  Angela,  and  carried  her 
into  the  next  room,  Ciboule  and  her  band  were  driven  from 
that  part  of  the  house. 

After  the  first  fire  of  the  assault,  the  small  number  of 
real  Wolves,  who,  as  Agricola  said,  were  in  the  main  honest 
fellows,  but  had  the  weakness  to  let  themselves  be  drawn 
into  this  enterprise,  under  the  pretext  of  a  quarrel  between 
rival  unions,  seeing  the  excesses  committed  by  the  rabble 
who  accompanied  them,  turned  suddenly  round,  and  ranged 
themselves  on  the  side  of  the  Devourers. 

"There  are  no  longer  here  either  Wolves  or  Devourers," 
said  one  of  the  most  determined  Wolves  to  Olivier,  with 
whom  he  had  been  fighting  roughly  and  fairly ;  "there  are 
none  here  but  honest  workmen,  who  must  unite  to  drive  out 
a  set  of  scoundrels,  that  have  come  only  to  break  and  pillage." 

"Yes,"  added  another;  "it  was  against  our  will  that  they 
began  by  breaking  your  windows." 

"The  big  blaster  did  it  all,"  said  another;  "the  true 
Wolves  wash  their  hands  of  him.  We  shall  soon  settle  his 
account." 
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"We  may  fight  every  day— but  we  ought  to  esteem  each 

other."* 

This  defection  of  a  portion  of  the  assailants  <  unfortunately 
but  a  small  portion)  gave  new  spirit  to  the  workmen  <>i  tin- 
factory,  and  all  together.  Wolves  and  Devourers,  though 
very  inferior  in  number,  opposed  themselves  to  the  hand  of 
vagabonds,  who  were  proceeding  to  new  excess*  Some  of 

these  wretches,  still  further  excited  by  the  little  man  with 
the  ferret's  face,  a  secret  emissary  of  Baron  Tripeaud,  now 
rushed  in  a  mass  towards  the  workshops  of  M.  I  tardy.  Then 
began  a  lamentable  devastation.  These  people,  seized  with 
the  mania  of  destruction,  broke  without  remorse  machines 
of  the  greatest  value,  and  most  delicate  construction;  halt- 
manufactured  articles  were  pitilessly  destroyed;  a  savage 
emulation  seemed  to 'inspire  these  barbarians,  and  those 
workshops,  so  lately  the  model  of  order  and  well-regulated 
economy,  were  soon  nothing  but  a  wreck ;  the  courts  were 
strewed  with  fragments  of  all  kinds  of  wares,  which  were 
thrown  from  the  windows  with  ferocious  outcries,  or  savage 
bursts  of  laughter.  Then,  still  thanks  to  the  incitements  of 
the  iittle  man  with  the  ferret's  face,  the  books  of  M.  Hardy, 
archives  of  commercial  industry,  so  indispensable  to  the 
trader,  were  scattered  to  the  wind,  torn,  trampled  under 
foot,  in  a  sort  of  infernal  dance,  composed  of  all  that  was 
most  impure  in  this  assembly  of  low,  filthy,  and  ragged  men 
and  women,  who  held  each  other  by  the  hand,  and  whirled 
round  and  round  with  horrible  clamor.  Strange  and  painful 
contrasts!    At  the  height  of  the  stunning  noise  of  these  hor- 


*  We  wish  it  to  be  understood,  that  the  necessities  of  our  story  al 
have  made  the  Wolves  the  assailants.    While  endeavoring  to  painl  I 
evils  arising  from  the  abuse  of  the  spirit  of  association,  we  do  not 
wish  to  ascribe  a  character  hostility  to  than 

to  the  other — to  the  Wolves  more  than  to  the  Devourers.    The  W< 
a  club  of  united  stone-cutters,  are  generally   ind  gent 

v.  irkmen,  whose  situation  is  th<   i  rthy  of  intei  I  only 

their  labors,  conducted  with  mathematical  prei  I   the  ru 

and  most  wearisome  kind,  but  they  are  likew 
three  or  four  months  of  the  year,  their  | 

one  of   those  which   the  v.  A 

number  of   Wolves,   in  order   to  perfect    themseh 
attend   every   evening   a   course   of    linear 

cutting  of  stone,  ai.  to  that  given  by  M.  A  nier, 

for  the  benefit  of  carpenters.  workii  cutters  sent  an 

architectural  model  in  plaster  to  the  la^t  exhibition. 
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rid  deeds  of  tumult  and  devastation,  a  scene  of  imposing  and 
mournful  calm  was  taking  place  in  the  chamber  of  Marshal 
Simon's  father,  the  door  of  which  was  guarded  by  a  few 
devoted  men.  The  old  workman  was  stretched  on  his  bed, 
with  a  bandage  across  his  blood-stained  white  hair.  His 
countenance  was  livid,  his  breathing  oppressed,  his  look  fixed 
and  glazed. 

Marshal  Simon,  standing  at  the  head  of  the  bed,  bending 
over  his  father,  watched  in  despairing  anguish  the  least  sign 
of  consciousness  on  the  part  of  the  dying  man,  near  whom 
was  a  physician,  with  his  finger  on  the  failing  pulse.  Rose 
and  Blanche,  brought  hither  by  Dagobert,  were  kneeling  be- 
side the  bed,  their  hands  clasped,  and  their  eyes  bathed  in 
tears ;  a  little  further,  half  hidden  in  the  shadows  of  the 
room,  for  the  hours  had  passed  quickly,  and  the  night  was 
at  hand,  stood  Dagobert  himself,  with  his  arms  crossed  upon 
his  breast,  and  his  features  painfully  contracted.  A  profound 
and  solemn  silence  reigned  in  this  chamber,  only  interrupted 
by  the  broken  sobs  of  Rose  and  Blanche,  or  by  Father 
Simon's  hard  breathing.  The"  eyes  of  the  marshal  were  dry, 
gloomy,  and  full  of  fire.  He  only  withdrew  them  from  his 
father's  face,  to  interrogate  the  physician  by  a  look.  There 
are  strange  coincidences  in  life.  That  physician  was  Dr. 
Baleinier.  The  asylum  of  the  doctor  being  close  to  the 
barrier  that  was  nearest  to  the  factory,  and  his  fame  being 
widely  spread  in  the  neighborhood,  they  had  run  to  fetch 
him  on  the  first  call  for  medical  assistance. 

Suddenly,  Dr.  Baleinier  made  a  movement ;  the  marshal, 
who  had  not  taken  his  eyes  off  him,  exclaimed :  "Is  there 
any  hope?" 

"At  least,  my  lord  duke,  the  pulse  revives  a  little." 

"He  is  saved!"  said  the  marshal. 

"Do  not  cherish  false  hopes,  my  lord  duke,"  answered  the 
doctor,  gravely :  "the  pulse  revives,  owing  to  the  powerful 
applications  to  the  feet,  but  I  know  not  what  will  be  the 
issue  of  the  crisis." 

"Father !  father !  do  you  hear  me  ?"  cried  the  marshal, 
seeing  the  old  man  slightly  move  his  head,  and  feebly  raise 
his  eyelids.  He  soon  opened  his  eyes,  and  this  time  their 
intelligence  had  returned. 

"Father !  you  live — you  know  me !"  cried  the  marshal, 
giddy  with  joy  and  hope. 

"Pierre!   are  you   there?"   said   the  old   man,   in  a   weak 
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voice.     "Your   hand — give — it "    and  he   made    a    feeble 

movement. 

''Here,  father!"  cried  the  marshal,  a  the  hands 

of  the  old  man  in  his  own. 

Then,  yielding  to  an  impulse  of  delight,  he  bent  over  his 
father,  covered   his  hands,    face,   and   hair  with   k  and 

repeated:     "He  lives!  kind  heaven,  he  lives!  he  is  si\< 

At  this  instant,  the  noise  of  the  struggle  which  had   i 
commenced  between  the  rabble,  the  Wolves,  and  the  Devour- 
ers.  reached  the  ears  of  the  dying  man. 

"That  noise!  that  noise!"  said  he:  "they  are  fighting 

"It  is  growing  less.  I  think,"  said  the  marshal,  in  order 
not  to  agitate  his  father. 

"Pierre,"  said  the  old  man,  in  a  weak  and  broken  voice, 
"I  have  not  long  to  live." 

"Father " 

"Let  me  speak,  child;  if  I  can  but  tell  you  all." 

"Sir."  said  Baleinier  piously  to  the  old  workman,  "heaven 
may  perhaps  work  a  miracle  in  your  favor;  show  your 
grateful,  and  allow  a  priest " 

"A  priest !     Thank  you.  sir — I  have  my  son,"  said  the 
man ;   "in  his  arms,   I   will   render  up  my  soul — which  has 
always  been  true  and  honest." 

"You  die?"  exclaimed  the  marshal ;  "no!  n< 

"Pierre,"  said  the  old  man,  in  a  voice  which,  firm  at  first, 
gradually  grew  fainter,  "just  now — you  ask  my  advice — 
in  a  very  serious  matter.  I  think,  that  the  wish  to  tell  you 
of  vour  duty — has  recalled  me — for  a  moment — to  life — for  I 
should  die  miserable — if  I  thought  you  in  a  road  unworthy 
of  yourself  and  me.     Listen  to  me,  my  son — my  n  n — 

at  this  last  hour,  a  father  cannot  deceive  himself.     You  have 
a  great  duty  to  perform — under  pain — of  not  acting  lil 
man  of  honor — under  pain  of  neglecting  my  last  will.     You 
ought,  without  hesitation " 

Here  the  voice   failed  the  old  man.     When  he  had  \ 
nounced   the   last    sentence,   he   became   quite    unintelligible. 
The  only  words  that  Marshal  Simon  could  distinguish,  were 
these :    "Napoleon  II. — oath — dish<  >ni  >r — my  s<  m  !" 

Then  the  old  workman  again  moved  his  lips  i  nically 

— and  all  was  over.  At  the  moment  he  expired,  the  night 
was  quite  come,  and  terrible  shouts  were  heard  from  with- 
out, of  "Fire!  Fire!"  The  conflagration  had  broken  out  in 
one  of  the  workshops,   filled  with   inflammable  stuff    into 
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which  had  glided  the  little  man  with  the  ferret's  face.  At  the 
same  time,  the  roll  of  drums  was  heard  in  the  distance, 
announcing  the  arrival  of  a  detachment  of  troops  from 
town. 

»1»  «1*  tiir  s^»  *^  h£*  .  J- 

^^  ^*  >^  ^^  *^  ^»  'J* 

During  an  hour,  in  spite  of  every  effort,  the  fire  had  been 
spreading  through  the  factory.  The  night  is  clear,  cold, 
starlight ;  the  wind  blows  keenly  from  the  north,  with  a 
moaning  sound.  A  man,  walking  across  the  fields,  where 
the  rising  ground  conceals  the  fire  from  him,  advances  with 
slow  and  unsteady  steps.  It  is  M.  Hardy.  He  had  chosen 
to  return  home  on  foot,  across  the  country,  hoping  that  a  walk 
would  calm  the  fever  in  his  blood — an  icy  fever,  more  like 
the  chill  of  death.  He  had  not  been  deceived.  His  adored 
mistress — the  noble  woman,  with  whom  he  might  have  found 
refuge  from  the  consequences  of  the  fearful  deception  which 
had  just  been  revealed  to  him — had  quitted  France.  He 
could  have  no  doubt  of  it.  Margaret  was  gone  to  America. 
Her  mother  had  exacted  from  her,  in  expiation  of  her 
fault,  that  she  should  not  even  write  to  him  one  word  of 
farewell — to  him,  for  whom  she  had  sacrificed  her  duty  as  a 
wife.     Margaret  had  obeyed. 

Besides,  she  had  often  said  to  him :  "Between  my  mother 
and  you,  I  should  not  hesitate." 

She  had  not  hesitated.  There  was  therefore  no  hope,  not 
the  slightest ;  even  if  an  ocean  had  not  separated  him  from 
Margaret,  he  knew  enough  of  her  blind  submission  to  her 
mother,  to  be  certain  that  all  relations  between  them  were 
broken  off  forever.  It  is  well.  He  will  no  longer  reckon 
upon  this  heart — his  last  refuge.  The  two  roots  of  his  life 
have  been  torn  up  and  broken,  with  the  same  blow,  the  same 
day,  almost  at  the  same  moment.  What  then  remains  for 
thee,  poor  sensitive  plant,  as  thy  tender  mother  used  to  call 
thee  ?  What  remains  to  console  thee  for  the  loss  of  this  last 
love — this  last  friendship,  so  infamously  crushed  ?  Oh ! 
there  remains  for  thee  that  one  corner  of  the  earth,  created 
after  the  image  of  thy  mind — that  little  colony,  so  peaceful 
and  flourishing,  where,  thanks  to  thee,  labor  brings  with  it 
joy  and  recompense.  Those  worthy  artisans,  whom  thou 
hast  made  happy,  good,  and  grateful,  will  not  fail  thee. 
That  also  is  a  great  and  holy  affection ;  let  it  be  thy  shelter 
in  the  midst  of  this  frightful  wreck  of  all  thy  most  sacred 
convictions  !    The  calm  of  that  cheerful  and  pleasant  retreat. 
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the  sight  of   the  unequalled  happim  thy   depend 

will  soothe  thy  poor,  suffering  soul,  which  now  seems  u>  live 
only  for  suffering.  Conic!  you  will  soon  reach  the  top  of 
the  hill,  from  which  you  can  see  afar,  in  the  plain  below, 
that  paradise  of  workmen,  of  which  you  arc  the  presiding 
divinity. 

M.  Hardy  had  reached  the  summit  of  the  hill.  At  that 
moment  the  conflagration,  repressed  for  a  short  time,  hurst 
forth  with  redouhled  fury  from  the  Common  Dwelling-house, 
which  it  had  now  reached.  A  bright  streak,  at  first  white, 
then  red,  then  copper-colored,  illuminated  the  distant  horizon. 
M.  Hardy  looked  at  it  with  a  sort  of  incredulous,  almost 
idiotic  stupor.  Suddenly,  an  immense  column  of  flame  shot 
up  in  the  thick  of  a  cloud  of  smoke,  accompanied  by  a  shower 
of  sparks,  and  streamed  towards  the  sky,  casting  a  bright 
reflection  over  all  the  country,  even  to  M.  Hardy's  feet.  The 
violence  of  the  north  wind,  driving  the  flames  in  waves  be- 
fore it,  soon  brought  to  the  ears  of  M.  Hardy  the  hurried 
clanging  of  the  alarm-bell  of  the  burning  factory. 


CHAPTER  VI. 

THE    GO-BETWEEN. 

A  few  days  have  elapsed  since  the  conflagration  of  M. 
Hardy's  factory.  The  following  scene  takes  place  in  the 
Rue  Clovis,  in  the  house  where  Rodin  had  lodged,  and  which 
was  still  inhabited  by  Rose-Pompon,  who,  without  the  least 
scruple,  availed  herself  of  the  household  arrangement-  of  her 
friend  Philemon.  It  was  about  noon,  and  Rose-Pompon, 
alone  in  the  chamber  of  the  student,  who  was  still  absent, 
was  breakfasting  very  gayly  by  the  fireside;  but  how  .lin- 
gular a  breakfast!  what  a  queer  fire!  how  strange  an  apart- 
ment ! 

Imagine  a  large  room,  lighted  by  two  windows  without 
curtains — for  as  they  looked  on  empty  space,  the  '  r  had 
no  fear  of  being  overlooked.  One  side  of  this  apartment 
served  as  a  wardrobe,  for  there  was  suspended  Rose-Pom- 
pon's flashy  costume  of  debardeur,  not  far  from  the  boat- 
man's jacket  of  Philemon,  with  his  large  trousers  oi 
t,rray  stuff,  covered  with  pitch  (shiver  my  timber-1  i.  jusl 
if  this  intrepid  mariner  had  bunked  in  the  forecastle  of  a 
frigate,  during  a  voyage  round  the  globe.     A  gown  of  Rose- 
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Pompon's  hung  gracefully  over  a  pair  of  pantaloons,  the  legs 
of  which  seemed  to  come  from  beneath  the  petticoat.  On 
the  lowest  of  several  book-shelves,  very  dusty  and  neglected, 
by  the  side  of  three  old  boots  (wherefore  three  boots?)  and 
a  number  of  empty  bottles,  stood  a  skull,  a  scientific  and 
friendly  souvenir,  left  to  Philemon  by  one  of  his  comrades, 
a  medical  student.  With  a  species  of  pleasantry,  very  much 
to  the  taste  of  the  student-world,  a  clay  pipe  with  a  very 
black  bowl  was  placed  between  the  magnificently  white  teeth 
of  this  skull ;  moreover,  its  shining  top  was  half  hidden  be- 
neath an  old  hat,  set  knowingly  on  one  side,  and  adorned 
with  faded  flowers  and  ribbons.  When  Philemon  was  drunk, 
he  used  to  contemplate  this  bony  emblem  of  mortality,  and 
break  out  into  the  most  poetical  monologues,  with  regard 
to  this  philosophical  contrast  between  death  and  the  mad 
pleasures  of  life.  Two  or  three  plaster  casts,  with  their 
noses  and  chins  more  or  less  injured,  were  fastened  to  the 
wail,  and  bore  witness  to  the  temporary  curiosity  which 
Philemon  had  felt  with  regard  to  phrenological  science,  from 
the  patient  and  serious  study  of  which  he  had  drawn  the 
following  logical  conclusion : — That,  having  to  an  alarming 
extent  the  bump  of  getting  into  debt,  he  ought  to  resign 
himself  to  the  fatality  of  this  organization,  and  accept  the 
inconvenience  of  creditors  as  a  vital  necessity.  On  the 
chimney-piece,  stood  uninjured,  in  all  its  majesty,  the  mag- 
nificent rowing-club  drinking-glass,  a  china  teapot  without 
a  spout,  and  an  inkstand  of  black  wood,  the  glass  mouth  of 
which  was  covered  by  a  coat  of  greenish  and  mossy  mould. 
From  time  to  time,  the  silence  of  this  retreat  was  interrupted 
by  the  cooing  of  pigeons,  which  Rose-Pompon  had  established 
with  cordial  hospitality  in  the  little  study.  Chilly  as  a 
quail,  Rose-Pompon  crept  close  to  the  fire,  and  at  the  same 
time  seemed  to  enjoy  the  warmth  of  a  bright  ray  of  sunshine, 
which  enveloped  her  in  its  golden  light.  This  droll  little 
creature  was  dressed  in  the  oddest  costume,  which,  however, 
displayed  to  advantage  the  freshness  of  her  piquant  and 
pretty  countenance,  crowned  with  its  fine,  fair  hair,  always 
neatly  combed  and  arranged  the  first  thing  in  the  morning. 
By  way  of  dressing-gown,  Rose-Pompon  had  ingeniously 
drawn  over  her  linen,  the  ample  scarlet  flannel  shirt  which 
belonged  to  Philemon's  official  garb  in  the  rowing-club ;  the 
collar,  open  and  turned  down,  displayed  the  whiteness  of 
the  young  girl's  under  garment,  as  also  of   her  neck  and 


THE   WANDERING   JEW  261 

shoulders,  on  whose  firm  and  polished  surface  the  scarlet 
shirt    seemed    to    cast    a    rosy    light.      The    .l;:  fresh 

and  dimpled  arms  halt  protruded  (nun  tin-  large,  turned-up 
sleeves;  and  her  charming  legs  were  also  halt  visible,  cro 
one  over  the  other,  and  clothed  in  neat  whil  and 

boots.  A  hlack  silk  cravat  formed  the  girdle  which  fastened 
the  shirt  round  the  wasp-like  waist  of  Rose-Pompon,  just 
above  those  hips,  worthy  of  the  enthusiasm  of  a  modern 
Phidias,  and  which  gave  to  this  style  of  dress  a  grace  very 
original. 

We  have  said,  that  the  breakfast  of   Rose-Pompon   w 
singular.     You  shall  judge.    On  a  little  table  placed  before 
her,  was  a  wash-hand-basin,   into   which   she   had   recently 
plunged  her  fresh  face,  bathing  it  in  pure  water.     From  the 
bottom  of  this  basin,  now  transformed  into  a  salad-bowl, 
Rose-Pompon  took  with  the  tips  of  her  fingers  large  green 
leaves,  dripping  with  vinegar,  and  crunched   them   between 
her  tiny  white  teeth,  whose  enamel  was  too  hard  to  allow 
them  to  be  set  on  edge.    Her  drink  was  a  glass  of  water  and 
syrup  of  gooseberries,  which  she  stirred  with  a  wooden  mus- 
tard-spoon.     Finally,   as   an   extra   dish,    she    had   a    d 
olives    in   one   of    those   blue   glass   trinket-di>hes    sold 
twenty-five  sous.     Pier  dessert  was  composed  of  nuts,  which 
she   prepared   to   roast   on   a   red-hot    shovel.      That    Ro 
Pompon,  with  such  an  unaccountable  savage  choice  of  food, 
should  retain  a  freshness  of  complexion  worthy  of  her  name. 
is  one  of  those  miracles,  which  reveal  the  mighty  power  of 
youth  and  health.     When  she  had  eaten   her   salad,    Ro 
Pompon  was  about  to  begin  upon  her  olives,   when  a  low- 
knock  was  heard  at  the  door,  which  was  modestly  bolted  on 
the  inside. 

"Who  is  there?"  said  Rose-Pompon. 

"A    friend — the   oldest   of   the   old,"    replied   a   sonorous, 
jovial  voice.  "Why  do  you  lock  yourself  in?" 

"What!  is  it  you,  Ninny  Moulin?" 

"Yes,  my  beloved  pupil.     Open  quickly.     Time  pr< 

"Open  to  you?     Oh,  I  dare  say !— that   would  be  pretty, 
the  figure  I  am  !" 

"I  believe  you!  what  does  it  matter  what  figure  you  are? 
It  would  be  very  pretty,  thou  ro  i  all   tl  with 

which  Cupid  ever  adorned  his  quiver  !*' 

"Go  and  preach  fasting  and  morality  in  your  journal,  fat 
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apostle !"    said   Rose-Pompon,   as    she   restored   the   scarlet 
shirt  to  its  place,  with  Philemon's  other  garments. 

"I  say !  are  we  to  talk  much  longer  through  the  door,  for 
the  greater  edification  of  our  neighbors?"  cried  Ninny 
Moulin.  "I  have  something  of  importance  to  tell  you — 
something  that  will  astonish  you " 

"Give  me  time  to  put  on  my  gown,  great  plague  that  you 
kre!" 

"If  it  is  because  of  my  modesty,  do  not  think  of  it.  I  am 
not  over  nice.    I  should  like  you  very  well  as  you  are!" 

"Only  to  think  that  such  a  monster  is  the  favorite  of  all 
the  churchgoers !"  said  Rose-Pompon,  opening  the  door  as 
she  finished  fastening  her  dress. 

"So!  you  have  at  last  returned  to  the  dovecot,  you  stray 
bird !"  said  Ninny  Moulin,  folding  his  arms,  and  looking  at 
Rose-Pompon  with  comic  seriousness.  "And  where  may 
you  have  been,  I  pray?  For  three  days  the  naughty  little 
bird  has  left  its  nest." 

"True;  I  only  returned  home  last  night.  You  must  have 
called  during  my  absence  ?" 

"I  came  every  day,  and  even  twice  a  day,  young  lady, 
for  I  have  very  serious  matters  to  communicate." 

"Very  serious  matters  ?  Then  we  shall  have  a  good  laugh 
at  them." 

"Not  at  all — they  are  really  serious,"  said  Ninny  Moulin, 
seating  himself.  "But,  first  of  all,  what  did  you  do  during 
the  three  days  that  you  left  your  conjugal  and  Philemonic 
home  ?    I  must  know  all  about  it,  before  I  tell  you  more." 

"Will  you  have  some  olives?"  said  Rose-Pompon,  as  she 
nibbled  one  of  them  herself. 

"Is  that  your  answer? — I  understand! — Unfortunate 
Philemon !" 

"There  is  no  unfortunate  Philemon  in  the  case,  slanderer. 
Clara  had  a  death  in  her  house,  and,  for  the  first  few  days 
after  the  funeral  she  was  afraid  to  sleep  alone." 

"I  thought  Clara  sufficiently  provided  against  such  fears." 

"There  you  are  deceived,  you  great  viper !  I  was  obliged 
to  go  and  keep  the  poor  girl  company." 

At  this  assertion,  the  religious  pamphleteer  hummed  a 
tune,  with  an  incredulous  and  mocking  air. 

"You  think  I  have  played  Philemon  tricks?"  cried  Rose- 
Pompon,  cracking  a  nut  with  the  indignation  of  injured 
innocence. 
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"I  do  not  say  tricks  ;  but  one  little  ros  I  trick." 

"I  tell  you,  that  it  wa^  not  for  my  pleasure  1   went  <uit. 
On  the  contrary — for,  during  my  absence,  \ 
appeared.-' 

"Yes,  Mother  Arsene  told  me  that  the  1 
was  gone  on  a  journey.     But  when  I  talk  of   Phil  jrou 

talk  of  Cephyse;  we  don't  progrei 

"May  1  be  eaten  by  the  black  panther  that  thi  flar- 

ing at  the  Porte-Saint-Martin  if  I  do  not  tell  you  the  truth. 
And,  talking  of  that,  you  must  ^et  tiekt  ike  me 

those  animals,  my  little  Ninny  Moulin!    They  tell  me  there 
never  were  such  darling  wild  beasts." 

"Now  really,  are  you  mad?" 

"Why  so?" 

"That  I  should  guide  your  youth,  like  a  venerable  patri- 
arch, through  the  dangers  of  the  Storm-blown  Tulip,  all  well 
and  good — I  ran  no  risk  of  meeting  my  pastors  and  masters; 
but  were  I  to  take  you  to  a  Lent-Spectacle  ( since  there  are 
only  beasts  to  be  seen),  I  might  just  run  against  my  sacris- 
tans— and  how  pretty  I  should  look  with  you  on  my  arm!" 

"You  can  put  on  a  false  nose,  and  straps  to  your  trous< 
my  big  Ninny ;  they  will  never  know  you." 

"We  must  not  think  of  false  noses,  but  of  what  I  have  I 
tell  you,  since  you  assure  me  that  you  have  no  intrigue  in 
hand." 

"I  swear  it!"  said  Rose-Pompon,  solemnly,  extending  her 
left  hand  horizontally,  whilst  with  her  right  she  put  a  nut 
into  her  mouth.  Then  she  added,  with  surprise,  as  she 
looked  at  the  outside  coat  of  Ninny  Moulin, 
gracious !  what  full  pockets  you  have  got !  What  is  there 
in   them  ?" 

"Something    that    concerns    you,    .Rose-Pompon," 
Dumoulin,  gravelv. 

"Me?" 

"Rose-Pompon!"  said  Ninny  Moulin,  suddenly,  with  a 
majestic  air;  "will  you  have  a  carriage?  Will  you  inhabit 
a  charming  apartment,  instead  of  living  in  this  dreadful 
hole?    Will  you  be  dressed  like  a  ducla 

"Now  for  some  more  nonsen-e  !     •  ;b<- 

olives?     If  not,  I  shall  eat  them  all  up.     There  is  only 
left." 

Without  answering  this  gastronomic  offer,  Ninny  Moulin 
felt  in  one  of  his  pockets,  and  drew  from  it  a  case  containing 
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a  very  pretty  bracelet,  which  he  held  up  sparkling  before 
the  eyes  of  the  young  girl. 

"Oh!  what  a  sumptuous  bracelet!"  cried  she,  clapping 
her  hands.  "A  green-eyed  serpent  biting  his  tail — the  em- 
blem of  my  love  for  Philemon." 

"Do  not  talk  of  Philemon ;  it  annoys  me,"  said  Ninny 
Moulin,  as  he  clasped  the  bracelet  round  the  wrist  of  Rose- 
Pompon,  who  allowed  him  to  do  it,  laughing  all  the  while 
like  mad,  and  saying  to  him,  "So  you've  been  employed  to 
make  a  purchase,  big  apostle,  and  wish  to  see  the  effect 
of  it.     Well!  it  is  charming!" 

"Rose-Pompon,"  resumed  Ninny  Moulin,  "would  you  like 
to  have  a  servant,  a  box  at  the  Opera,  and  a  thousand  francs 
a  month  for  your  pin-money?" 

"Always  the  same  nonsense.  Get  along !"  said  the  young 
girl,  as  she  held  up  the  bracelet  to  the  light,  still  continuing 
to  eat  her  nuts.  "Why  always  the  same  farce,  and  no  change 
of  bills?" 

Ninny  Moulin  again  plunged  his  hand  into  his  pocket,  and 
this  time  drew  forth  an  elegant  chain,  which  he  hung  round 
Rose-Pompon's  neck. 

"Oh !  what  a  beautiful  chain !"  cried  the  young  girl,  as 
she  looked  by  turns  at  the  sparkling  ornament  and  the 
religious  writer.  "If  you  chose  that  also,  you  have  a  very 
good  taste.  But  am  I  not  a  good  natured  girl  to  be  your 
dummy,  just  to  show  off  your  jewels?" 

"Rose-Pompon,"  returned  Ninny  Moulin,  with  a  still  more 
majestic  air,  "these  trifles  are  nothing  to  what  you  may 
obtain,  if  you  will  but  follow  the  advice  of  your  old  friend." 

Rose  began  to  look  at  Dumoulin  with  surprise,  and  said  to 
him,  "What  does  all  this  mean,  Ninny  Moulin?  Explain 
yourself  ;  what  advice  have  you  to  give?" 

Dumoulin  did  not  answer,  but  replunging  his  hand  into 
his  inexhaustible  pocket,  he  fished  up  a  parcel,  which  he 
carefully  unfolded,  and  in  which  was  a  magnincient  mantilla 
of  black  lace.  Rose-Pompon  started  up,  full  of  new  admira- 
tion, and  Dumoulin  threw  the  rich  mantilla  over  the  young 
girl's  shoulders. 

"It  is  superb !  I  have  never  seen  anything  like  it !  What 
patterns !  what  work !"  said  Rose-Pompon,  as  she  examined 
all  with  simple  and  perfectly  disinterested  curiosity.  Then 
she  added,  "Your  pocket  is  like  a  shop;  where  did  you  get 
all    these    pretty    things?"      Then,    bursting    into    a    fit    of 
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laughter,  which  brought  the  blood  to  her  cheeks,  she  ex- 
claimed, "Oh,  I  have  it!  These  are  the  wedding-presents 
for  Madame  de  la   Sainte-Colombe.     I   congratulate  you; 

they  are  very  choice." 

"And  where  do  you  suppose  I  should  find  money  to  buy 
these  wonders?"  said  Ninny  Moulin.  "I  repeat  to  you,  all 
this  is  yours  if  you  will  but  listen  to  me!" 

"How  is  this?"  said  Rose-Pompon,  with  the  utmost  ama 
ment ;  "is  what  you  tell  me  in  downright  earn< 

"In  downright  earnest." 

"This  offer  to  make  me  a  great  lady?" 

"The  jewels  might  convince  you  of  the  reality  of  my 
offers." 

"And  you  propose  all  this  to  me  for  some  one  else,  my 
poor  Ninny  Moulin?" 

"One  moment,"  said  the  religious  writer,  with  a  comical 
air  of  modesty,  "you  must  know  me  well  enough,  my 
beloved  pupil,  to  feel  certain  that  I  should  be  incapable  of 
inducing  you  to  commit  an  improper  action.  I  respect  my- 
self too  much  for  that — leaving  out  the  consideration  that 
it  would  be  unfair  to  Philemon,  who  confided  to  me  the 
guardianship  of  your  virtue." 

"Then,  Ninny  Moulin,"  said  Rose-Pompon,  more  and  more 
astonished,  "on  my  word  of  honor,  I  can  make  nothing  of 
it." 

"Vet,  'tis  all  very  simple,  and  I " 

"Oh!  I've  found  it,"  cried  Rose-Pompon,  interrupting 
Ninny  Moulin;  "it  is  some  gentleman  who  offers  me  his 
hand,  his  heart,  and  all  the  rest  of  it.  Could  you  not  tell 
me  that  directly?" 

"A  marriage?  oh,  laws,  yes!"  said  Dumoulin,  shrugging 
his  shoulders. 

"What!  is  it  not  a  marriage?"  said  Rose-Pompon,  again 
much  surprised. 

"No." 

"And  the  offers  you  make  me  are  honest  ones,  my  big 
apostle?" 

"They  could  not  be  more  so."  Here  Dumoulin  spoke 
the  truth. 

"I  shall  not  have  to  be  unfaithful  to  Philemon?" 
J\o. 

"Or  faithful  to  any  one  else?" 

"No." 
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Rose-Pompon  looked  confounded.  Then  she  rattled  on: 
"'Come,  do  not  let  us  have  any  joking!  I  am  not  foolish 
enough  to  imagine  that  I  am  to  live  just  like  a  duchess,  just 
for  nothing.    What,  therefore,  must  I  give  in  return?" 

"Nothing  at  all." 

"Nothing?" 

"Not  even  that,"  said  Ninny  Moulin,  biting  his  nail-tip 

"But  what  am  I  to  do,  then  ?" 

"Dress  yourself  as  handsomely  as  possible,  take  your  ease, 
amuse  yourself,  ride  about  in  a  carriage.  You  see,  it  is  not 
very  fatiguing — and  you  will,  moreover,  help  to  do  a  good 
action." 

"What !  by  living  like  a  duchess  ?" 

"Yes !  so  make  up  your  mind.  Do  not  ask  me  for  any 
more  details,  for  I  cannot  give  them  to  you.  For  the  rest, 
you  will  not  be  detained  against  your  will.  Just  try  the 
life  I  propose  to  you.  If  it  suits  you,  go  on  with  it;  if  not, 
return  to  your  Philemonic  household." 

"In  fact " 

"Only  try  it.    What  can  you  risk  ?" 

"Nothing;  but  I  can  hardly  believe  that  all  you  say  is 
true.  And  then,"  added  she,  with  hesitation,  "I  do  not 
know  if  I  ought " 

Ninny  Moulin  went  to  the  window,  opened  it,  and  said  to 
Rose-Pompon,  who  ran  up  to  it,  "Look  there !  before  the 
door  of  the  house." 

"What  a  pretty  carriage !  How  comfortable  a  body'd  be 
inside  of  it !" 

"That  carriage  is  yours.     It  is  waiting  for  you." 

"Waiting  for  me!"  exclaimed  Rose-Pompon;  "am  I  to 
decide  as  short  as  that?" 

"Or  not  at  all." 

"To-day?" 

"On  the  instant." 

"But  where  will  they  take  me?" 

"How  should  I  know?" 

"You  do  not  know  where  they  will  take  me?" 

"Not  I," — and  Dumoulin  still  spoke  the  truth — "the 
coachman  has  his  orders." 

"Do  you  know  all  this  is  very  funny,  Ninny  Moulin?" 

"I  believe  you.  If  it  were  not  funny,  where  would  be 
the  pleasure?" 

"You  are  right." 
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"Then  you  accept  the  offer?    That  is  well.     I  am  del 
both  for  vou  and  myself." 

"For  yourself?" 

"Yes  :  because,  in  accepting,  vou  render  me  a  great  servi(  i 

"Vou?    How  so?" 

"It  matters  little,  as  long  as  I  feel  obliged  I 
True. 

"Come,  then  ;  let  us  set  out !" 

"Bah!  after  all,  they  cannot  eat  me,"  said  Rose-Pom] 
resolutely. 

With  a  skip  and  a  jump,  she  went  to  fetch  a  rose-coloi 
^ap,  and,  going  up  to  a  broken  looking-glass,  placed  the  cap 
very  much  cocked  on  one  side  on  her  bands  of  light  hair. 
This  left  uncovered  her  snowy  neck,  with  the  silky  roots  of 
the  hair  behind,  and  gave  to  her  pretty  face  a  very  mis- 
chievous, not  to  say  licentious  expression. 

"My  cloak!"  said  she  to  Ninny  Moulin,  who  seemed  to 
be  relieved  from  a  considerable  amount  of  uneasiness,  since 
she  had  accepted  his  offer. 

"Fie!  a  cloak  will  not  do,"  answered  her  companion,  feel- 
ing once  more  in  his  pocket  and  drawing  out  a  fine  Cash- 
mere shawl,  which  he  threw  over  Rose-Pompon's  shoulders. 

"Cashmere!"  cried  the  young  girl,  trembling  with  pleasure 
and  joyous  surprise.    Then  she  added,  with  an  air  of  hen  >'■ 
"It  is  settled!     I  will  run  the  gauntlet."     And  with  a  light 
step  she  descended  the  stairs,  followed  by  Ninny  Moulin. 

The  worthy  greengrocer  was  at  her  post.  "Good-morn- 
ing, mademoiselle :  you  are  early  to-day,"  said  she  to  the 
young  girl. 

"Yes,  Mother  Arsene ;  there  is  my  key." 

"Thank  you,  mademoiselle." 

"Oh!  now  I  think  of  it,"  said  Rose  Pompon,  suddenly,  in 
a  whisper,  as  she  turned  toward^  Ninny  Moulin,  and  with- 
drew further  from  the  portress,  "what  is  to  become  of 
Philemon?" 

"Philemon  ?" 

"If  he  should  arrive " 

"Oh!  the  devil!"  said  Ninny  Moulin,  scratching  hi 

"Yes;  if  Philemon  should  arrive,  what  will  they  say  to 
him?  for  I  may  be  a  long  time  absent." 

"Three  or  four  months,  I  suppo- 

"Not  more?" 

"I  should  think  not." 
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"Oh!  very  good!"  said  Rose-Pompon.  Then,  turning 
towards  the  greengrocer,  she  said  to  her,  after  a  moment's 
reflection:  "Mother  Arsene,  if  Philemon  should  come  home, 
you  will  tell  him  I  have  gone  out — on  business." 

"Yes,  mademoiselle." 

"And  that  he  must  not  forget  to  feed  my  pigeons,  which 
are  in  his  study." 

"Yes,  mademoiselle." 

"Good-bye,  Mother  Arsene." 

"Good-bye,  mademoiselle."  And  Rose-Pompon  entered 
the  carriage  in  triumph,  along  with  Ninny  Moulin. 

"The  devil  take  me  if  I  know  what  is  to  come  of  all 
this,"  said  Jacques  Dumoulin  to  himself,  as  the  carriage 
drove  rapidly  down  the  Rue  Clovis.  "I  have  repaired  my 
Rrror — and  now  I  laugh  at  the  rest." 


CHAPTER  VII. 

ANOTHER      SECRET. 

The  following  scene  took  place  a  few  days  after  the 
abduction  of  Rose-Pompon  by  Ninny  Moulin.  Mdlle.  de 
Cardoville  was  seated  in  a  dreamy  mood,  in  her  cabinet, 
which  was  hung  with  green  silk,  and  furnished  with  an 
ebony  library,  ornamented  with  large  bronze  caryatides. 
By  some  significant  signs,  one  could  perceive  that  Mdlle.  de 
Cardoville  had  sought  in  the  fine  airs  some  relief  from  sad 
and  serious  thoughts.  Near  an  open  piano,  was  a  harp, 
placed  before  a  music-stand.  A  little  further,  on  a  table 
covered  with  boxes  of  oil  and  water-color,  were  several 
brilliant  sketches.  Most  of  them  represented  Asiatic  scenes, 
lighted  by  the  fires  of  an  oriental  sun.  Faithful  to  her 
fancy  of  dressing  herself  at  home  in  a  picturesque  style, 
Mademoiselle  de  Cardoville  resembled  that  day  one  of  those 
proud  portraits  of  Velasquez,  with  stern  and  noble  aspect. 
Her  gown  was  of  black  moire,  with  wide-swelling  petticoat, 
long  waist,  and  sleeve  slashed  with  rose-colored  satin, 
fastened  together  with  jet  bugles.  A  very  stiff,  Spanish 
ruff  reached  almost  to  her  chin,  and  was  secured  round  her 
neck  by  a  broad  rose-colored  ribbon.  This  frill,  slightly 
heaving,  sloped  down  as   far  as  the  graceful   swell  of  the 
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rose-colored  stomacher,  laced  with  strings  of  jet  beads, 
and  terminating  in  a  point  at  the  impossible 

to  express  how  well  this  black  garment,  with  its  ample  and 
shining  folds,  relieved  with  rose-color  and  brilliant  jet, 
harmonized  with  the  shining  whiteness  of  Vdrienne's  skin, 
and  the  golden  flood  of  her  beautiful  hair,  whose  long,  silky 
ringlets  descended  to  her  bosom. 

The  young  lady  was  in  a  half-recumbent   j  .   with 

her  elbow  resting  on  a  couch  covered  with  green  silk.  The 
back  of  this  piece  of  furniture,  which  was  pretty  high  to- 
wards the  fireplace,  sloped  down  insensibly  towards  the 
foot.  A  sort  of  light,  semicircular  trellis-work,  in  gilded 
bronze,  raised  about  five  feet  from  the  ground,  covered  with 
flowering  plants    (the  admirable   /v  s  quadrangulatce, 

planted  in  a  deep  ebony  box,  from  the  centre  of  which  rost 
the  trellis-work),  surrounded  tin's  couch  with  a  sort  of  screen 
of  foliage  enamelled  with  large  flowers,  green  without,  purple 
within,  and  as  brilliant  as  those  flowers  of  porcelain,  which 
we  receive  from  Saxony.    A  sweet,  faint  perfume,  like  a  faint 
mixture  of  jasmine  with  violet,  rose  from  the  cup  of  these 
admirable  passiflorcs.     Strange  enough,  a  large  quantity  of 
new   books    (Adrienne   having   bought   them    since   the    last 
two    or    three   days),    and    quite    fresh-cut,    were    scatt> 
around  her  on  the  couch,  and  on  a  little  table:  whilst  other 
larger  volumes,  amongst  which  were  several  atlases   full  of 
engravings,  were  piled  on  the  sumptuous  fur,  which  forme' 1 
the  carpet  beneath  the  divan.     Stranger  still,  these  bo 
though    of    different    forms,    and    by    different    authors,    all 
treated   of    the    same    subject.      The    posture   of    Adrienne 
revealed  a  sort  of  melancholy  dejection.     Her  cl 
pale;  a  light  blue  circle  surrounded  her   large,   black   e. 
now  half-closed,  and  gave  to  them  an  expression  of   pro- 
found  grief.      Many   causes    contributed    to    this    sorrow — 
amongst  others,  the  disappearance  of  Mother  Bunch.     With- 
out absolutely  believing  the  perfidious  insinuations  ,,|"  Rodin, 
who  gave  her  to  understand  that,  in  the  fi  un- 

masked by  him,  the  hunchback  bad   not  dared  to  remain  in 
the  house,  Adrienne  felt  a  cruel  sinking  of  the  heart,  when 
she  thought  how  this  young  girl,  in  whom  she  had  had 
much  confidence,  had  fled  from  her  almost  sisterly  1 
without  even  uttering  a  word  of  gratitude:  for  care  had  1" 
taken   not   to   show   her   the    few    lino    written    by    the    j 
needlewoman  to  her  benefactress,  just  before  her  departure. 
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She  had  only  been  told  of  the  note  of  five  hundred  francs 
found  on  her  desk ;  and  this  last  inexplicable  circumstance 
had  contributed  to  awaken  cruel  suspicions  in  the  breast  of 
Mdlle.  de  Cardoville.  She  already  felt  the  fatal  effects  of 
that  mistrust  of  everything  and  everybody,  which  Rodin  had 
recommended  to  her ;  and  this  sentiment  of  suspicion  and 
reserve  had  the  more  tendency  to  become  powerful,  that, 
for  the  first  time  in  her  life,  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville,  until  then 
a  stranger  to  all  deception,  had  a  secret  to  conceal — a  secret, 
which  was  equally  her  happiness,  her  shame,  and  her  torment. 
Half -recumbent  on  her  divan,  pensive  and  depressed, 
Adrienne  pursued,  with  a  mind  often  absent,  one  of  her 
newly  purchased  books.  Suddenly,  she  uttered  an  exclama- 
tion of  surprise ;  the  hand  which  held  the  book  trembled 
like  a  leaf,  and  from  that  moment  she  appeared  to  read  with 
passionate  attention  and  devouring  curiosity.  Soon,  her 
eyes  sparkled  with  enthusiasm,  her  smile  assumed  ineffable 
sweetness,  and  she  seemed  at  once  proud,  happy,  delighted 
— but,  as  she  turned  over  the  last  page,  her  countenance 
expressed  disappointment  and  chagrin.  Then  she  recom- 
menced this  reading,  which  had  occasioned  her  such  sweet 
emotion,  and  this  time  she  read  with  the  most  deliberate 
slowness,  going  over  each  page  twice,  and  spelling,  as  it  were, 
every  line,  every  word.  From  time  to  time,  she  paused, 
and  in  a  pensive  mood,  with  her  forehead  leaning  on  her 
fair  hand,  she  seemed  to  reflect,  in  a  deep  reverie,  on  the 
passages  she  had  read  with  such  tender  and  religious  love. 
Arriving  at  a  passage  which  so  affected  her,  that  a  tear 
started  in  her  eye,  she  suddenly  turned  the  volume,  to  see 
on  the  cover  the  name  of  the  author.  For  a  few  seconds, 
she  contemplated  this  name  with  a  singular  expression  of 
gratitude,  and  could  not  forbear  raising  to  her  rosy  lips  the 
page  on  which  it  was  printed.  After  reading  many  times 
over  the  lines  with  which  she  had  been  so  much  struck, 
forgetting,  no  doubt,  the  letter  in  the  spirit,  she  began  to 
reflect  so  deeply,  that  the  book  glided  from  her  hand,  and 
fell  upon  the  carpet.  During  the  course  of  this  reverie,  the 
eyes  of  the  young  girl  rested,  at  first  mechanically,  upon 
an  admirable  bas-relief,  placed  on  an  ebony  stand,  near 
one  of  the  windows.  This  magnificent  bronze,  recently  cast 
after  a  plaster  copy  from  the  antique,  represented  the 
triumph  of  the  Indian  Bacchus.  Never,  perhaps,  had 
Grecian   art   attained   such   rare   perfection.      The   youthful 
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conqueror,   half-clad    in   a   lion's   skin,    which   displayed    his 
juvenile   grace   and   charming    purity    of    form,    shone    with 
divine  beauty.     Standing  up  in  a  car,  drawn  by  two 
with  an  air  at  once  gentle  and  proud,  he  leaned  with 
hand  upon  a  thyrsus,  and  with  the  other  guided  his  sai 
steeds  in  tranquil  majesty.     By  this  rare  mixture 
vigor,  and  serenity,  it  was  easy  to  recognize  the  hero  who 
had    waged    such    desperate   combats    with    men    and    with 
monsters  of  the  forest.     Thanks  to  the  brownish   I 
the  figure,  the  light,  falling  from  one  side  of  the  sculpture, 
admirably  displayed  the  form  of  the  youthful  god,   which, 
carved  in  relievo,  and  thus  illumined,  shone  like  a  magnifi- 
cent statue  of  pale  gold  upon  the  dark  fretted  background 
of  the  bronze. 

When  Adrienne's  look  first  rested  on  this  rare  assem- 
hlage  of  divine  perfections,  her  countenance  was  calm  and 
thoughtful.  But  this  contemplation,  at  first  mechanical, 
became  gradually  more  and  more  attentive  and  conscious, 
and  the  young  lady,  rising  suddenly  from  her  seat,  slowly 
approached  the  bas-relief,  as  if  yielding  to  the  invincible 
attraction  of  an  extraordinary  resemblance.  Then  a  slight 
blush  appeared  on  the  cheeks  of  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville,  si 
across  her  face,  and  spread  rapidly  to  her  neck  and  forehead. 
She  approached  still  closer,  threw  round  a  hasty  glance,  as 
if  half-ashamed,  or  as  if  she  had  feared  to  be  surprised  in  a 
blamable  action,  and  twice  stretched  forth  her  hand,  trem- 
bling with  emotion,  to  touch  with  the  tips  of  her  charming 
fingers  the  bronze  forehead  of  the  Indian  Bacchus.  And 
twice  she  stopped  short,  with  a  kind  of  modest  hesitation. 
At  last,  the  temptation  became  too  strong  for  her.  She- 
yielded  to  it;  and  her  alabaster  finger,  after  delicately  caress- 
ing the  features  of  pale  gold,  was  pressed  mi  Uy  for 
an  instant  on  the  pure  and  noble  brow  of  the  youthful 
god.  At  this  pressure,  though  so  slight,  Adrienne  seemed 
to  feel  a  sort  of  electric  shock;  she  trembled  in  every  limb, 
her  eyes  languished,  and,  after  swimming  for  an  instant 
in  their  humid  and  brilliant  crystal,  were  raised,  half -dosed, 
to  heaven.  Then  her  head  was  thrown  a  little  way  back, 
her  knees  bent  insensibly,  her  rosy  lips  were  half  opened, 
as  if  to  give  a  passage  to  her  heated  breath,  for  her  bosom 
heaved  violently,  as  thought  youth  and  lite  had  i  ted 
the  pulsations  of  her  heart,  and  math-  1  .•  d  boil  in  her 
veins.     Finally,  the  burning  cheeks  of  Adrienne  betrayed  a 


272  THE    WANDERING    JEW 

species  of  ecstasy,  timid  and  passionate,  chaste  and  sensual, 
ihe  expression  of  which  was  ineffably  touching. 

An  affecting  spectacle  indeed  is  that  of  a  young  maiden, 
whose  modest  brow  flushes  with  the  first  fires  of  a  secret 
passion.  Does  not  the  Creator  of  all  things  animate  the 
body  as  well  as  the  soul,  with  a  spark  of  divine  energy? 
Should  He  not  be  religiously  glorified  in  the  intellect  as  in 
the  senses,  with  which  He  has  no  paternally  endowed  His 
creatures  ?  They  are  impious  blasphemers  who  seek  to  stifle 
the  celestial  senses,  instead  of  guiding  and  harmonizing  them 
in  their  divine  flight.  Suddenly,  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville  started, 
raised  her  head,  opened  her  eyes  as  if  awakening  from  a 
dream,  withdrew  abruptly  from  the  sculptures,  and  walked 
several  times  up  and  down  the  room  in  an  agitated  manner, 
pressing  her  burning  hands  to  her  forehead.  Then,  falling, 
as  it  were,  exhausted  on  her  seat,  her  tears  flowed  in  abun- 
dance. The  most  bitter  grief  was  visible  in  her  features, 
which  revealed  the  fatal  struggle  that  was  passing  within 
her.  By  degrees,  her  tears  ceased.  To  this  crisis  of  painful 
dejection  succeeded  a  species  of  violent  scorn  and  indignation 
against  herself,  which  were  expressed  by  these  words  that 
escaped  her :  "For  the  first  time  in  my  life,  I  feel  weak  and 
cowardly.     Oh  yes  !  cowardly — very  cowardly !" 

5|C  5j»  5JC  *JC  5jv  *|*  JK 

The  sound  of  a  door  opening  and  closing,  roused  Mdlle.  de 
Cardoville  from  her  bitter  reflections.  Georgette  entered 
the  room,  and  said  to  her  mistress :  "Madame,  can  you 
receive  the  Count  de  Montbron?" 

Adrienne,  too  well-bred  to  exhibit  before  her  women  the 
sort  of  impatience  occasioned  by  this  unseasonable  visit, 
said  to  Georgette:  "You  told  M.  de  Montbron  that  I  was 
at  home?" 

"Yes,  Madame." 

"Then  beg  him  to  walk  in."  Though  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville 
felt  at  that  moment  much  vexed  at  the  arrival  of  Montbron, 
let  us  hasten  to  say,  that  she  entertained  for  him  an  almost 
filial  affection,  and  a  profound  esteem,  though,  by  a  not  un- 
frequent  contrast,  she  almost  always  differed  from  him  in 
opinion.  Hence  arose,  when  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville  had  noth- 
ing to  disturb  her  mind,  the  most  gay  and  animated  discus- 
sions, in  which  M.  de  Montbron,  notwithstanding  his  mock- 
ing   and    sceptical    humor,    his    long    experience,    his    rare 
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knowledge  of  men  and  things,  his  fashionable  training,  in  a 
word,  had  not  always  the  advantage,  ami  even  acknowledged 
his  defeat  gayly  enough,  Thus,  to  give  an  idea  of  the  difl 
ences  of  the  count  and  Adrienne,  hefore,  as  he  would 
laughingly,  he  had  made  himself  her  accomplice,  he  had 
always  opposed  (from  other  motives  than  those  alleged  by 
Madame  de  Saint-Dizier)  Adrienne's  wish  to  live  alone  and 
in  her  own  way;  whilst  Rodin,  on  the  contrary,  by  investing 
the  young  girl's  resolve  on  this  subject  with  an  idea!  grandeur 
of  intention,  had  acquired  a  species  of  influence  over  her. 
M.  de  Montbron,  now  upwards  of  sixty  years  of  age,  had 
been  a  most  prominent  character  during  the  Directory,  (. 
sulate,  and  the  Empire.  His  prodigal  style  of  living,  his 
wit,  his  gayety,  his  duels,  his  amours,  and  his  losses  at 
play,  had  given  him  a  leading  influence  in  the  best  society 
of  his  day ;  while  his  character,  his  kind-heartedness,  and 
liberality,  secured  him  the  lasting  friendship  of  nearly  all 
his  female  friends.  At  the  time  we  now  present  him  to 
the  reader,  he  was  still  a  great  gambler ;  and,  moreover,  a 
very  lucky  gambler.  He  had,  as  we  have  stated,  a  very 
lordly  style;  his  manners  were  decided,  but  polished  and 
lively ;  his  habits  were  such  as  belong  to  the  higher  cla 
of  society,  though  he  could  be  excessively  sharp  towards 
people  whom  he  did  not  like.  He  was  tall  and  thin,  and  his 
slim  figure  gave  him  an  almost  youthful  appearance  ;  his  fore- 
head was  high,  and  a  little  bald;  his  hair  was  gray  and 
short,  his  countenance  long,  his  nose  aquiline,  his  eyes  blue 
and  piercing,  and  his  teeth  white,  and  still  very  good. 

"The  Count  de  Montbron,"  said  Georgette,  opening  the 
door.  The  count  entered,  and  hastened  to  kiss  Adrienne's 
hand,  with  a  sort  of  paternal  familiarity. 

"Come!"   said   M.   de   Montbron  to  himself;   "let   us   try 
to  discover  the  truth  I  am  in  search  of,  that  we  may  es 
a  great  misfortune." 


CHAPTER  VIII. 

THE       CONFESSION. 


Mdlle.  de  Cardoville,  not  wishing  to  betray  the  cause  of 
the  violent  feelings  which  agitated  her.  r<  M.  de  Mont- 

bron with  a  feigned  and  forced  gayety.     On  the  other  hand, 
notwithstanding  his  tact  and  knowledge  of   the   world,   the 
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count  was  much  embarrassed  how  to  enter  upon  the  subject 
on  which  he  wished  to  confer  with  Adrienne,  and  he  resolved 
to  feel  his  way,  before  seriously  commencing  the  conversa- 
tion. After  looking  at  the  young  lady  for  some  seconds,  M. 
de  Montbron  shook  his  head,  and  said,  with  a  sigh  of  regret : 
"My  dear  child,  I  am  not  pleased." 

"Some  affair  of  the  heart,  or  of  hearts,  my  dear  count?" 
returned  Adrienne,  smiling. 

"Of  the  heart,"  said  M.  de  Montbron. 

"What !  you,  so  great  a  player,  think  more  of  a  woman's 
whim  than  a  throw  of  the  dice?" 

"I  have  a  heavy  heart,  and  you  are  the  cause  of  it,  my 
dear  child." 

"M.  de  Montbron,  you  will  make  me  very  proud,"  said 
Adrienne,  with  a  smile. 

"You  would  be  wrong,  for  I  tell  you  plainly,  my  trouble 
is  caused  by  your  neglect  of  your  beauty.  Yes,  your  coun- 
tenance is  pale,  dejected,  sorrowful ;  you  have  been  low- 
spirited  for  the  last  few  days ;  you  have  something  on  your 
mind,  I  am  sure  of  it." 

"My  dear  M.  de  Montbron,  you  have  so  much  penetration, 
that  you  may  be  allowed  to  fail  for  once,  as  now.  I  am  not 
sad,  I  have  nothing  on  my  mind,  and — I  am  about  to  utter 
a  very  silly  piece  of  impertinence — I  have  never  thought 
myself  so  pretty." 

"On  the  contrary,  nothing  could  be  more  modest  than 
such  an  assertion.    Who  told  you  that  falsehood?  a  woman?" 

"No ;  it  was  my  heart,  and  it  spoke  the  truth,"  answered 
Adrienne,  with  a  slight  degree  of  emotion.  "Understand  it, 
if  you  can,"  she  added. 

"Do  you  mean  that  you  are  proud  of  the  alteration  in  your 
features,  because  you  are  proud  of  the  sufferings  of  your 
heart?"  said  M.  de  Montbron,  looking  at  Adrienne  with 
attention.  "Be  it  so ;  I  am  then  right.  You  have  some 
sorrow.  I  persist  in  it,"  added  the  count,  speaking  with  a 
tone  of  real  feeling,  "because  it  is  painful  to  me." 

"Be  satisfied ;  I  am  as  happy  as  possible — for  every  instant 
I  take  delight  in  repeating,  how,  at  my  age,  I  am  free — 
absolutely  free !'" 

"Yes ;  free  to  torment  yourself,  free  to  be  miserable." 

"Come,  come,  my  dear  count !"  said  Adrienne,  "you  are 
recommencing  our  old  quarrel.  I  still  find  in  you  the  ally 
of  my  aunt  and  the  Abbe  d'Aigrigny." 
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"Yes;  as  the  republicans  arc  the  — 

to  destroy  each  other  in  their  tarn.     Talking  of  your  al 

inahle  aunt,  they  say  that  she  holds  mcil  at  her 

house  these  last  few  days,  a  regular  mitred 
is  certainly  in  a  way." 

"Why  not?     Formerly,  she  would  have  wish< 
dess  of   Reason,  now,   we  shall  perhaps   see  her  canoni 
She  has  already  performed  the  first  part  of  the  f  Mary 

Magdalen." 

"You  can  never  speak  worse  of  her  than  she  my 

dear  child.    Still,  though  for  quite  opposite  reasons,  ! 
with  her  an  the  suhject  of  your  wish  to  reside  alor 

"I  know  it."' 

''Yes ;  and  because  I  wished  to  see  you  a  thousand  times 
freer  than  vou  reallv  are,  I  advised  you " 

"To  marr 

"Xo  doubt;  you  would  have  had  your  dear  liberty,  with 
its  consequences,  only,  instead  of  Mdlle.  de  (  rille,  w< 

should  have  called  you  Madame  Somebody,  having  found  an 
excellent  husband  to  be  responsible  for  your  independence. ' 

"And  who  would  have  been  responsible  for  this  ridicu- 
lous husband?  And  who  would  bear  a  mocked  and  d< 
name?  I,  perhaps?"  said  Adrienne.  with  animation.  "No, 
no,  my  dear  count,  good  or  ill.  I  will  answer  for  my  i 
actions;  to  my  name  shall  attach  the  reputation,  which  I 
alone  have  formed.  1  am  as  incapable  of  basely  dishonoring 
a  name  which  is  not  mine,  as  of  continually  bearing  it  my- 
self, if  it  were  not  held  in.  esteem.  And,  as  one  can  only 
answer  for  one's  own  actions,  I  prefer  to  keep  my  name" 

"You   are   the   only   person   in   the   world   that    has    Mich 
idea 

"Why?"  said  Adrienne,  laughing.  "Because  it  appears  to 
me  horrible,  to  see  a  poor  girl  lost  and  buried  in  some 
ugly  and  selfish  man.  and  become,  as  they  say  seriously, 
the  better  half  of  the  monster — yes!  a  fresh  and  blooming 
rose  to  become  part  of  a  frightful  thistle! — Come,  i 
count;  confess  there  is  something  odious  in  this  conjv 
metempsychosis,"  added  Adrienne.  with  a  burst  of  lai 

The   forced  and  somewhat   feverish   {  rienne 

contrasted    painfully    with    her    pale   and    sufrerin 
nance;  it  was  so  easy  to  see  that  she  '  itli 

laughter  some  deep  sorrow,  that  M.  de  Montbr 
affected  by  it ;  but,  dissembling  his  emotion,  he  a;  I  to 
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reflect  a  moment,  and  took  up  mechanically  one  of  the  new, 
fresh-cut  books,  by  which  Adrienne  was  surrounded.  After 
casting  a  careless  glance  at  this  volume,  he  continued,  still 
dissembling  his  feelings:  "Come,  my  dear  madcap:  this  is 
another  folly.  Suppose  I  were  twenty  years  old,  and  that 
you  did  me  the  honor  to  marry  me — you  would  be  called 
Lady  de  Montbron,  I  imagine  ?" 

"Perhaps." 

"How  perhaps?  Would  you  not  bear  my  name,  if  you 
married  me  ?" 

"My  dear  count,"  said  Adrienne,  with  a  smile,  "do  not  \ec 
us  pursue  this  hypothesis,  which  can  only  leave  us — regrets." 

Suddenly,  M.  de  Montbron  started,  and  looked  at  Mdlle, 
de  Cardoville  with  an  expression  of  surprise.  For  some 
moments,  whilst  talking  to  Adrienne,  he  had  mechanically 
taken  up  two  or  three  of  the  volumes  scattered  over  the 
couch,  and  had  glanced  at  their  titles  in  the  same  careless 
manner.  The  first  was  the  "Modern  History  of  India." 
The  second,  "Travels  in  India."  The  third,  "Letters  on 
India."  Much  surprised,  M.  de  Montbron  had  continued  his 
investigation,  and  found  that  the  fourth  volume  continued 
this  Indian  nomenclature,  being  "Rambles  in  India."  The 
fifth  was,  "Recollections  of  Hindostan."  The  sixth,  "Notes 
of  a  Traveller  in  the  East  Indies." 

Hence  the  astonishment,  which,  for  many  serious  reasons, 
M.  de  Montbron  had  no  longer  been  able  to  conceal,  and 
which  his  looks  betrayed  to  Adrienne.  The  latter,  having 
completely  forgotten  the  presence  of  the  accusing  volumes 
by  which  she  was  surrounded,  yielded  to  a  movement  of 
involuntary  confusion,  and  blushed  slightly ;  but,  her  firm 
and  resolute  character  again  coming  to  her  aid,  she  looked 
full  at  M.  de  Montbron,  and  said  to  him:  "Well,  my  dear 
count !  what  surprises  you  ?" 

Instead  of  answering,  M.  de  Montbron  appeared  still  more 
absorbed  in  thought,  and  contemplating  the  young  girl,  he 
could  not  forbear  saying  to  himself :  "No,  no — it  is  impos- 
sible— and  yet " 

"It  would,  perhaps,  be  indiscreet  in  me  to  listen  to  your 
soliloquy,  my  dear  count,"  said  Adrienne. 

"Excuse  me,  my  dear  child;  but  what  I  see  surprises  me 
so  much " 

"And  pray  what  do  you  see?" 

"The  traces  of  so  great  and  novel  an  interest  in  all  that 
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relates  to  India."  said  M.  de  Montbron,  laying  a  slight 

on  his  words,  and  fixing  a  piercing  look  upon  the  young 

girl. 

"Well!"  said  Adrienne,  stoutly. 

"Well!  I  seek  the  cause  of  this  sudden  passion " 

"Geographical:"  said  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville,  interrupting 
M.  de  Montbron:  ".you  may  find  this  taste  somewhat  serioui 
for  my  age,  my  dear  count — but  one  must  find  occupation 
for  leisure  hours — and  then,  having  a  cousin,  who  is  both 
an  Indian  and  a  prince,  I  should  like  to  know  something 
of  the  fortunate  country  from  which  I  derive  this  >a\ 
relationship." 

These  last  words  were  pronounced  with  a  bitterness  that 
was  not  lost  on  M.  de  Montbron:  watching  Adrienne  atten- 
tively, he  observed:  "Meseems,  you  speak  of  the  prince 
with  some  harshness." 

"No;  I  speak  of  him  with  indifference." 

"Yet  he  deserves  a  very  different  feeling." 

"On  the  part  of  some  other  person,  perhaps,"  replied 
Adrienne,  dryly. 

"He  is  so  unhappy!"  said  M.  de  Montbron.  in  a  tune  of 
sincere  pity.  "When  I  saw  him  the  other  day,  he  made  my 
heart  ache." 

"What  have  I  to  do  with  it?"  exclaimed  Adrienne,  with 
an  accent  of  painful  and  almost  angry  impatience. 

"I   should   have  thought   that   his  cruel   torments  at   l< 
deserved  your  pity,"  answered  the  count,  gravely. 

"Pity — from  me!"  cried  Adrienne.  with  an  air  of  offended 
pride.     Then,  restraining  herself,  she  added  coldly:     "You 
are  jesting,  M.  de  Montbron.     It  is  not  in  sober  serii 
that  you  ask  me  to  take  interest  in  the  amorous  torments 
of  your  prince." 

There  was  so  much  cold  disdain  in  these  last  words  of 
Adrienne,  her  pale  and  agitated  countenance  betrayed  such 
haughty  bitterness,  that  M.  de  Montbron  said,  sorrowfully: 
"It  is  then  true:  I  have  not  been  deceived.  I.  who  thou 
from  our  old  and  constant  friendship,  that  1  bad  some 
claim  to  your  confidence,  have  known  nothing  of  it— while 
you  told  all  to  another.     It  is  painful,  very  painful  to  me." 

"I  do  not  understand  you,  M.  de  Montbron." 

"Well  then,  since  I  must  speak  plainly,"  cried  the  count, 
"there  is,  I  see,  no  hope  for  this  unhappy  boy — you  love 
another." 
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As  Adrienne  started — "Oh !  you  cannot  deny  it,"  resumed 
the  count;  "your  paleness  and  melancholy  for  the  last  few- 
days,  your  implacable  indifference  to  the  prince — all  prove 
to  me  that  you  are  in  love." 

Hurt  by  the  manner  in  which  the  count  spoke  of  the  senti- 
ment he  attributed  to  her,  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville  answered 
with  dignified  stateliness  :  "You  must  know,  M.  de  Montbron, 
that  a  secret  discovered  is  not  a  confidence.  Your  language 
surprises  me." 

"Oh,  my  dear  friend,  if  I  use  the  poor  privilege  of  experi- 
ence— if  I  guess  that  you  are  in  love — if  I  tell  you  so,  and 
even  go  so  far  as  to  reproach  you  with  it — it  is  because  the 
life  or  death  of  this  poor  prince  is  concerned ;  and  I  feel  for 
him  as  if  he  were  my  son,  for  it  is  impossible  to  know  him 
without  taking  the  warmest  interest  in  him." 

"It  would  be  singular,"  returned  Adrienne,  with  redoubled 
coldness,  and  still  more  bitter  irony,  "if  my  love — admitting 
I  were  in  love — could  have  any  such  strange  influence  on 
Prince  Djalma.  What  can  it  matter  to  him?"  added  she, 
with  almost  agonizing  disdain. 

"What  can  it  matter  to  him  ?  Now  really,  my  dear  friend, 
permit  me  to  tell  you,  that  it  is  you  who  are  jesting  cruelly. 
What !  this  unfortunate  youth  loves  you  with  all  the  blind 
ardor  of  a  first  love — twice  has  attempted  to  terminate  by 
suicide  the  horrible  tortures  of  his  passion — and  you  think 
it  strange  that  your  love  for  another  should  be  with  him 
a  question  of  life  or  death !" 

"He  loves  me  then?"  cried  the  young  girl,  with  an  accent 
impossible  to  describe. 

"He  loves  you  to  madness,  I  tell  you ;  I  have  seen  it." 

Adrienne  seemed  overcome  with  amazement.  From  pale, 
she  became  crimson ;  as  the  redness  disappeared,  her  lips 
grew  white,  and  trembled.  Her  emotion  was  so  strong,  that 
she  remained  for  some  moments  unable  to  speak,  and  pressed 
her  hand  to  her  heart,  as  if  to  moderate  its  pulsations. 

M.  de  Montbron,  almost  frightened  at  the  sudden  change 
in  Adrienne's  countenance,  hastily  approached  her,  exclaim- 
ing :    "Good  heaven,  my  poor  child  !  what  is  the  matter  ?" 

Instead  of  answering,  Adrienne  waved  her  hand  to  him, 
in  sign  that  he  should  not  be  alarmed ;  and,  in  fact,  the 
count  was  speedily  tranquillized,  for  the  beautiful  face, 
which  had  so  lately  been  contracted  with  pain,  irony,  and 
scorn,  seemed  now  expressive  of  the  sweetest  and  most  in- 
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ef  fable  emotions;  Adrienne  appeared  to  luxuriate  in  delight, 
and  to  fear  losing  the  least  particle  of  it;  then,  as  reflection 

told  her.  that  she  was.  perhaps,  the  dupe  ol   illusion  "r  fa 
hood,  she  exclaimed  suddenly,  with  anguish,  ad  In 

self  to  M.  de  Monti. ron  :     "But  is  what  you  tell  in 

-What  I  tell  you!" 

"Yes—  that    Prince    Djalma " 

"Loves  you  to  madness? — Alas!  it  is  only  too  tru 

"No,  no,"  eried  Adrienne.  with  a  charming  expression  of 
simplicity;  "that  could  never  he  too  true.'' 

"What  do  you  say:"  cried  the  count. 

"But  that  woman?"  asked  Adrienne,  as  if  the  word 
scorched  her  lips. 

"  a  hat  woman  ?" 

"She  who  has  been  the  cause  of  all  these  painful 
struggles." 

"That  woman — why,  who  should  it  be  hut  you?" 

"What.  I?     Oh!  tell  me,  was  it  [?" 

"On  my  word  of  honor.  I  trust  my  experience.  I  have 
never  seen  so  ardent  and  sincere  a  passion." 

"Oh!  is  it  reallv  so?    Has  he  never  had  any  other  love?" 

"Never." 

"Yet  I  was  told  so." 

"By  whom?" 

"M.  Rodin." 

"That  Djalma " 

"Had  fallen  violently  in  love,  two  days  after  1  saw  him." 

"M.  Rodin  told  you  that!"  cried  M.  de  Montbron,  a-  it- 
struck  with  a  sudden  idea.  "Why,  it  is  he  who  told  Djalma 
that  you  were  in  love  with  some  one  else." 

"I  !" 

"And  this  it  was  which  occasioned  the  poor  youth's  dread- 
ful despair." 

"It  was  this  which  occasioned  my  despair." 

"You  love  him,  then,  just  as  he  loves  you!''  •  .'aimed 
M.  de  Montbron.  transported  with  joy. 

"Love  him!"  said  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville.     A  d  knock 

at  the  door  interrupted  Adrienne. 

"One  of  your  servants,  no  doubt.  Be  calm,"  said  the 
count. 

"Come  in,"  said  Adrienne,  in  an  agitated  voi< 

"What  is  it?"  said  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville.     Florine  ente: 
the  room. 
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"M.  Rodin  has  just  been  here.  Fearing  to  disturb  made- 
moiselle, he  would  not  come  in ;  but  he  will  return  in  half 
an  hour.     Will  mademoiselle  receive  him?" 

"Yes,  yes,"  said  the  count  to  Florine ;  "even  if  I  am  still 
here,  show  him  in  by  all  means.  Is  not  that  your  opinion?" 
asked  M.  de  Montbron  of  Adrienne. 

"Quite  so,"  answered  the  young  girl ;  and  a  flash  of  indig- 
nation darted  from  her  eyes,  as  she  thought  of  Rodin's 
perfidy. 

"Oho!  the  old  knave!"  said  M.  de  Montbron,  "I  always 
had  my  doubts  of  that  crooked  neck!"  Florine  withdrew, 
leaving  the  count  with  her  mistress. 


CHAPTER  IX. 

LOVE. 

Mdlle.  de  Cardoville  was  transfigured.  For  the  first 
time  her  beauty  shone  forth  in  all  its  lustre.  Until  now 
overshadowed  by  indifference,  or  darkened  by  grief,  she  ap- 
peared suddenly  illumined  by  a  brilliant  ray  of  sunshine. 
The  slight  irritation  caused  by  Rodin's  perfidy  passed  like 
an  imperceptible  shade  from  her  brow.  What  cared  she 
now  for  falsehood  and  perfidy  ?  Had  they  not  failed  ?  And, 
for  the  future,  what  human  power  could  interpose  between 
her  and  Djalma,  so  sure  of  each  other?  Who  would  dare 
to  cross  the  path  of  those  two  things,  resolute  and  strong 
with  the  irresistible  power  of  youth,  love,  and  liberty?  Who 
would  dare  to  follow  them  into  that  blazing  sphere,  whither 
they  went,  so  beautiful  and  happy,  to  blend  together  in  their 
inextinguishable  love,  protected  by  the  proof-armor  of  their 
own  happiness?  Hardly  had  Florine  left  the  room,  when 
Adrienne  approached  M.  de  Alontbron  with  a  rapid  step. 
She  seemed  to  have  become  taller ;  and  to  watch  her  advanc- 
ing, light,  radiant,  and  triumphant,  one  might  have  fancied 
her  a  goddess  walking  upon  clouds. 

"When  shall  I  see  him?"  was  her  first  word  to  M.  de 
Montbron. 

"Well — say  to-morrow ;  he  must  be  prepared  for  so  much 
happiness ;  in  so  ardent  a  nature,  such  sudden,  unexpected 
joy  might  be  terrible." 
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Adrienne  remained  pensive  for  a  moment,  and  then  sa 
rapidly:    "To-morrow— yes— not  before  to-morrow.     1  I 

a  superstition  of  the  heart." 

"What  is  it?" 

"You   shall   know.     He   loves    ME — thai    word  all, 

contains  all,  comprehend-  all,  is  all— and  yet   1   hai  lOU- 

sand  questions  to  ask  with  regard  to  him — hut  I  will  ask 
none  before  to-morrow,  because,  by  a  mysterious  fatality, 
to-morrow  is  with  me  a  sacred  anniversary.  It  will  he  an 
age  till  then;  hut  happily,  1  can  wait.     Look  lure!-' 

Beckoning  M.  de  Montbron,  she  led  him  to  the  Indian 
Bacchus.    "How  much  it  is  like  him!"  said  -he  to  the  count. 

"Indeed,"  exclaimed  the  latter,  "it  is  strati. 

"Strange?"  returned  Adrienne,  with  a  smile  of  gentle 
pride;  "strange,  that  a  hero,  a  demi-god,  an  ideal  of  beauty, 
should  resemble  Djalma?" 

"How  you  love  him!"  said  M.  de  Montbron,  deeply 
touched,  and  almost  dazzled  by  the  felicity  which  beamed 
from  the  countenance  of  Adrienne. 

"I  must  have  suffered  a  good  deal,  do  you  not  think 
said  she,  after  a  moment's  silence. 

"If  I  had  not  made  up  my  mind  to  come  here  to-day, 
almost  in  despair,  what  would  have  happened?" 

"I  cannot  tell;  I  should  perhaps  have  died,  fur  I  am 
wounded  mortally  here" — she  pressed  her  hand  to  her  heart. 
"But  what  might  have  been  death  to  me,  will  now  be  lil 

"It  was  horrible,"  said  the  count,  shuddering.  "Such  a 
passion,  buried  in  your  own  breast,  proud  a-  you  arc " 

"Yes,  proud — but  not  self-conceited.  When  1  learned  his 
love  for  another,  and  that  the  impression  which  I  fancied  I 
had  made  on  him  at  our  first  interview  had  been  imm< 
effaced,  I  renounced  all  hope,  without  being  able  to  renounce 
my  love.  Instead  of  shunning  his  image,  1  surrounded  my- 
self with  all  that  could  remind  me  of  him.  In  default  of 
happiness,  there  is  a  bitter  pleasure  in  suffering  through 
what  we  love." 

"I  can  now  understand  your  Indian  library." 

Instead  of  answering  the  count,  Adrienne  took  from  I 
stand  one  of  the  freshly-cut  volume-,  and,  bringil  M. 

de  Montbron,  said  to  him,  with  a  smile  and 
sion   of    joy   and   happiness:      "I    was    wrong—]    am    vain. 
Just  read  this — aloud,  if  you  please.      I   tell  you  thai    I 
wait  for  to-morrow."     Presenting  the  book  to  tl 
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pointed  out  one  passage  with  the  tip  of  her  charming  finger. 
Then  she  sank  down  upon  the  couch,  and,  in  an  attitude  of 
deep  attention,  with  her  body  bent  forward,  her  hands 
crossed  upon  the  cushion,  her  chin  resting  upon  her  hands, 
her  large  eyes  fixed  with  a  sort  of  adoration  on  the  Indian 
Bacchus,  that  was  just  opposite  to  her,  she  appeared  by  this 
impassioned  contemplation  to  prepare  herself  to  listen  to 
M.  de  Montbron. 

The  latter,  much  astonished,  began  to  read,  after  again 
looking  at  Adrienne,  who  said  to  him,  in  her  most  coaxing 
voice,  "Very  slowly,  I  beg  of  you." 

M.  de  Montbron  then  read  the  following  passage  from  the 
journal  of  a  traveller  in  India:  "  'When  I  was  at  Bombay, 
in  1829,  I  constantly  heard  amongst  the  English  there,  of  a 
young  hero,  the  son  of '  " 

The  count  having  paused  a  second,  by  reason  of  the  bar- 
barous spelling  of  the  name  of  Djalma's  father,  Adrienne 
immediately  said  to  him,  in  her  soft  voice :  "The  son  of 
Kadja-sing." 

"What  a  memory !"  said  the  count,  with  a  smile.  And 
he  resumed :  "  'A  young  hero,  the  son  of  Kadja-sing,  king 
of  Mundi.  On  his  return  from  a  distant  and  sanguinary 
expedition  amongst  the  mountains  against  this  Indian  king, 
Colonel  Drake  was  filled  with  enthusiasm  for  this  son  of 
Kadja-sing,  known  as  Djalma.  Hardly  beyond  the  age  of 
childhood,  this  young  prince  has  in  the  course  of  this  im- 
placable war  given  proofs  of  such  chivalrous  intrepidity, 
and  of  so  noble  a  character,  that  his  father  has  been  sur- 
named  the  Father  of  the  Generous.'  " 

"That  is  a  touching  custom,"  said  the  count.  "To  recom- 
pense the  father,  as  it  were,  by  giving  him  a  surname  in 
honor  of  his  son,  is  a  great  idea.  But  how  strange  you 
should  have  met  with  this  book !"  added  the  count,  in  sur- 
prise. "I  can  understand;  there  is  matter  here  to  inflame 
the  coolest  head." 

"Oh !  you  will  see,  you  will  see,"  said  Adrienne. 

The  count  continued  to  read :  ( 'Colonel  Drake,  one  of 
the  bravest  and  best  officers  of  the  English  army,  said 
yesterday,  in  my  presence,  that  having  been  dangerously 
wounded,  and  taken  prisoner  by  Prince  Djalma,  after  an 
energetic  resistance,  he  had  been  conveyed  to  the  camp 
established  in  the  village  of 

Here  there  was  the  same  hesitation  on  the  part  of  the 
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count,  un  seeing  a  --till  more  barbarous  name  than  the  i 
so,  not  wishing  to  try  the  adventure,  he  paused,  and  said  to 
Adrienne,  "Now  really,   I  give  this  up." 

"And  yet  it  is  so  easy!"  replied  Adrienne;  and  she  pro- 
nounced with  inexpressible  softness,  a  name  in  itself  soft, 
"The  village  of  Shumshabad." 

"You  appear  to  have  an  infallible  pr  lembering 

geographical   names,"   said   the  count,   continuing: 
arrived   at   the   camp,    Colonel    Drake    received    tl 
hospitality,  and  Frince  Djalma  treated  him  with  the 
of  a  son.     It  was  there  that  the  colonel  became  acquainted 
with    some    facts,    which    carried    to    the    highest    pitch    his 
enthusiasm  for  Prince  Djalma.     I  heard  him  relate  the  I 
following. 

'*  'In  one  of  the  battles,  the  prince  was  mpanied  by  a 

young  Indian  of  about  twelve  years  of  age,  whom  h< 
tenderly,  and  who  served  him  as  a  page,   following  him  on 
horseback  to  carry  his  spare  weapons.      This  child  was  idol- 
ized by  its  mother;  just  as  they  set  out  on  the  expedition. 
she  had  entrusted  her  son  to  Prince  Djalma's  cai 
with    a    stoicism    worthy    of    antiquity.    "Let    him    be    j 
brother."     "He  shall  be  my  brother,"  had  replied  the  prince 
In  the  height  of  a  disastrous  defeat,  the  child   i 
wounded,  and  his  horse  killed;  the  prince,  at  peril  of  his  life, 
notwithstanding  the  perception   of   a   forced    retreat,   disen- 
gages him,  and  places  him  on  the  croup  of  his  own  hoi 
they  are  pursued;  a  musket-ball  strikes  their      <■ 
just  able  to  reach  a  jungle,  in  the  midst  of  which,  after  s 
vain  efforts,  he  falls  exhausted.     The  child  is  unable  to  walk, 
but  the  prince  carries  him  in  his  arm-,  and  hides  with  him 
in  the  thickest  part  of  the  jungle.     The  English  arrive,  and 
begin   their   search;   but   the   two   victims   <  '.iter   a 

night  and  a  day  of  marches,  counter-marches,  stratagems, 
fatigues,  unheard-of  perils,  the  prince,  still,  carrying  the 
child,   one   of   whose   legs   is  b  arrives   at   his    fat! 

camp,  and  says,  with  the  utmost  simplicity,  "I  had  prom 
his  mother  that  I  would  act  a  brother's  part  by  1. 
have  done  so."  ' 

"That  is  admirable!"  cried  the  count. 

"Go  on  — pray  go  on!"  said  Adrienne,  drying  a  tear,  with- 
out removing  her  eyes  from  the  bas-relief,  which  she  con 
tinued  to  contemplate  with  growing  adoration. 

The  count  continued:     "'Another   time,    Prince    Djali 
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followed  by  two  black  slaves,  went,  before  sunrise,  to  a  very 
wild  spot,  to  seize  a  couple  of  tiger  cubs  only  a  few  days  old. 
The  den  had  been  previously  discovered.  The  two  old  tigers 
were  still  abroad.  One  of  the  blacks  entered  the  den  by  a 
narrow  aperture ;  the  other,  aided  by  Djalma,  cut  down  a 
tolerably  large  tree,  to  prepare  a  trap  for  one  of  the  old 
tigers.  On  the  side  of  the  aperture,  the  cavern  was  exceed- 
ingly steep.  The  prince  mounted  to  the  top  of  it  with 
agility,  to  set  his  trap,  with  the  aid  of  the  other  black. 
Suddenly,  a  dreadful  roar  was  heard ;  and,  in  a  few  bounds, 
the  tigress,  returning  from  the  chase,  reached  the  opening 
of  the  den.  The  black  who  was  laying  the  trap  with  the 
prince  had  his  skull  fractured  by  her  bite ;  the  tree,  falling 
across  the  entrance,  prevented  the  female  from  penetrating 
the  cavern,  and  at  the  same  time  stopped  the  exit  of  the 
black  who  had  seized  the  cubs. 

"  'About  twenty  feet  higher,  upon  a  ledge  of  rock,  the 
prince  lay  flat  on  the  ground,  looking  down  upon  this  fright- 
ful spectacle.  The  tigress,  rendered  furious  by  the  cries  of 
her  little  ones,  gnawed  the  hands  of  the  black,  who,  from 
the  interior  of  the  den,  strove  to  support  the  trunk  of  the 
tree,  his  only  rampart,  whilst  he  uttered  the  most  lamentable 
outcries.'  " 

"It  is  horrible !"  said  the  count. 

"Oh !  go  on !  pray  go  on !"  exclaimed  Adrienne,  with  ex- 
citement ;  "you  will  see  what  can  be  achieved  by  the  heroism 
of  goodness." 

The  count  pursued:  "'Suddenly  the  prince  seized  his 
dagger  between  his  teeth,  fastened  his  sash  to  a  block  of 
stone,  took  his  axe  in  one  hand,  and  with  the  other  slid  down 
this  substitute  for  a  rope ;  falling  a  few  steps  from  the  wild 
beast,  he  sprang  upon  her,  and,  swift  as  lightning,  dealt 
her  two  mortal  strokes,  just  as  the  black,  losing  his  strength, 
was  about  to  drop  the  trunk  of  the  tree,  sure  to  have  been 
torn  to  pieces.'  " 

"And  you  are  astonished  at  his  resemblance  with  the 
demi-god,  to  whom  fable  itself  ascribes  no  more  generous 
devotion !"  cried  the  young  lady,  with  still  increasing  excite- 
ment. 

"I  am  astonished  no  longer,  I  only  admire,"  said  the  count, 
in  a  voice  of  emotion ;  "and,  at  these  two  noble  instances 
of  heroism,  my  heart  beats  with  enthusiasm,  as  if  I  were  still 
twenty." 
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"And  the  noble  heart  of  this  traveller  heat  like  yours  at 
the  recital,"  said  Adrienne;  "you  will 

"  'What  renders  so  admirable  the  intrepidity  of  the  prii 
is,  that,  according  to  the  principle  of  India 
of  a  slave  is  of  no  importance;  thus  a  king's  son,  risking 
his  life  for  the  safety  of  a  poor  creature,  illy  de- 

spised, obeyed  an  heroic  and  truly  Christian  instinct  of  char- 
ity, until  then  unheard  of  in  this  country. 

Two  such  actions,"  said  Colonel  Drake,  with  good  n 

son.  "are  sufficient  to  paint  the  man"  ;  it  is  with  a  feeling 
of  profound  respect  and  admiration,  therefore,  that  1.  an 
obscure  traveller,  have  written  the  name  of  Prince  Djalma 
in  my  book;  and  at  the  same  time.  I  have  experienced  a 
kind  of  sorrow,  when  I  have  asked  myself  what  would  be 
the  future  fate  of  this  prince,  buried  in  the  depths  of  a 
savage  country,  always  devastated  by  war.  However  humble 
may  be  the  homage  that  I  pay  to  this  character,  worthy 
of  the  heroic  age,  his  name  will  at  least  be  repeated  with 
generous  enthusiasm  by  all  those  who  have  hearts  that  beat 
in  sympathy  with  what  is  great  and  noble.'  " 

'"And  just  now,  when  I  read  those  simple  and  touching 
lines,"  resumed  Adrienne,  "I  could  not  forbear  pressing  my 
lips  to  the  name  of  the  travel]* 

"Yes;  he  is  such  as  I  thought  him,"  cried  the  count,  with 
still  more  emotion,  as  he  returned  the  book  to  Adrienne, 
who  rose,  with  a  grave  and  touching  air,  and  said  to  him: 
"It  was  thus  I  wished  you  to  know  him.  that  you  might 
understand  my  adoration;  for  this  courage,  this  h<  i  »od- 

ness,  I  had  guessed  beforehand,  when  I  was  an  involuntary 
listener  to   his   conversation.      From   that   moment,    I    k 
him  to  be  generous  as  intrepid,  tender  and  sensith  ner- 

getic  and  resolute;  and  when   I   saw  him   so  marvelloi 
beautiful — so  different,  in  the  noble  character  of  his  counte- 
nance, and  even  in  the  style  of  his  garments,  from  all  I  had 
hitherto  met  with — when  I  saw  the  impression  that  1  n 
upon  him,  and  which  I  perhaps  felt  still  more  ntly — I 

knew  that  my  whole  life  was  bound  up  with  his  love." 

"And  now,  what  are  your  plans?" 

"Divine,  radiant  as  my  heart.     Winn  he  learns  his  hap- 
piness, I  wish  that  Djalma  should  fei 
to  prevent  my  gazing  on  my  sun;  for  I  repeat,  that  until 
morrow  will  be  a  century  to  me.    Yes,  it  i^  stnu  1  should 

have  thought  that  after  such  a  discovery,  I  should  fed  the 
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Want  of  being  left  alone,  plunged  in  an  ocean  of  delicious 
dreams.  But  no !  from  this  time  till  to-morrow — I  dread 
solitude — I  feel  a  kind  of  feverish  impatience — uneasy — 
ardent — Oh !  where  is  the  beneficent  fairy,  that,  touching  me 
with  her  wand,  will  lull  me  into  slumber  till  to-morrow!" 

"I  will  be  that  beneficent  fairy,"  said  the  count,  smiling. 

"You?" 

"Yes,  I." 

"And  how  so?" 

"The  power  of  my  wand  is  this;  I  will  relieve  you  from 
a  portion  of  your  thoughts  by  making  them  materially 
visible." 

"Pray  explain  yourself." 

"And  my  plan  will  have  another  advantage  for  you.  Listen 
to  me ;  you  are  so  happy  now  that  you  can  hear  anything. 
Your  odious  aunt,  and  her  equally  odious  friends,  are  spread- 
ing the  report  that  your  residence  with  Dr.  Baleinier " 

"Was  rendered  necessary  by  the  derangement  of  my 
mind,"  said  Adrienne,  with  a  smile ;  "I  expected  that." 

"It  is  stupid  enough;  but,  as  your  resolution  to  live  alone 
makes  many  envious  of  you,  and  many  hostile,  you  must 
feel  that  there  will  be  no  want  of  persons  ready  to  believe 
the  most  absurd  calumny  possible." 

"I  hope  as  much.  To  pass  for  mad  in  the  eyes  of  fools 
is  very  flattering." 

"Yes ;  but  to  prove  to  fools  that  they  are  fools,  and  that  in 
the  face  of  all  Paris,  is  much  more  amusing.  Now,  people 
begin  to  talk  of  your  absence ;  you  have  given  up  your  daily 
rides ;  for  some  time  my  niece  has  appeared  alone  in  our  box 
at  the  Opera ;  you  wish  to  kill  the  time  till  to-morrow — well ! 
here  is  an  excellent  opportunity.  It  is  two  o'clock;  at  half- 
past  three,  my  niece  will  come  in  the  carriage ;  the  weather  is 
splendid ;  there  is  sure  to  be  a  crowd  in  the  Bois  de  Boulogne. 
You  can  take  a  delightful  ride,  and  be  seen  by  everybody. 
Then,  as  the  air  and  movement  will  have  calmed  your  fever 
of  happiness,  I  will  commence  my  magic  this  evening,  and 
take  you  to  India." 

"To  India?" 

"Into  the  midst  of  one  of  those  wild  forests,  in  which 
roar  the  lion,  the  panther,  and  the  tiger.  We  will  have  this 
heroic  combat,  which  so  moved  you  just  now,  under  our  own 
eyes,  in  all  its  terrible  reality." 

"Really,  my  dear  count,  you  must  be  joking." 
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"Not  at  all;  1  promise  to  show  you  real  wild  beasts,  for- 
midable tenants  of  the  country  ol   our  demigod  fling 

tigers — roaring  lions — do  you  not  think  that  will  be  bettei 
than  hooks :" 

"But  how?" 

"Come!   I   must  give  you  the  secret  of  my   SU]  iral 

power.     On  returning  from  your  ride,  you  shall  dine  with 
my  niece,  and  we  will  go  together  to  a  very  curiou 
now  exhibiting  at  the  Porte-Saint-Martin  The;  I 
extraordinary  lion-tamer  there  shows  you  a  number  of  wild 
beasts,  in  a  state  of  nature,  in  the  midst  of  a  forest   (1 
only  commences  the  illusion),  and  has  fierce  combats  with 
them  all — tigers,  lions,  and  panthers.     All  Paris  i<  crowding 
to  these  representations,  and  all    Paris  will   see  you   tl. 
more  charming  than  ever." 

"I  accept  your  ofTer,"  said  Adrienne,  with  childish  delight. 
"Yes,  you  are  right.     I  feel  a  strange  pleasure  in  beholding 
these  ferocious  monsters,  who  wili  remind  me  of  those  that 
my  demi-god  so  heroically  overcame.     I  accept  also,  beca 
for  the  first  time  in  my  life,  I  am  anxious  to  be  admired 

— even  by  everybody.     I  accept  finally  because "     Here 

Mdlle.  de  Cardoville  was  interrupted  by  a  low  knock  at 
the  door,  and  by  the  entrance  of  Florine,  who  announced 
M.  Rodin. 


CHAPTER  X. 

THE    EXKCUTIOX. 

Rodin  entered.  A  rapid  glance  at  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville 
and  M.  de  Montbron  told  him  at  once  that  he  v. as  in  a 
dilemma.  In  fact,  nothing  could  be  less  encouraging  than  the 
faces  of  Adrienne  and  the  count.     The  latter,  wl.  lis- 

iiked   people,   exhibited   his   antipathy,  ady 

said,    by    an    impertinently    a§    I  manner,    which    had 

before  now  occasioned  a  good  number  of  duels.     At   sight 
of   Rodin,   his   countenance  at   once   assua 
insolent  expression;  resting  his  elbow  on  the  chii 
and  conversing  with  Adrienne,  he  looked  disdainful! 
his  shoulder,  without  taking  the  least  notice  of  tl 
low  bow.     (  )n  the  other  hand,  at  sight  of  this  man,  Mdlle. 
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de  Cardoville  almost  felt  surprise,  that  she  should  experi- 
ence no  movement  of  anger  or  hatred.  The  brilliant  flame 
which  burned  in  her  heart,  purified  it  from  every  vindictive 
sentiment.  She  smiled,  on  the  contrary ;  for,  glancing  with 
gentle  pride  at  the  Indian  Bacchus,  and  then  at  herself,  she 
asked  herself  what  two  beings,  so  young,  and  fair,  and  free, 
and  loving,  could  have  to  fear  from  this  old,  sordid  man, 
with  his  ignoble  and  base  countenance,  now  advancing  to- 
wards her  with  the  writhing  of  a  reptile.  In  a  word,  far  from 
feeling  anger  or  aversion  with  regard  to  Rodin,  the  young 
lady  seemed  full  of  the  spirit  of  mocking  gayety,  and  her 
large  eyes,  already  lighted  up  with  happiness,  now  sparkled 
with  irony  and  mischief.  Rodin  felt  himself  ill  at  ease. 
People  of  his  stamp  greatly  prefer  violent  to  mocking 
enemies.  They  can  encounter  bursts  of  rage — sometimes  by 
falling  on  their  knees,  weeping,  groaning,  and  beating  their 
breasts — sometimes  by  turning  on  their  adversary,  armed  and 
implacable.  But  they  are  easily  disconcerted  by  biting  rail- 
lery ;  and  thus  it  was  with  Rodin.  He  saw  that  between 
Adrienne  de  Cardoville  and  M.  de  Montbron,  he  was  about 
to  be  placed  in  what  is  vulgarly  termed  a  "regular  fix." 

The  count  opened  the  fire;  still  glancing  over  his  shoulder, 
he  said  to  Rodin :  "Ah !  you  are  here,  my  benevolent 
gentleman!" 

"Pray,  sir,  draw  a  little  nearer,"  said  Adrienne,  with  a 
mocking  smile.  "Best  of  friends  and  model  of  philosophers 
— as  well  as  declared  enemy  of  all  fraud  and  falsehood — I 
have  to  pay  you  a  thousand  compliments." 

"I  accept  anything  from  you,  my  dear  young  lady,  even 
though  undeserved,"  said  the  Jesuit,  trying  to  smile,  and  thus 
exposing  his  vile  yellow  teeth ;  "but  may  I  be  informed  how 
I  have  earned  these  compliments  ?" 

"Your     penetration,     sir,     which     is     rare "     replied 

Adrienne. 

"And  your  veracity,  sir,"  said  the  count,  "which  is  perhaps 
no  less  rare " 

"In  what  have  I  exhibited  my  penetration,  my  dear 
young  lady?"  said  Rodin,  coldly.  "In  what  my  veracity?" 
added  he,  turning  towards  M.  de  Montbron. 

"In  what,  sir?"  said  Adrienne.  "Why,  you  have  guessed 
a  secret  surrounded  by  difficulties  and  mystery.  In  a  word, 
you  have  known  now  to  read  the  depths  of  a  woman's  heart." 

"I,  my  dear  young  lady?" 
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"You,  sir!  rejoice  at  it,  for  your  penetration  has  had  the 

most   fortunate  result-." 

"And    your    veracity    has    worked    wonders,"    added    I 
count. 

"It   is   pleasant   to   do   good,   even    without    knowing    it." 
said  Rodin,  still  acting  on  the  defensive,  and 
glances  by  turns  on  the  count  and  Adrienne;  "but  v. 
inform  me  what  it  is  that  deserves  this  praise " 

"Gratitude  obliges  me  to  inform  you  of  it."  said  Adrienne, 
maliciously;  "you  have  discovered,  and  told  Prince  1 
that  1  was  passionately  in  love.     Well !  I  admire 
tration ;  it  was  true." 

"You  have  also  discovered,  and  told  this  lady,  that  Prince 
Djalma  was  passionately  in  love."  resumed  the  count.  "Well ! 
1  admire  your  penetration,  my  dear  sir;  it  was  tm 

Rodin  looked  confused,  and  at  a  loss  for  a  reply. 

"The  person  that  I  loved  so  passionately,"  .said  Adrienne, 
"was  the  prince." 

"The  person  that  the  prince  loved  so  passionately/'  re- 
sumed the  count,  "was  this  lady." 

These  revelations,  so  sudden  and  alarming,  almost  stunned 
Rodin;  he  remained  mute  and  terrified,  thinking  of  the 
future. 

"Do  you  understand  now,  sir.  the  extent  of  OUT  gratitude 
towards  you?"  resumed  Adrienne,  in  a  still  more  mocking 
tone.  "Thanks  to  your  sagacity,  than!.-,  to  the  touching 
interest  you  take  in  us,  the  prince  and  I  are  indebted  to 
you  for  the  knowledge  of  our  mutual  sentiments." 

The  Jesuit  had  now  gradually  recovered  hi>  presence  ol 
mind,   and   his   apparent   calmness   greatly    irritated    M.    <le 
Montbron,  who,  but   for  Adrienne's  presence,   would   h 
assumed  another  tone  than  je 

"There  is  some  mistake,"  said  Rodin,  "in  wl  I  have 

done  me  the  honor  to  tell  me,  my  dear  young  lady.     I  I 
never  in  my  life  spoken  of  the  sentiment-,  howc .  thy 

and     respectable,     that     you     may     entertain  Prince 

Djalma " 

"That   is  true,"   replied   Adrienne;   "with   scrupu  ud 

exquisite  discretion,  whenever  you  spoke  to  me  ->i   t'\ 
love  felt  by  Prince  Djalma,  you  carried  your   n  and 

delicacy  so  far  as  to  inform  me  that  it  was  not   I   whom  he 
loved." 

"And  the  same  scruple  induced  you  to  tell  the  prince  tl 
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Mdlle.  de  Cardoville  loved  some  one  passionately — but  that 
he  was  not  the  person,"  added  the  count. 

"Sir,"  answered  Rodin,  dryly,  "I  need  hardly  tell  you 
that  I  have  no  desire  to  mix  myself  up  with  amorous 
intrigues." 

"Come !  this  is  either  pride  or  modesty,"  said  the  count, 
insolently.  "For  your  own  interest,  pray  do  not  advance 
such  things ;  for,  if  we  took  you  at  your  word,  and  it 
became  known,  it  might  injure  some  of  the  nice  little  trades 
that  you  carry  on." 

"There  is  one  at  least,"  said  Rodin,  drawing  himself  up 
as  proudly  as  M.  de  Montbron,  "whose  rude  apprenticeship 
I  shall  owe  to  you.  It  is  the  wearisome  one  of  listening  to 
your  discourse." 

"I  tell  you  what,  my  good  sir!"  replied  the  count,  dis- 
dainfully: "you  force  me  to  remind  you  that  there  are 
more  ways  than  one  of  chastising  impudent  rogues." 

"My  dear  count !"  said  Adrienne  to  M.  de  Montbron,  with 
an  air  of  reproach. 

With  perfect  coolness,  Rodin  replied:  "I  do  not  exactly 
see,  sir,  first,  what  courage  is  shown  by  threatening  a  poor 
old  man  like  myself,  and,  secondly " 

"M.  Rodin,"  said  the  count,  interrupting  the  Jesuit, 
"first,  a  poor  old  man  like  you,  who  does  evil  under  the 
shelter  of  the  age  he  dishonors,  is  both  cowardly  and  wicked, 
and  deserves  a  double  chastisement ;  secondly,  with  regard 
to  this  question  of  age,  I  am  not  aware  that  gamekeepers 
and  policemen  bow  down  respectfully  to  the  gray  coats  of 
old  wolves,  and  the  gray  hairs  of  old  thieves.  What  do  you 
think,  my  good  sir?" 

Still  impassible,  Rodin  raised  his  flabby  eyelids,  fixed  for 
hardly  a  second  his  little  reptile  eye  upon  the  count,  and 
darted  at  him  one  of  his  rapid,  cold,  and  piercing  glances — 
and  then  the  livid  eyelid  again  covered  the  dull  eye  of  that 
corpse-like  face. 

"Not  having  the  disadvantage  of  being  an  old  wolf,  and 
still  less  an  old  thief,"  said  Rodin,  quietly,  "you  will  permit 
me,  sir,  to  take  no  account  of  the  pursuit  of  hunters  and 
police.  As  for  the  reproaches  made  me,  I  have  a  very 
simple  method  of  answering — I  do  not  say  of  justifying  my 
self — I  never  justify  myself " 

"You  don't  say !"  said  the  count. 

"Never,"  resumed  Rodin  coolly;   "my  acts  are  sufficient 
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for  that.     I  will  then   simply  answer  that  seeing  th. 
violent,  almost  fearful  impi  i  made  by  this  lady  on  the 

prince " 

"Let  this  assurance  which  you 
love,*'  said  Adrienne  interrupting  Rodin  with  an  • 
smile,  "absolve  you  of  all  the  evil  you  wish 
The  sight  of  our  happiness  be  your  only  punishn 

"It   may  he  that   I   need   neither  absolution   nor   puni 
ment,  for,  as  I  have  already  had  the  honor  to  i 
count,  my  dear  young-  lady,  the  future  will  justify  i: 
Yes;  it  was  my  duty  to  tell  the  prince  that  you  loved  an- 
other than  himself,  and  to  tell  you  that  he  loved  a 
than  yourself — all  in  your  mutual  interest.     That  my  attach- 
ment  for  you  may  have  misled  me.   is  possible — 1   am 
infallible;  but,  after  my  past  conduct  towards  you,  my  ■ 
young  lady,  I  have,  perhaps,  some  right  to  be  astonished  at 
seeing  myself  thus  treated.     This  I  a  complaint.     If   J 

never  justify  myself,  I  never  complain  either." 

"Now   really,   there  is  something   heroic   in   all   this,   my 
good  sir,"  said  the  count.     "You  do  not  condescend  I 
plain  or  justify  yourself,  with  regard  to  the  evil  vou  have 
done." 

"The  evil  I  have  done?"  said  Rodin,  looking  fixedly  at  the 
count.     "Are  we  playing  at  enigmas'" 

"What,   sir!"   cried   the  count,   with   indignation:      "is   it 
nothing,  by  your  falsehoods,  to  have  plunged  the  prince  into 
so  frightful  a  state  of  despair,  that  he  has  twice  attem] 
his  life?    Is  it  nothing,  by  similar  falseh<  ■  have  indu 

this   lady  to  believe   so  cruel   and  complete  an   error,    I 
but  for  the  resolution  I  have  to-day  taken,  it  might  have  led 
to  the  most  fatal  consequences?" 

'And    will   you   do   me   the   honor   to   tell    n  hat 

interest  I  could  have  in  all  this  despair  and  .  admit! 

even  that  I  had  wished  to  produce  them?" 

"Some  great  inl  no  doubt."  said  the  count,  blunt] 

"the  more  dangerous  that  it  is  concealed.     Y 
those,  I  see,  to  whom  the  woes  of  othei 
profit." 

"That   is  really  too  much,   sir."  "1 

should  be  quite  contented  with  the  profit." 

"Your  impudent  coolness   will  not   d( 
serious  matter."   said  the  count.     "It   is   u 
perfidious  a  piece  of  roguery  can  be  an  wjlat' 
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knows  but  this  may  still  be  one  of  the  fruits  of  Madame  de 
Saint-Dizier's  hatred  for  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville?" 

Adrienne  had  listened  to  the  preceding  discussion  with 
deep  attention.  Suddenly  she  started,  as  if  struck  by  a 
sudden  revelation. 

After  a  moment's  silence,  she  said  to  Rodin,  without 
anger,  without  bitterness,  but  with  an  expression  of  gentle 
and  serene  calmness:  "We  are  told,  sir,  that  happy  love 
works  miracles.  I  should  be  tempted  to  believe  it ;  for, 
after  some  minutes'  reflection,  and  when  I  recall  certain 
circumstances,  your  conduct  appears  to  me  in  quite  a  new 
light." 

"And  what  may  this  new  perspective  be,  my  dear  young 
lady?" 

"That  you  may  see  it  from  my  point  of  view,  sir,  allow 
me  to  remind  you  of  a  few  facts.  That  sewing-girl  was 
generously  devoted  to  me ;  she  had  given  me  unquestion- 
able proofs  of  her  attachment.  Her  mind  was  equal  to  her 
noble  heart ;  but  she  had  an  invincible  dislike  to  you.  All 
on  a  sudden  she  disappears  mysteriously  from  my  house, 
and  you  do  your  best  to  cast  upon  her  odious  suspicions.  M. 
de  Montbron  has  a  paternal  affection  for  me ;  but,  as  I  must 
confess,  little  sympathy  for  you ;  and  you  have  always  tried 
to  produce  a  coldness  between  us.  Finally,  Prince  Djalma 
has  a  deep  affection  for  me,  and  you  employ  the  most  per- 
fidious treachery  to  kill  that  sentiment  within  him.  For 
what  end  do  you  act  thus?  I  do  not  know;  but  certainly 
with  some  hostile  design." 

"It  appears  to  me,  madame,"  said  Rodin,  severely,  "that 
you  have  forgotten  services  performed." 

"I  do  not  deny,  sir,  that  you  took  me  from  the  house  of 
Dr.  Baleinier ;  but,  a  few  days  sooner  or  later,  I  must 
infallibly  have  been  released  by  M.  de  Montbron." 

"You  are  right,  my  dear  child,"  said  the  count ;  "it  may 
be  that  your  enemies  wished  to  claim  the  merit  of  what 
must  necessarily  have  happened  through  the  exertions  of 
your  friends." 

"You  are  drowning,  and  I  save  you — it  is  all  a  mistake 
to  feel  grateful,"  said  Rodin,  bitterly ;  "some  one  else  would 
no  doubt  have  saved  you  a  little  later." 

"The  comparison  is  wanting  in  exactness,"  said  Adrienne, 
with  a  smile ;  "a  lunatic  asylum  is  not  a  river,  and  though, 
from  what  I  see,  I  think  you  quite  capable  of  diving,  you 
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have  had  no  occasion  to  swim  on  this  sion.     N' 

opened  a  door  for  me,  which  would  ha> 

little  later.'" 

"Very  good,  in y  dear  child!"   said   the  cunt,   laughi 
heartily  at  Adrienne's  reply. 

"I   know,  sir.   that   your  rare  did   not   ext<  me  01 

The   daughters   of    .Marshal    Simon    were   broi  by 

you;  but  we  may  imagine  that   the  claim  of   th< 
Ligny  to  the  possession  of  his  daughters  would   n 
been  in  vain.     You  returned  to  an  old  soldier  his  imp 
cross,    which   he   held   to   he   a   sacred    relic;    it 
touching     incident.        Finally,     you     unmasked     the     Al 
d'Aigrigny  and  Dr.   Baleinier;  but   I   had  already  n 
my  mind  to  unmask  them.     However,  all  this  proves  that 
you  are  a  very  clever  man " 

"Oh,  madame!"  said  Rodin,  humbly. 

"Full  of  resources  and  invention " 

"Oh,  madame !" 

"It    is    not    my    fault    if.    in    our    long    interview    at    ' 
Baleinier's,    you    betrayed    that    superiority    of    mind    which 
struck  me  so  forcibly,  and  which  seems  to  embarr 
much  at  present.     What  would  you  have,  sir?— great  mil 
like  yours  find  it  difficult  to  maintain  their  incognito.     Yet, 
by  different  ways — oh!  very  different,"  added  ling 

lady,   maliciously,   "we  are   tending  to   the   same  -till 

keeping  in  view  our  conversation  at  Dr. 
for  the  sake  of  our  future  communion,  as  you  call  it.  I 

;  a  piece  of  advice,  and  speak  frankly  to  you." 

Rodin  had  listened  to  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville  with 
impassibility,  holding  his  hat  under  his  arm,  and  twirli 
thumbs,  whilst  his  hands  were  cr 
The  only  external  mark  of  the  intei 
he  was  thrown  by  the  calm  words  of  Adriei 
livid   eyelids   of    the   Jesuit,    which    had    been  Ily 

closed,  became  gradually  red.  as  tin    bl  ■>>•]  flowi 
Nevertheless,  he  answered   Mdlle.   de   Cardoville  in 
voice,  and  with  a  low  how:    "<  lood  advice  and 
always  excellent  things." 

"You  see,  sir."  resumed  Adrienne,  witl 
"happy   love   bestows   such 
courage,  as  enables  one  to  laugh  al 
agems,  and  to  defy  hatred.      Believe   n 
which  surrounds  two  loving  hearts  will! 
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perse  all  darkness,  and  reveal  every  snare.  You  see,  in 
India — excuse  my  weakness,  but  I  like  to  talk  of  India," 
added  the  young  girl,  with  a  smile  of  indescribable  grace  and 
meaning — "in  India,  when  travellers  sleep  at  night,  they 
kindle  great  fires  round  their  ajoupa  (excuse  this  touch  of 
local  coloring),  and  far  as  extends  the  luminous  circle,  it 
puts  to  flight  by  its  mere  brilliancy,  all  the  impure  and 
venomous  reptiles  that  shun  the  day  and  live  only  in  dark- 
ness." 

"The  meaning  of  this  comparison  has  quite  escaped  me," 
said  Rodin,  continuing  to  twirl  his  thumbs,  and  half  raising 
his  eyelids,  which  were  getting  redder  and  redder. 

"I  will  speak  more  plainly,"  said  Adrienne,  with  a  smile. 
"Suppose,  sir,  that  the  last  is  a  service  which  you  have 
rendered  me  and  the  prince — for  you  only  proceed  by  way 
of  services — that,  I  acknowledge,  is  novel  and  ingenious." 

"Bravo,  my  dear  child !"  said  the  count,  joyfully.  "The 
execution  will  be  complete." 

"Oh !  this  is  meant  for  an  execution  ?"  said  Rodin,  still 
impassible. 

"No,  sir,"  answered  Adrienne,  with  a  smile;  "it  is  a  simple 
conversation  between  a  poor  young  girl  and  an  old  philos- 
opher, the  friend  of  humanity.  Suppose,  then,  that  these 
frequent  services  that  you  have  rendered  to  me  and  mine 
have  suddenly  opened  my  eyes ;  or,  rather,"  added  the 
young  girl,  in  a  serious  tone,  "suppose  that  heaven,  who 
gives  to  the  mother  the  instinct  to  defend  her  child,  has 
given  me,  along  with  happiness,  the  instinct  to  preserve  my 
happiness,  and  that  a  vague  presentiment,  by  throwing  light 
on  a  thousand  circumstances  until  now  obscure,  has  sud- 
denly revealed  to  me  that,  instead  of  being  the  friend,  you 
are  perhaps,  the  most  dangerous  enemy  of  myself  and 
family." 

"So  we  pass  from  the  execution  to  suppositions,"  said 
Rodin,  still  immovable. 

"And  from  suppositions,  sir,  if  you  must  have  it,  to  cer- 
tainty," resumed  Adrienne,  with  dignified  firmness ;  "yes, 
now  I  believe  that  I  was  for  awhile  your  dupe,  and  I  tell 
you,  without  hate,  without  anger,  but  with  regret — that  it 
is  painful  to  see  a  man  of  your  sense  and  intelligence  stoop 
to  such  machinations,  and,  after  having  recourse  to  so 
many  diabolical  manoeuvres,  finish  at  last  by  being  ridicu- 
lous; for,  believe  me,  there  is  nothing  more  ridiculous  for  a 
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man  like  you.  than  to  be  vanquished  bj 
has  no  weapon,  no  defence,  no  instn  h, 

a  word,  sir,  I  look  upon  you  from  I  an  iin; 

and  dangerous  enemy;  for  I   half  percervi        ur  aim,  with- 
out guessing  by  what  means  you  will  seek 
Xo  doubt  your   future  means   will   be   worthy   of    thi 
Well!  in  spite  of  all  this,   I   ,1,,  not   fear  you.      Fr 
morrow,  my  family  will  be  informed  of  everythil 
active,  intelligent,  resolute  union  will  keep  us  all 
guard,  for  it  doubtless  concerns  this  enormous  inherit.. 
which  they  wish  to  deprive  us.     Now,  what  connect 
there  be  between  the  wrongs  I  reproach  yon  with  and  the 
pecuniary  end  proposed?     I  do  not  at  all  know — but 
have  told  me  yourself  that  our  enemies  are  so  dangerou 
skilful,  and  their  craft  so  far-reaching,  that  we  must  ex] 
all.   be  prepared    for  all.      I   will   remember   the   lesson.      1 
have  promised  you  frankness,  sir,  and  now  I  suppose 
have  it." 

"It    would   be   an   imprudent    frankness   if    I    \\  ur 

enemy,"  said  Rodin,  still  impassible;  "but  you  als< 
me  some  advice,  my  dear  young  lady."' 

"My  advice  will  be  short:  do  not  attempt  to  continue  the 
struggle,  because,  you  see,  there  is  something  str 
you    and    yours — it    is    a    woman's    resolve,    defending    her 
happiness." 

Adrienne  pronounced  these  last  words  with  gn 

a  confidence;  her  beautiful  countenance  shone,  as  i>  it  v 
with    such    intrepid    joy,    that    Rodin,    notwithstandii 
phlegmatic  audacity,  was  for  a  moment  frightened.     ^  et  he- 
did  not  appear  in  the  least  disconcerted:  and, 
ment's  silence,  he  resumed,  with  an  air  of  aim 
tuous  compassion:     "My  dear  young  lady,  we  m 
never    meet    again;    it    is    probable.      Only    r 
thing,  which  I  now  repeat  to  you:   I   never   j 
The  future  will  provide   for  that 

my    dear    young    lady,    I    am    your    humbli  :"    and 

he  made  her  a  low  bow. 

"Count,  I  beg  to  salute  you 

y  still  more  humbly  to  M.  de  Monti  I 
out. 

Hardly  had  Rodin  left  the  room  than  Adrieni 
desk,  and  writing  a   few   hasty   lint 
said  to  M.  de  Montbron:     "I  shall  a   I 
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to-morrow — as  much  from  superstition  of  the  heart  as 
because  it  is  necessary  for  my  plans  that  this  interview 
should  be  attended  with  some  little  solemnity.  You  shall 
know  all ;  but  I  write  to  him  on  the  instant,  for,  with  an 
enemy  like  M.  Rodin,  one  must  be  prepared  for  all." 

"You  are  right,  my  dear  child ;  quick !  the  letter." 
Adrienne  gave  it  to  him. 

"I  tell  him  enough,"  said  she,  "to  calm  his  grief ;  and  not 
enough  to  deprive  me  of  the  delicious  happiness  of  the  sur- 
prise I  reserve  for  to-morrow." 

"All  this  has  as  much  sense  as  heart  in  it :  I  will  hasten 
to  the  prince's  abode,  to  deliver  your  letter.  I  shall  not  see 
him,  for  I  could  not  answer  for  myself.  But  come!  our 
proposed  drive,  our  evening's  amusement,  are  still  to  hold 
good." 

"Certainly.  I  have  more  need  than  ever  to  divert  my 
thoughts  till  to-morrow.  I  feel,  too,  that  the  fresh  air  will 
do  me  good,  for  this  interview  with  M.  Rodin  has  warmed 
me  a  little." 

"The  old  wretch!  but  we  will  talk  further  of  him.  I 
will  hasten  to  the  prince's  and  return  with  Madame  de 
Morinval,  to  fetch  you  to  the  Champs-Elysees." 

The  Count  de  Montbron  withdrew  precipitately,  as  joyful 
at  his  departure  as  he  had  been  sad  on  his  arrival. 


CHAPTER  XI. 

THE  CHAMPS-ELYSEES 

It  was  about  two  hours  after  the  interview  of  Rodin  with 
Mdlle.  de  Cardoville.  Numerous  loungers,  attracted  to  the 
Champs-Elysees  by  the  serenity  of  a  fine  spring  day  (it 
was  towards  the  end  of  the  month  of  March),  stopped  to 
admire  a  very  handsome  equipage.  A  bright-blue  open 
carriage,  with  white-and-blue  wheels,  drawn  by  four  superb 
horses,  of  cream  color,  with  black  manes,  and  harness  glit- 
tering with  silver  ornaments,  mounted  by  two  boy  postilions 
of  equal  size,  with  black  velvet  caps,  light-blue  cassimere 
jackets  with  white  collars,  buckskin  breeches,  and  top-boots ; 
two  tall,  powdered  footmen,  also  in  light-blue  livery,  with 
white  collars  and  facings,  being  seated  in  the  rumble  behind 
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No  equipage  could  have  been  turned  out   in   betl 

The  horses,   full  of  blood,  spirit,  and   vigor,  were  skilfully 
managed  by  the  postilions,  and  stepped  with  singular  r. 
larity,  gracefully  keeping  time  in  their  movements,  chai 
ing  their  bits  covered  with  foam,  and  ever  and  anon  shal 
their   cockades   of    blue   and    white    silk,    with 
ends,  and  a  bright  rose  blooming  in  the  midst 

A    man    on    horseback,    dressed    with    elegant    simplicity. 
keeping  at  the  other  side  of  the  avenue,  contemplated  with 
proud  satisfaction  this  equipage  which  he  had.  as  it  w 
created.     It  was  M.  de  Bonneville — Adrienne's  equerry 
M.  de  Montbron  called  him — for  the  carriage  bi  1  to 

that  young  lady.     A  change  had  taken  place  in  the  plan  for 
this  magic  day's  amusement.     M.  de  Montbron  had  not  been 
able  to  deliver  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville's  note  to  Prince  Djalma. 
Faringhea  had  told  him  that  the  prince  had  gone  that  morn- 
ing into  the  country  with  Marshal  Simon,  ami  would 
back  before  evening.     The  letter  should  be  given  him  on  his 
arrival.     Completely  satisfied  as  to  Djalma,  knowing  that  he 
could  find  these  few  lines,  which,  without  informing  him  of 
the  happiness  that  awaited  him.  would  at  least  give  him  some 
idea  of  it,  Adrienne  had  followed  the  advice  of  M.  de  Mont- 
bron, and  gone  to  the  drive  in  her  own  carriage,  to  show 
all    the   world   that   she   had   quite   made   up   her   mind,    in 
spite   of   the   perfidious   reports   circulated   by   the    Prun 
de  Saint-Dizier,  to  keep  to  her  resolution  of  living  by  her- 
self in  her  own  way.     Adrienne  wore  a  small  white  boi 
with  a  fall  of  blonde,  which  well  became  her  rosy    I 
golden  hair;   her  high  dress  of   garnet-colored    \ 
almost  hidden  beneath  a  large  green  cashmere  shawl. 
young  Marchioness  de  Morinval,  who  was 
and   elegant,   was   seated   at    her   right.      M.   de    Montbron 
occupied  the  front  seat  of  the  carriage. 

Those  who  know  the  Parisian  world,  or  rather,  that  im- 
perceptible fraction  of  the  world  of   Paris  whii 
fine,  sunny  day  to  the  Champs-Ely-ee-.  to  see  and  1 
will   understand   that   the  presence  of    Mdlle.  de   I 
on   that   brilliant   promenade  was  an   extraordinary   and    in- 
teresting event. 

The  world   (as  it  is  called)  could  bar 
on  seeing  this  lady  of  eighteen,  p.  I  of  pnno  Ith, 

and  belonging  to  the  highest   nobility,  thus  pr 
one,  by  this  appearance  in  public,  that  she  wa 
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pletely  free  and  independent,  contrary  to  all  custom  and 
received  notions  of  propriety.  This  kind  of  emancipation 
appeared  something  monstrous,  and  people  were  almost  as- 
tonished that  the  graceful  and  dignified  bearing  of  the 
young  lady  should  belie  so  completely  the  calumnies  circu- 
lated by  Madame  de  Saint-Dizier  and  her  friends,  with 
regard  to  the  pretended  madness  of  her  niece.  Many  beaux, 
profiting  by  their  acquaintance  with  the  Marchioness  de 
Morinval  or  M.  de  Montbron,  came  by  turns  to  pay  their 
respects,  and  rode  for  a  few  minutes  by  the  side  of  the 
carriage,  so  as  to  have  an  opportunity  of  seeing,  admiring, 
and  perhaps  hearing,  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville ;  she  surpassed 
their  expectations,  by  talking  with  her  usual  grace  and 
spirit.  Then  surprise  and  enthusiasm  knew  no  bounds. 
What  had  at  first  been  blamed  as  an  almost  insane  caprice, 
was  now  voted  a  charming  originality,  and  it  only  depended 
on  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville  herself,  to  be  declared  from  that  day 
the  queen  of  elegance  and  fashion.  The  young  lady  under- 
stood very  well  the  impression  she  had  made ;  she  felt 
proud  and  happy,  for  she  thought  of  Djalma;  when  she 
compared  him  to  all  these  men  of  fashion,  her  happiness 
was  the  more  increased.  And,  verily,  these  young  men, 
most  of  whom  had  never  quitted  Paris,  or  had  ventured  at 
most  as  far  as  Naples  or  Baden,  looked  insignificant  enough 
by  the  side  of  Djalma,  who,  at  his  age,  had  so  many  times 
commanded  and  combated  in  bloody  wars,  and  whose  repu- 
tation for  courage  and  generosity,  mentioned  by  travellers 
with  admiration,  had  already  reached  from  India  to  Paris. 
And  then,  how  could  these  charming  exquisites,  with  their 
small  hats,  their  scanty  frock-coats,  and  their  huge  cravats, 
compare  with  the  Indian  prince,  whose  graceful  and  manly 
beauty  was  still  heightened  by  the  splendor  of  a  costume,  at 
once  so  rich  and  so  picturesque? 

On  this  happy  day,  all  was  joy  and  love  for  Adrienne. 
The  sun,  setting  in  a  splendidly  serene  sky,  flooded  the 
promenade  with  its  golden  light.  The  air  was  warm.  Car- 
riages and  horsemen  passed  and  repassed  in  rapid  suc- 
cession ;  a  light  breeze  played  with  the  scarfs  of  the  women, 
and  the  plumes  in  their  bonnets ;  all  around  was  noise, 
movement,  sunshine.  Adrienne,  leaning  back  in  her 
carriage,  amused  herself  with  watching  this  busy  scene, 
sparkling  with  Parisian  luxury ;  but,  in  the  vortex  of  this 
brilliant   chaos,    she   saw   in    thought   the   mild,    melancholy 
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countenance  of  Djalma — when  sudden!)  fell  into 

her  lap,  and   she   started.      It    was  a  1  of   hall 

violets.     At    the    same    instant    she    h<  child 

following  the  carriage,  and  saying:  "For  tl 
my  good  lady,  one  little  sou!"     Adrienne  tun 
and    saw    a    poor    little    girl,    pale    and    wan,    with    mild. 
sorrowful  features,  scarcely  covered  with  rags,  holdi 
her  hand,  and  raising  her  eyes  in  supplication.     Though  the 
striking  contrast  of  extreme  misery,  side  by  side  with 
treme  luxury,  is  so  common,  that  it  no  lunger  excites  al 
tion.  Adrienne  was  deeply  affected  by  it.     She  thought 
.Mother  Bunch,  now,  perhaps,  the  victim  of   frightful  d< 
tution. 

"Ah!  at  least,"  thought  the  young  lady,  "let  not  this  day 
be  one  of  happiness  for  me  alone.'" 

She  leaned  from  the  carriage-window,  and  said  to  the  p 
child:     "Have  you  a  mother,  my  dear?" 

"No,  my  lady,  T  have  neither  father  nor  mother." 

"Who  takes  care  of  you?" 

"No  one,  my  lady.     They  give  me  nosegays  to  sell,  and 
I  must  hring  home  money — or  they  heat  n 

"Poor  little  thing  !" 

"A  sou,  my  good  lady — a  sou,  for  the  love  of  heaven  !" 
said  the  child,  continuing  to  follow  the  carriage,  which    . 
then  moving  slowly. 

"My  dear  count,"  said  Adrienne,  smiling,  and  addressing 
M.  de  Monthron,  "you  are,  unfortunately,  no  novice  at  an 
elopement.  Please  to  stretch  forth  your  arm>.  take  up  that 
child  with  both  hands,  and  lift  her  into  the  carriage.  We 
can  hide  her  between  Lady  de  Morinval  and  myself; 
we  can  drive  away  before  any  one  perceives  this  audaci 
abduction." 

"What!"  said  the  count,  in  surprise.     "You  wish " 

"Yes;  I  beg  vou  to  do  it." 

"What  a  folly!" 

"Yesterday,  you  might,  perhaps,  have  ' 
as  a   folly:   hut    to-day,"    said    Adrienne.    la) 
upon  the   word,   and   glancing   at    M.   <!■ 
significant   air,   "to-day,   you    should    understand    I 
almost  a  duty.'* 

"Yes,  I  understand  you.  good  and  i 
count,   with  emotion:   while   Lady   de   R 
nothing  of   Mdlle.  de  Cardoville*s   love   for   Djaln 
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with  as  much  surprise  as  curiosity  at  the  count  and  the 
young  lady. 

M.  de  Montbron,  leaning  from  the  carriage,  stretched  out 
his  arms  towards  the  child,  and  said  to  her :  "Give  me 
your  hands,  little  girl." 

Though  much  astonished,  the  child  obeyed  mechanically, 
and  held  out  both  her  little  arms ;  then  the  count  took  her 
by  the  wrists,  and  lifted  her  lightly  from  the  ground,  which 
he  did  the  more  easily,  as  the  carriage  was  very  low,  and  its 
progress  by  no  means  rapid.  More  stupefied  than  fright- 
ened, the  child  said  not  a  word.  Adrienne  and  Lady  de 
Morinval  made  room  for  her  to  crouch  down  between  them, 
and  the  little  girl  was  soon  hidden  beneath  the  shawls  of 
the  two  young  women.  All  this  was  executed  so  quickly, 
that  it  was  hardly  perceived  by  a  few  persons  passing  in 
the  side-avenues. 

"Now,  my  dear  count,"  said  Adrienne,  radiant  with 
pleasure,  "let  us  make  off  at  once  with  our  prey.' 

M.  de  Montbron  half  rose,  and  called  to  the  postilions, 
"Home!"  and  the  four  hourses  started  at  once  into  a  rapid 
and  regular  trot. 

"This  day  of  happiness  now  seems  consecrated,  and  my 
luxury  is  excused,"  thought  Adrienne ;  "till  I  can  again 
meet  with  that  poor  Mother  Bunch,  and  from  this  day  I 
will  make  every  exertion  to  find  her  out,  her  place  will  at 
least  not  be  quite  empty." 

There  are  often  strange  coincidences  in  life.  At  the 
moment  when  this  thought  of  the  hunchback  crossed  the 
mind  of  Adrienne,  a  crowd  had  collected  in  one  of  the  side- 
avenues,  and  other  persons  soon  ran  to  join  the  group. 

"Look,  uncle !"  said  Lady  de  Morinval ;  "how  many  people 
are  assembled  yonder.  What  can  it  be?  Shall  we  stop, 
and  send  to  inquire?" 

"I  am  sorry,  my  dear,  but  your  curiosity  cannot  be  satis- 
fied," said  the  count,  drawing  out  his  watch ;  "it  will  soon 
be  six  o'clock,  and  the  exhibition  of  the  wild  beasts  begins 
at  eight.  We  shall  only  just  have  time  to  go  home  and 
dine.  Is  not  that  your  opinion,  my  dear  child?"  said  he  to 
Adrienne. 

"And  yours,  Julia?"  said  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville  to  the  mar- 
chioness. 

"Oh,  certainly !"  answered  her  friend. 

"I  am  the  less  inclined  to  delay,"  resumed  the  count,  "as 
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/hen  I  have  taken  you  to  the  Porte-Saint-Martin,  I  shall  be 
obliged  to  go  for  half-an-hour  to  my  club,  to  ballot  for  I 

Lmpbell,  whom  I  propose." 

"Then,   Adrienne  and    I    will   be   left  at    the   pi 

uncle?" 

"Your  husband  will  go  with  yon,  1  SU] 

"True,  dear  uncle;  but  do  not  quite  leave-  us,  1 
that." 

"Be  sure  I  shall  not:  for  I  am  curiou 
these  terrible  animals,  and  the   famous   Morok,  the  incom- 
parable lion-tamer." 

A  few  minutes  after,  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville's  carriage  had 
left  the  Champs-Elysees,  carrying  with  it  the  little  girl, 
directing  its  course  towards  the  Rue  d'Anjou.     As  the 
liant  equipage  disappeared   from  the  scene,   the  crowd,  of 
which  we  before  have  spoken,  greatly  inci 
of  the  large  trees  in  the  Champs-Elysees,  and  expression 
pity   were   heard   here  and   there   amongst    the   groups.      A 
lounger  approached  a  young  man  on  the  skirts  of  the  crowd, 
and  said  to  him:    "What  is  the  matter.  >ir?" 

"I   hear  it  is  a  poor  young  girl,  a  hunchback,   that    has 
fallen  from  exhaustion." 

"A  hunchback!  is  that  all?    There  will  always  be  enough 
hunchbacks,"  said  the  lounger,  brutally,  with  a 

"Hunchback  or  not.  if  she  dies  of  hunger,"  answered  I 
young  man,   scarcely  able  to   restrain   his    indignation,   "it 
will  be  no  less  sad — and  there  is  really  nothin  iugh  at. 

sir." 

"Die  of  hunger!  pooh!"  said  the  lounger,  shru 
shoulders.     "It  is  only  lazy  scoundrels,  that  will  not   work, 
who  die  of  hunger.    And  it  serves  them  right." 

"I  wager,  sir,  there  is  one  death  you  will  n< 
cried  the  young  man,  incensed  at  the  cruel  in  the 

lounger. 

"What  do  you  mean?"  answered  the  other,  haughtily. 

"I  mean.  sir.  that  your  heart  is  not  likely  to  kill  j 

"Sir!"  cried  the  lounger  in  an  angT) 

"Well!  what,  sir?"  replied  the  young  man,   looking   full 
in  his  face. 

"Nothing,"  said  the  lounger,  turning  abruptly  on  hi 
a.nd  grumbling  as   he  saunt 
cabriolet,   on   which   was   emblazoned   a;, 
arms,  surmounted  bv  a  baron's  crest     A   servant 
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livery,  ridiculously  laced  with  gold,  was  standing  beside  the 
horse,  and  did  not  perceive  his  master. 

"Are  you  catching  flies,  fool?"  said  the  latter,  pushing 
him  with  his  cane.  The  servant  turned  round  in  confusion. 
"Sir,"  said  he. 

"Will  you  never  learn  to  call  me  Monsieur  le  Baron, 
rascal?"  cried  his  master,  in  a  rage — "Open  the  door 
directly !" 

The  lounger  was  Baron  Tripeaud,  the  manufacturing 
baron,  the  stock-jobber.  The  poor  hunchback  was  Mother 
Bunch,  who  had,  indeed,  fallen  with  hunger  and  fatigue, 
whilst  on  her  way  to  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville's.  The  unfortu- 
nate creature  had  found  courage  to  brave  the  shame  of  the 
ridicule  she  so  much  feared,  by  returning  to  that  house  from 
which  she  was  a  voluntary  exile ;  but  this  time,  it  was  not 
for  herself,  but  for  her  sister  Cephyse — the  Bacchanal 
Queen,  who  had  returned  to  Paris  the  previous  day,  and 
whom  Mother  Bunch  now  sought,  through  the  means  of 
Adrienne,  to  rescue  from  a  most  dreadful  fate. 


Two  hours  after  these  different  scenes,  an  enormous 
crowd  pressed  round  the  doors  of  the  Porte-Saint-Martin, 
to  witness  the  exercises  of  Morok,  who  was  about  to  perform 
a  mock  combat  with  the  famous  black  panther  of  Java, 
named  Death.  Adrienne,  accompanied  by  Lord  and  Lady  de 
Morinval,  now  stepped  from  a  carriage  at  the  entrance  of 
the  theatre.  They  were  to  be  joined  in  the  course  of  the 
evening  by  M.  de  Montbron,  whom  they  had  dropped,  in 
passing,  at  his  club. 


CHAPTER  XII. 

BEHIND    THE    SCENES. 

The  large  theatre  of  the  Porte-Saint-Martin  was  crowded 
by  an  impatient  multitude.  All  Paris  had  hurried  with 
eager  and  burning  curiosity  to  Morok's  exhibition.  It  is 
quite  unnecessary  to  say  that  the  lion-tamer  had  completely 
abandoned  his  small  taste  in  religious  baubles,  which  he  had 
so  successfully  carried  on  at  the  White  Falcon  Inn  at  Leipsic. 
There  were,  moreover,  numerous  tokens  by  which  the  sur- 
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prising   effects    of    Morok's    sudden    conversi  >n    had    been 
blazoned  in  the  most  extraordinary  pictures:  the  antiqual 

baubles  in  which  he  had   formerly  dealt   would   h  aid 

no  sale  in   i'aris.     Morok  had  nearly  finish)  him- 

self in  one  of  the  actor's  rooms,  which  had  been  lent  to  him. 
Over  a  coat  of  mail,  with  cuishes  and   bi 
an  ample  pair  of  red  trousers,  fastened  round  bis  an] 
broad  rings  of  gilt  brass.     His  lorn  1  of  black  cloth, 

embroidered   with   scarlet   and   gold,    was   bound    round    his 
waist  and   wrist   by  other  large   rings  of   gilt   metal.      This 
sombre  costume  imparted  to  him  an  aspect  still  mori 
cious.    His  thick  and  red-haired  beard  fell  in  large  quantities 
down  to  his  chest,  and  a  long  piece  of   white  muslin 
folded  round  his  red  head.     A  devout  missionary   in  G 
many  and  an  actor   in   Paris,   Morok   knew   as   well   as   bis 
employers,    the    Jesuits,    how    to   accommodate    himself 
circumstances. 

Seated  in  one  corner  of  the  room,  and  contemplating  with 
a  sort  of  stupid  admiration,  was  Jacques  Rennepont,  better 
known  as  "Sleepinbuff"  (from  the  likelihood  that  be  would 
end  his  days  in  rags,  or  his  present  antipathy 
in  dress).    Since  the  day  Hardy's  factory  had  been  destro; 
by  fire,  Jacques  had  not  quitted  Morok,  p  the  nights 

in  excesses,  which  had  no  baneful  effects  on  the  iron  i 
stitution  of  the  lion-tamer.    On  the  other's  features,  on  the 
contrary,    a    great    alteration    was    perceptible;    his    holl 
cheeks,  marble  pallor,  his  eyes,  by  turns  dull  and  heavy,  or 
gleaming  with  lurid  fire,  betrayed  the  ravages  of  debauch 
his  parched  lips  were  almost  constantly  curled   by   a   bitter 
and  sardonic  smile.     His  spirit,  once  gay  and  sanguine,  still 
struggled  against  the  besotting  influence  of  habitual  inl 
cation.     Unfitted  for  labor,  no  longer  able  to  fori 
ple^.-ures,  Jacques  sought  to  drown  in  wine  a  lew  virtu 
impulses  which  he  still  p<  !.  and  bad  sunk 

to  accept  without  shame  the  lar^e  dole  of  sensual  gratifi 
tion  proffered  him  by  Morok,  who  paid  all  thi 
their  orgies,  but  never  gave  him  money,   in 
might   be  completely   dependent    on   him.      A  at 

Morok  for  some  time  in  amazement.  Jar  lid  to  In::. 

a  familiar  tone:     "Well,  yours  is  a  I 
boast  that,  at  this  moment,  tbcre  are  not  I 
in  the  whole  world-     That's  flattering.    It's  a  pity  you  d 
shek  to  this  fine  bra 
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"What  do  you  mean  ?" 

"Why,  how  is  the  conspiracy  going  on,  in  whose  honor 
you  make  me  keep  it  up  all  day  and  all  night?" 

"It  is  working,  but  the  time  is  not  yet  come ;  that  is  why 
I  wish  to  have  you  always  at  hand,  till  the  great  day.  Do 
you  complain?" 

"Hang  it,  no!"  said  Jacques.  "What  could  I  do?  Burnt 
up  with  brandy  as  I  am,  if  I  wanted  to  work,  I've  no 
longer  the  strength  to  do  so.  I  have  not,  like  you,  a  head 
of  marble,  and  a  body  of  iron ;  but  as  for  fuddling  myself 
with  gunpowder,  instead  of  anything  else,  that'll  do  for  me; 
I'm  only  fit  for  that  work  now — and  then,  it  will  drive  away 
thought." 

"Oh  what  kind  ?" 

"You  know  that  when  I  do  think,  I  think  only  of  one 
thing,"  said  Jacques,  gloomily. 

"The  Bacchanal  Queen? — still?"  said  Morok,  in  a  dis- 
dainful tone. 

"Still !  rather :  when  I  shall  think  of  her  no  longer,  I 
shall  be  dead — or  stupefied.     Fiend  !" 

"You  were  never  better  or  more  intelligent,  you  fool !" 
replied  Morok,  fastening  his  turban.  The  conversation  was 
here  interrupted.     Morok's  aider  entered  hastily. 

The  gigantic  form  of  this  Hercules  had  increased  in  width. 
He  was  habited  like  Alcides ;  his  enormous  limbs,  furrowed 
with  veins  as  thick  as  whipcord,  were  covered  with  a  close- 
fitting  flesh-colored  garment,  to  which  a  pair  of  red  drawers 
formed  a  strong  contrast. 

"Why  do  you  rush  in  like  a  storm,  Goliath?"  said  Morok. 

"There's  a  pretty  storm  in  the  house ;  they  are  beginning 
to  get  impatient,  and  are  calling  out  like  madmen.  But  if 
that  were  all!" 

"Well,  what  else?" 

"Death  will  not  be  able  to  play  this  evening." 

Morok  turned  quickly  around.  He  seemed  uneasy.  "Why 
so?"  he  exclaimed. 

"I  have  just  seen  her !  she's  crouching  at  the  bottom  of 
her  cage ;  her  ears  lie  so  close  to  her  head,  she  looks  as  if 
they  had  been  cut  off.     You  know  what  that  means." 

"Is  that  all?"  said  Morok,  turning  to  the  glass  to  com- 
plete his  head-dress. 

"It's  quite  enough;  she's  in  one  of  her  tearing  fits.  Since 
that  night  in  Germany,  when  she  ripped  up  that  old  hack  of 
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a  white  horse,  I've  not  seen  her  look  so  savage  !  her  eyes  shine 

like  burning  candles.'' 

"Then   she  must   have   her   fine  collar  said    Mor 

quietly. 

"!  ler  fine  collar?" 

"Yes;  her  spring-collar." 

"And  I  must  be  lady's-maid,"  said  the  giant.  '  A  nice 
toilet  to  attend  to !" 

"I  [old  your  tongue  !" 
That's  not  all "  continued  Goliath,  hesitating. 

"What  more?-' 

"I  might  as  well  tell  you  at  one- 

"Will  vou  speak?" 

"Well  The  is  here." 

"Who.  you  stupid  brute?" 

"The  Englishman !" 

Morok  started ;  his  arms  fell  powerless  by  his  side. 
Jacques  was  struck  with  the  lion-tamer's  paleness  and 
troubled  countenance. 

"The  Englishman! — you  have  seen  him?"  cried  .Morok, 
addressing  Goliath.     "You  are  quite  sure?'' 

"Quite  sure.     I  was  looking  through  the  peep-hole  in  the 
curtain;  I  saw  him  in  one  of  the  stage-boxes — he  wish 
see  things  close;  he's  easy  to  recognize,   with  his   pointed 
forehead,  big  nose,  and  goggle  eyes." 

Morok  shuddered  again;  usually  fierce  and  unmoved,  he- 
appeared  to  be  more  and  more  agitated,  and  so  alarmed. 
that  Jacques  said  to  him:    "Who  is  this  Englishman?" 

"He  has  followed  me  from  StrassburL;.  where  he  fell  in 
with  me,"  said  Morok,  with  visible  dejection.  "He  travelled 
with  his  own  horses,  by  short  stages,  as  I   did  ling 

where  I  stopped,  so  as  never  to  miss  one  of  my  exhibit; 
But    two   days    before    I    arrived    at    Paris,    he    left    me — I 
thought  I  was  rid  of  him."  said  Morok,  with  a  sigh. 

"Rid  of  him! — how  you  talk!"  replied  Jacques,  surj 
"such  a  good  customer,  such  an  admin 

"Aye!"  said  Morok.  becoming  more  and  mi 
"this  wretch  has  wagered  an  enormous  sum,  thai   I   will 
devoured  in  his  presence,  during  one  of  my  | 
he  hopes  to  win  his  wager — that  is  why  he  f  'it." 

Sleepinbuff    found    the    John    Bull's  Jy 

eccentric,  that,  for  the  first  time  since  a  very  long 
burst   into  a  peal   of   hearty   laughter.     Morok.   pale   with 
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rage,  rushed  towards  him  with  so  menacing  an  air,  that 
Goliath  was  obliged  to  interpose. 

"Come,  come,"  said  Jacques,  don't  be  angry;  if  it  is 
serious,  I  will  not  laugh  any  more." 

Morok  was  appeased,  and  said  to  Sleepinbuff  in  a  hoarse 
voice:     "Do  you  think  me  a  coward?" 

"No,  by  heaven !" 

"Well !  And  yet  this  Englishman,  with  his  grotesque 
face,  frightens  me  more  than  any  tiger  or  my  panther !" 

"You  say  so,  and  I  believe  it,"  replied  Jacques ;  "but  I 
cannot  understand  why  the  presence  of  this  man  should 
alarm  you." 

"But  consider,  you  dull  knave!"  cried  Morok,  "that, 
obliged  to  watch  incessantly  the  least  movement  of  the 
ferocious  beast,  whom  I  keep  in  subjection  by  my  action 
and  my  looks,  there  is  something  terrible  in  knowing  that 
two  eyes  are  there — always  there — fixed — waiting  till  the 
least  absence  of  mind  shall  expose  me  to  be  torn  in  pieces 
by  the  animals." 

"Now,  I  understand,"  said  Jacques,  shuddering  in  his 
turn.     "It  is  terrible." 

"Yes ;  for  once  there,  though  I  may  not  see  this  cursed 
Englishman,  I  fancy  I  have  his  two  round  eyes,  fixed  and 
wide  open,  always  before  me.  My  tiger  Cain  once  nearly 
mutilated  my  arm,  when  my  attention  was  drawn  away  by 
this  Englishman,  whom  the  devil  take !  Blood  and  thunder !" 
cried  Morok:  "this  man  will  be  fatal  to  me."  And  Morok 
paced  the  room  in  great  agitation. 

"Besides,  Death  lays  her  ears  close  to  her  skull,"  said 
Goliath,  brutally.  "If  you  persist — mind,  I  tell  you — the 
Englishman  will  win  his  wager  this  evening." 

"Go  away,  you  brute ! — don't  vex  my  head  with  your 
confounded  predictions,"  cried  Morok:  "go  and  prepare 
Death's  collar." 

"Well,  every  one  to  his  taste;  you  wish  the  panther  to 
taste  you,"  said  the  giant,  stalking  heavily  away,  after  this 
joke. 

"But  if  you  feel  these  fears,"  said  Jacques,  "why  do  you 
not  say  that  the  panther  is  ill  ?" 

Morok  shrugged  his  shoulders,  and  replied  with  a  sort  of 
feverish  ferocity,  "Have  you  ever  heard  of  the  fierce 
pleasure  of  the  gamester,  who  stakes  his  honor,  his  life,  upon 
a  card  ?     Well !  I  too — in  these  daily  exhibitions  where  my 
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life   is   at   stake— find   a    wild,    fierce   pleasure    in    bra> 
death,  before  a  crowded  assembly,  shuddering  and  terr 
at  my  audacity.     Yes,  even  in  the  fear  with  which  this  1 
lishman  inspires  me,   I   find,  in   S]  >f  myself,  a  terr 

excitement,  which  I  abhor,  and  which  yet  subjl  me." 

At  this  moment,  the  stage-manager  entered  tl  tn,  and 

interrupted  the  beast-tamer.     ".May  we  ,-tl,   M. 

Morok?"  said  tlie  stage-manager.     "The  overture  will  not 
last  above  ten  minutes." 

"I  am  ready."  said  Morok. 

"The  police-inspector  has  just  now  given  orders,  that  the 
double  chain  of  the  panther,  and  the  iron  rin<^  riveted  to 
floor  of  the  stage,  at  the  end  of  the  cavern  in  the  foreground, 
shall  be  again  examined  ;  and  everything  has  been  n 
quite  secure." 

"Yes — secure — except     for    me."    murmured    the    beast- 
tamer. 

"So,  M.  Morok,  the  signal  may  be  given?" 

"The   signal   may   be   given,"    replied    Morok.      And   tht 
manager  went  out. 


CHAPTER  XIII. 

UP    WITH    THE    CU&TAIN. 

The  usual  bell  sounded  with  solemnity  behind  the  9C  I 
the  overture  began,  and,  to  say  the  truth,  but  little  attention 
was  paid  to  it.     The  interior  of  the  th(  tiered  a  \ 

animated  view.     With  the  exception  of  :  evei» 

with  the  dress  circle,  one  to  the  left,  the  other  to  the  right 
of  the  audience,  every  seat  was  occupied.     A  ^reat  ran 
of  very  fashionable  ladies,  attracted,  as  i-  always  tl 
by  the  strange  wildness  of   the  spectacle,   tilled   the 
The  stalls  were  crowded  by  most  of  the  young  n*  .  in 

the  morning,  had  walked  their  horses  on  the  Cham] 
The  observations   which   passed    from   one   stall   to  another 
will  give  some  idea  of  their  conversation. 

"Do   you   know,    my    dear    boy.    there    would    n 
crowded    or    fashionable   an    audience    to    witness    R 
Athalia?" 

"Undoubtedly.      What    is    the  rly   howling    of    an 

actor,  compared  to  the  roaring  of  the  lion' 
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'I  cannot  understand  how  the  authorities  permit  this 
Morok  to  fasten  his  panther  with  a  chain  to  an  iron  ring  in 
the  corner  of  the  stage.    If  the  chain  were  to  break?" 

"Talking  of  broken  chains — there's  little  Mine,  de  Blin- 
ville,  who  is  no  tigress.  Do  you  see  her  in  the  second  tier, 
opposite?" 

"It  becomes  her  very  well  to  have  broken,  as  you  say,  the 
marriage  chain  ;  she  looks  very  well  this  season." 

"Oh!  there  is  the  beautiful  Duchess  de  Saint-Prix;  all  the 
world  is  here  to-night — I  don't  speak  of  ourselves." 

"It  is  a  regular  opera  night — what  a  festive  scene !" 

"Well,  after  all,  people  do  well  to  amuse  themselves, 
perhaps  it  will  not  be  for  long." 

"Why  so?" 

"Suppose  the  cholera  were  to  come  to  Paris?" 

"Oh !  nonsense !" 

"Do  yon  believe  in  the  cholera?" 

"To  be  sure  I  do !  He's  coming  from  the  North,  with  his 
walking-stick  under  his  arm." 

"The  devil  take  him  on  the  road !  don't  let  us  see  his 
green  visage  here."   . 

"They  say  he's  at  London." 

"A  pleasant  journey  to  him." 

"Come,  let  us  talk  of  something  else ;  it  may  be  a  weak- 
ness, if  you  please,  but  I  call  this  a  dull  subject." 

"I  believe  you." 

"Oh !  gentlemen — I  am  not  mistaken — no — it  is  she !" 

"Who,  then?" 

"Mdlle.  de  Cardoville !  She  is  coming  into  the  stage-box 
with  Morinval  and  his  wife.  It  is  a  complete  resuscitation : 
this  morning  on  the  Champs-Elysees ;  in  the  evening  here." 

"Faith,  you  are  right !     It  is  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville." 

"Good  heaven !  how  lovely  she  is !" 

"Lend  me  your  eyeglass." 

"Well,  what  do  you  think  of  her?" 

"Exquisite — dazzling." 

"And  in  addition  to  her  beauty,  an  inexhaustible  flow  of 
wit,  three  hundred  thousand  francs  a  year,  high  birth, 
eighteen  years  of  age,  and — free  as  air." 

"Yes,  that  is  to  say,  that,  provided  it  pleased  her,  I  might 
be  to-morrow — or  even  to-day — the  happiest  of  men." 

"It  is  enough  to  turn  one's  brain." 

"I  am  told  that  her  mansion,  Rue  d'Anjou,  is  like  an  en- 
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chanted  palace;  a  great  deal  is  said  about  a  bath-room  and 
bedroom,  worthy  oil  the  Arabian  Nights." 

"And  free  as  air — I  come  hack  to  that." 

"Ah!  if  I  were  in  her  place'" 

"My  levity  would  be  quite  shocking 

"Oh!   gentlemen,    what   a   happy   man   will   he   be   who 

ed  first !" 

*'You  think,  then,  that  she  will  have  many  low  i 

"Heing  as  free  as  air " 

"All  the  boxes  are  full,  except  the  stage-box  O] 
that  in  which  Mdlle.  dfc  Cardoville  is   seated.     Happy  the 
occupiers  of  that  box!" 

"Did  you  see  the  English  ambassador's  lady  in  the 
circle?" 

"And   the   Princess   d'Alvimar — what   an   enormous   1 
quet !" 

"I  should  like  to  know  the  name — of  that  nosegay." 

"Oh! — it's  Germigny." 

"How   flattering    for   the   lions   and   tigers,   to   attract   so 
fashionable  an  audience." 

"Do  you  notice,  gentlemen,  how  all  the  women  are  eye- 
glassing   Mdlle.   de   Cardoville?" 

"She  makes  a  sensation." 

"She  is  right  to  show  herself;  they  gave  her  out  as  ma 

"Oh!  gentlemen,  what  a  capital  phiz!" 

"Where— where?" 

"There — in  the   omnibus-box   beneath    Mdlle.   de   ( 
ville--.' 

"It's  a  Xuremburg  nutcracker." 

"An  orang-outan  !" 

"Did  you  ever  see  such  round,  staring  eves?" 

"And  the  nose!" 

"And  the  forehead  !" 

"It's  a  caricature." 

"Order,  order!  the  curtain  risc- 

And,  in  fact,  the  curtain  rose.    Some  explanation  is 
sary   for  the  clear  understanding  of   what    follows.      In   the 
lower  stage-box,  to  the  left  of  the  aud 
persons,  who  had  been  referred  to  by  th  len  in  the 

stalls.     The  omnibus-box  was  occupied  by  the  Englishn 
the  eccentric  and  portentous  bettor,  wh( 
Morok  with  so  much  dread. 

It  would  require  Hoffman's  rare  and   fantastic  tu 
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describe  worthily  that  countenance,  at  once  grotesque  and 
frightful,  as  it  stood  out  from  the  dark  background  of  the 
box.  This  Englishman  was  about  fifty  years  old ;  his  fore- 
head was  quite  bald,  and  of  a  conical  shape ;  beneath  this 
forehead,  surmounted  by  eyebrows  like  parenthesis  marks, 
glittered  large,  green  eyes,  remarkably  round  and  staring, 
and  set  very  close  to  a  hooked  nose,  extremely  sharp  and 
prominent ;  a  chin  like  that  on  the  old-fashioned  nutcrackers 
was  half -hidden  in  a  broad  and  ample  white  cravat,  as  stiffly 
starched  as  the  round-cornered  shirt-collar,  which  nearly 
touched  his  ears.  The  face  was  exceedingly  thin  and  bony, 
and  yet  the  complexion  was  high-colored,  approaching  to 
purple,  which  made  the  bright  green  of  the  pupils,  and  the 
white  of  the  other  part  of  the  eyes,  still  more  conspicuous. 
The  mouth,  which  was  very  wide,  sometimes  whistled  in- 
audibly  the  tune  of  a  Scotch  jig  (always  the  same  tune), 
sometimes  was  slightly  curled  with  a  sardonic  smile.  The 
Englishman  was  dressed  with  extreme  care ;  his  blue  coat, 
with  brass  buttons,  displayed  his  spotless  waistcoat,  snowy 
white  as  his  ample  cravat ;  his  shirt  was  fastened  with  two 
magnificent  ruby  studs,  and  his  patrician  hands  were  care- 
fully kid-gloved. 

To  any  one  who  knew  the  eccentric  and  cruel  desire  which 
attracted  this  man  to  every  representation,  his  grotesque 
face  became  almost  terrific,  instead  of  exciting  ridicule ;  and 
it  was  easy  to  understand  the  dread  experience  by  Morok 
at  sight  of  those  great,  staring  round  eyes,  which  appeared 
to  watch  for  the  death  of  the  lion-tamer  (what  a  horrible 
death!)  with  unshaken  confidence.  Above  the  dark  box  of 
the  Englishman,  affording  a  graceful  contrast,  were  seated 
the  Morinvals  and  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville.  The  latter  was 
placed  nearest  the  stage.  Her  head  was  uncovered,  and  she 
wore  a  dress  of  sky-blue  China  crepe,  ornamented  at  the 
bosom  with  a  brooch  of  the  finest  Oriental  pearls — nothing 
more ;  yet  Adrienne,  thus  attired,  was  charming.  She  held 
in  her  hand  an  enormous  bouquet,  composed  of  the  rarest 
flowers  of  India:  the  stephanotis  and  the  gardenia  mingled 
the  dead  white  of  their  blossoms  with  the  purple  hibiscus 
and  Java  amaryllis. 

Madame  de  Morinval,  seated  on  the  opposite  side  of  the 
box,  was  dressed  with  equal  taste  and  simplicity;  Morinval, 
a  fair  and  very  handsome  young  man,  of  elegant  appearance, 
was  behind  the  two  ladies.     M.  de  Montbron  was  expected 
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to  arrive  every  moment.    The  reader  will  please  to  recollect 
that  the   stage-box   to  the  right  of   the  audience,  opp< 

Adrienne's,  had  remained  till  then  quite  empty.     Thi 
represented  one  of   the  gigantic    forests   of    India.      In   the 
background,    tall   exotic   trees   rose   in   spiral   or   spreading 
forms,  among  rugged  masses  of  perpendicular  rocks,    • 
here  and  there  glimpses  of  a  tropical  sky.     1  he 
formed  tufts  of  trees,  interspersed  with  rocks;  and  at  the 
side  which  was  immediately  beneath  Adrienne's  box  a- 
the  irregular  opening  of  a  deep  and  gloomy  cavern,  round 
which   were   heaped   huge   blocks   of   granite,   as   if   thri 
together  by  some  convulsion  of  nature.     This  scenery,  full 
of  a  wild  and  savage  grandeur,  was  wonder f nil v  '"built  up," 
so  as  to  make  the  illusion  as  complete  as  possible;  the  foot- 
lights were  lowered,  and  being  covered  with  a  purple  shade, 
threw  over  this  landscape  a  subdued   reddish   light,  which 
increased    the   gloomy   and    startling    effect    of    the    whole. 
Adrienne,  leaning  forward  from  the  box,  with  cheeks  slightly 
flushed,  sparkling  eyes,  and  throbbing  hear;  ht  to  trace- 

in  this  scene  the  solitary   forest  described   by  the  traveller 
who  had  eulogized  Djalma's  generosity  and  coui  hen  he 

threw  himself  upon  a  ferocious  tigress  to  save  the  h 
poor  black  slave.  Chance  coincided  wonderfully  indeed  with 
her  recollections.  Absorbed  in  the  contemplation  of  the 
scenery  and  the  thoughts  it  awakened  in  her  heart,  she  paid 
no  attention  to  what  was  passing  in  the  house.  And  yet 
something  calculated  to  excite  curiosity  was  taking  place  in 
the  opposite  stage-box. 

The  door  of  this  box  opened.  A  man  about  forty  years  of 
age,  of  a  yellow  complexion,  entered;  he  was  clothed  after 
the  East  Indian  fashion,  in  a  long  robe  of  Orange  silk,  bound 
round  the  waist  with  a  green   sash,  an<l  he  woi  nail 

white  turban.    He  placed  two  chair>  at  the  front  of  the  1 
and,   having   glanced   round    the   house    for   a    moment,    he 
started,  his  black  eyes  sparkled,  and   he   went   out  quickly. 
That  man  was  Faringhea.     His  apparition 
and  curiosity  in  the  theatre;  the  majority  of  the 
not   having,   like   Adrienne,   a   thousand    n  for    1" 

absorbed  in  the  contemplation  of  a  pictur. 
public  attention  was   still   more  excited   when  th<  . 
box  which  Faringhea  had  just  left,  entered   I  uth  of 

rare  beauty,  also  dr  l  oriental   fashion,  in  a 

of    white    Cashmere    with    (lowing  .    with    a 
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turban  striped  with  gold  on  his  head,  and  a  sash  to  corre- 
spond, in  which  was  stuck  a  long  dagger,  glittering  with 
precious  stones.  This  young  man  was  Prince  Djalma.  For 
an  instant  he  remained  standing  at  the  door,  and  cast  a  look 
of  indifference  upon  the  immense  theatre,  crowded  with 
people;  then,  stepping  forward  with  a  majestic  and  tranquil 
air,  the  prince  seated  himself  negligently  on  one  of  the  chairs, 
and,  turning  his  head  in  a  few  moments  towards  the  entrance, 
appeared  surprised  at  not  seeing  some  person  whom  he 
doubtless  expected.  This  person  appeared  at  length ;  the 
boxkeeper  had  been  assisting  her  to  take  off  her  cloak. 
She  was  a  charming,  fair-haired  girl,  attired  with  more  show 
than  taste,  in  a  dress  of  white  silk,  with  broad  cherry- 
colored  stripes,  made  ultra-fashionably  low,  and  with  short 
sleeves ;  a  large  bow  of  cherry-colored  ribbon  was  placed  on 
each  side  of  her  light  hair,  and  set  off  the  prettiest,  spright- 
liest,  most  wilful  little  face  in  the  world. 

It  was  Rose-Pompon.  Her  pretty  arms  were  partly 
covered  by  long  white  gloves,  and  ridiculously  loaded  with 
bracelets :  in  her  hand  she  carried  an  enormous  bouquet  of 
roses. 

Far  from  imitating  the  calm  demeanor  of  Djalma,  Rose- 
Pompon  skipped  into  the  box,  moved  the  chairs  about 
noisily,  and  fidgeted  on  her  seat  for  some  time,  to  display 
her  fine  dress ;  then,  without  being  in  the  least  intimidated 
by  the  presence  of  the  brilliant  assembly,  she,  with  a  little 
coquettish  air,  held  her  bouquet  towards  Djalma,  that  he 
might  smell  it,  and  appeared  finally  to  establish  herself  on 
her  seat.  Faringhea  came  in,  shut  the  door  of  the  box,  and 
seated  himself  behind  the  prince.  Adrienne,  still  completely 
absorbed  in  the  contemplation  of  the  Indian  forest,  and  in 
her  own  sweet  thoughts,  had  not  observed  the  newcomers. 
As  she  was  turning  her  head  completely  towards  the  stage, 
and  Djalma  could  not,  for  the  moment,  see  even  her  profile, 
he,  on  his  side,  had  not  recognized  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville. 


CHAPTER  XIV. 

DEATH. 

The  pantomime  opening,  by  which  was  introduced  the 
combat  of  Morok  with  the  black  panther,  was  so  unmeaning, 
that  the  majority  of   the  audience  paid  no  attention  to  it, 
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reserving  all  their  interest   for  the  scene  in  which  the  linn- 
tamer  was  to  make  his  appearance. 

This  indifference  of  the  public  explains  the  cur; 
cited  in  the  theatre  by  the  arrival  of  Faringhea  and  Djalma 
— a  curiosity  which  expressed  itself  (as  at  this  day,  when 
uncommon  foreigners  appear  in  public)  by  a  slight  murmur 
and  general  movement  amongst  the  crowd.  The  sprightly, 
pretty  face  of  Rose-Pompon,  always  charming,  in  spite  of 
her  singularly  staring  dress,  in  style  so  ridiculous  fur  such  a 
theatre,  and  her  light  and  familiar  manner  towards  the 
handsome  Indian  who  accompanied  her,  increased  and  an- 
imated the  general  surprise;  for,  at  this  moment,  Rose- 
Pompon,  yielding  without  reserve  to  a  movement  of  teasing 
coquetry,  had  held  up,  as  we  have  already  stated,  her  lar<^e 
bunch  of  roses  to  Djalma.  But  the  prince,  at  sight  of  tin- 
landscape  which  reminded  him  of  his  country,  instead  of 
appearing  sensible  to  this  pretty  provocation,  remained  for 
some  minutes  as  in  a  dream,  with  his  eyes  fixed  upon  the 
stage.  Then  Rose-Pompon  began  to  beat  time  on  the  front 
of  the  box  with  her  bouquet,  whilst  the  somewhat  too  visible 
movement  of  her  pretty  shoulders  showed  that  this  devote! 
dancer  was  thinking  of  fast-life  dances,  as  the  orchestra 
struck  up  a  more  lively  strain. 

Placed  directly  opposite  the  box  in  which  Faringhea, 
Djalma,  and  Rose-Pompon  had  just  taken  their  seats,  Lady 
Morinval  soon  perceived  the  arrival  of  these  two  persona] 
and  particularly  the  eccentric  coquetries  of  Rose-Pompon. 
Immediately,  the  young  marchioness,  leaning  over  towards 
Mdlle.  de  Cardoville,  who  was  still  absorbed  in  memories 
ineffable,  said  to  her,  laughing:  "My  dear,  the  most  amus- 
ing part  of  the  performance  is  not  upon  the  stage.  Look 
just  opposite." 

"Just  opposite?"  repeated  Adrienne,  mechanically:  and, 
turning  towards  Lady  Morinval  with  an  air  of  surprise,  she 
glanced  in  the  direction  pointed  out. 

She  looked — what  did  she  see? — Djalma  seated  by  the 
side  of  a  young  woman,  who  was  familiarly  offering  to  his 
sense  of  smell  the  perfume  of  her  bouquet.     Am;.  ruck 

almost  literally  to  the  heart,  as  by  an  electric  shock,  swift, 
sharp,   and   painful,   Adrienne  became  deadly   pale.      From 
instinct,  she  shut  her  eyes  for  a  second,  in  order  not  to  s, 
as  men  try  to  ward  off  the  dagger,  which,  having  once  dealt 
the  blow,  threatens  to  strike  again.     Then  suddenly,  to  this 
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feeling  of  grief  succeeded  a  reflection,  terrible  both  to  her 
love  and  to  her  wounded  pride. 

"Djalma  is  present  with  this  woman,  though  he  must 
have  received  my  letter,"  she  said  to  herself, — "wherein  he 
was  informed  of  the  happiness  that  awaited  him." 

At  the  idea  of  so  cruel  an  insult,  a  blush  of  shame  and 
indignation  displaced  Adrienne's  paleness,  who  overwhelmed 
by  this  sad  reality,  said  to  herself:  "Rodin  did  not  deceive 
me. 

We  abandon  all  idea  of  picturing  the  lightning-like  rapid- 
ity of  certain  emotions  which  in  a  moment  may  torture — 
may  kill  you  in  the  space  of  a  minute.  Thus  Adrienne  was 
precipitated  from  the  most  radiant  happiness  to  the  lowest 
depths  of  an  abyss  of  the  most  heart-rending  grief,  in  less 
than  a  second ;  for  a  second  had  hardly  elapsed  before  she 
replied  to  Lady  Morinval :  "What  is  there,  then,  so  curious, 
opposite  to  us,  my  dear  Julia  ?" 

This  evasive  question  gave  Adrienne  time  to  recover  her 
self-possession.  Fortunately,  thanks  to  the  thick  folds  of 
hair  which  almost  entirely  concealed  her  cheeks,  the  rapid 
and  sudden  changes  from  pallor  to  blush  escaped  the  notice 
of  Lady  Morinval,  who  gayly  replied :  "What,  my  dear,  do 
you  not  perceive  those  East  Indians,  who  have  just  entered 
the  box  immediately  opposite  to  ours?  There,  just  be- 
fore us!" 

"Yes,  I  see  them;  but  what  then?"  replied  Adrienne,  in 
a  firm  tone. 

"And  don't  you  observe  anything  remarkable?"  said  the 
marchioness. 

"Don't  be  too  hard,  ladies,"  laughingly  interposed  the 
marquis ;  "we  ought  to  allow  the  poor  foreigners  some  little 
indulgence.  They  are  ignorant  of  our  manners  and  customs ; 
were  it  not  for  that,  they  would  never  appear  in  the  face 
of  all  Paris  in  such  dubious  company." 

"Indeed,"  said  Adrienne,  with  a  bitter  smile,  "their  sim- 
plicity is  touching ;  we  must  pity  them." 

"And,  unfortunately,  the  girl  is  charming,  spite  of  her 
low  dress  and  bare  arms,"  said  the  marchioness ;  "she  can- 
not be  more  than  sixteen  or  seventeen  at  most.  Look  at 
her,  my  dear  Adrienne ;  what  a  pity !" 

"It  is  one  of  your  charitable  days,  my  dear  Julia,"  an- 
swered Adrienne ;  "we  are  to  pity  the  Indians,  to  pity  this 
creature,  and — pray,  whom  else  are  we  to  pity?" 
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"We  will  not  pity  that  handsome  [ndian,  in  his  red-and- 
gold  turban,"  said  the  marquis,  laughin  •,  if  thi 

on,  the  girl  with  the  cherry-colored  ribbons  will  Ik.*  gh 
him  a  kiss.     See  how  she  leans  towards  her  sultan." 

"Thev  are  very  amusing,"  said  the  marchioness,  sharing 
the  hilarity  of  her  husband,  and  looking  at  Rose-Pompon 
through  her  glass;  then  she  resumed,  in  aboul  a  minute, 
addressing  herself  to  Adrienne:  "I  am  quite  certain  of  one 
thing.  Notwithstanding  her  giddy  airs,  that  girl  is  \ 
fond  of  her  Indian.  I  just  saw  a  look  that  expresses  a  great 
deal." 

"Why  so  much  penetration,  my  dear  Julia?"  said 
Adrienne,  mildly;  "what  interest  have  we  to  read  the  heart  <»f 
that  girl?" 

"Why,  if  she  loves  her  sultan,  she  is  quite  in  the  right," 
said  the  marquis,  looking  through  his  opera-glass  in  turn  ; 
"for,  in  my  whole  life,  I  never  saw  a  more  handsome  fellow 
than  that  Indian.  I  can  only  catch  his  side- face,  but  the 
profile  is  pure  and  fine  as  an  antique  cameo.  Do  you  not 
think  so?"  added  the  marquis,  leaning  towards  Adrienne. 
"Of  course,  it  is  only  as  a  matter  of  art,  that  1  permit  my- 
self to  ask  you  the  question." 

"As  a  work  of  art,"  answered  Adrienne,  "it  is  certainly 
very  fine." 

"But  see!"  said  the  marchioness;  "how  impertinent  the 
little  creature  is! — She  is  actually  staring  at  us." 

"Well!"  said  the  marquis;  "and  she  is  actually  laying 
her  hand  quite  unceremoniously  on  her  sultan's  shoulder, 
to  make  him  share,  no  douht,  in  her  admiration  of  you 
ladies." 

In  fact,  Djalma,  until  now  occupied  with  the  contempla- 
tion of  the  scene  which  reminded  him  of  his  country,  had 
remained  insensible  to  the  enticements  of  Rose-Pompon,  and 
had  not  yet  perceived  Adrienne. 

"Well,  now!"  said  Rose-Pompon,  bustling  herself  about 
in  front  of  the  box,  and  continuing  to  stare  at  Mdlle.  de 
Cardoville,   for  it  was  she,  and  not  the  marchioi  who 

now  drew  her  attention;  "that  is  something  quite  out  of 
the  common  way — a  pretty  woman,  with  red  hair;  but  such 
sweet  red,  it  must  be  owned.     Look.  Prince  Charming!" 

And  so  saying,  she  tapped  Djalma  lightly  on  the  shoulder; 
he  started  at  these  word-,  turned  round,  and  for  the  first 
time  perceived  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville. 


316  THE  WANDERING   JEW 

Though  he  had  been  almost  prepared  for  this  meeting, 
the  prince  was  so  violently  affected  by  it,  that  he  was  about 
involuntarily  to  rise,  in  a  state  of  the  utmost  confusion ;  but 
he  felt  the  iron  hand  of  Faringhea  laid  heavily  on  his 
shoulder,  and  heard  him  whisper  in  Hindostanee :  "Cour- 
age !  and  by  to-morrow  she  will  be  at  your  feet." 

As  Djalma  still  struggled  to  rise,  the  half-caste  added  to 
restrain  him:  "Just  now,  she  grew  pale  and  red  with 
jealousy.     No  weakness,  or  all  is  lost !" 

"So !  there  you  are  again,  talking  your  dreadful  gib- 
berish," said  Rose-Pompon,  turning  round  towards  Far- 
inghea. "First  of  all,  it  is  not  polite;  and  then  the  language 
is  so  odd,  that  one  might  suppose  you  were  cracking  nuts." 

"I  spoke  of  you  to  my  master,"  said  the  half-caste;  "he 
is  preparing  a  surprise  for  you." 

"A  surprise?  oh!  that  is  different.  Only  make  haste — 
do  you  hear,  Prince  Charming!"  added  she,  looking  tenderly 
at  Djalma. 

"My  heart  is  breaking,"  said  Djalma,  in  a  hollow  voice  to 
Faringhea,  still  using  the  language  of   India. 

"But  to-morrow  it  will  bound  with  joy  and  love,"  an- 
swered the  half-caste.  "It  is  only  by  disdain  that  you  can 
conquer  a  proud  woman.  To-morrow,  I  tell  you,  she  will 
be  trembling,  confused,  supplicating,  at  your  feet !" 

"To-morrow,  she  will  hate  me  like  death !"  replied  the 
prince,  mournfully. 

"Yes,  were  she  now  to  see  you  weak  and  cowardly.  It 
is  now  too  late  to  draw  back ;  look  full  at  her,  take  the  nose- 
gay from  this  girl,  and  raise  it  to  your  lips.  Instantly,  yon 
will  see  yonder  woman,  proud  as  she  is,  grow  pale  and  red, 
as  just  now.    Then  will  you  believe  me?" 

Reduced  by  despair  to  make  almost  any  attempt,  and 
fascinated,  in  spite  of  himself,  by  the  diabolical  hints  of 
Faringhea,  Djalma  looked  for  a  second  full  at  Mdlle.  de 
Cardoville ;  then,  with  a  trembling  hand  he  took  the  bouquet 
from  Rose-Pompon,  and,  again  looking  at  Adrienne,  pressed 
it  to  his  lips. 

Upon  this  insolent  bravado,  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville  could  not 
restrain  so  sudden  and  visible  a  pang,  that  the  prince  was 
struck  by  it. 

"She  is  yours,"  said  the  half-caste,  to  him.  "Did  you 
see,  my  lord,  how  she  trembled  with  jealousy? — Only  have 
courage !  and  she  is  yours.    She  will  soon  prefer  you  to  that 
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aandsome  young  man  behind  1  ir  it  is  he  whom  she  has 

hitherto  Eancied  herself  in  love  with." 
As  if  the  half-caste  had  guessed  I 

and  hatred,  which  this  revelation  would  excite  in  the  1. 
of    the    prince,   he   hastily   added:      "Calmw 
Is  it  not  his  turn  now  to  hate  you?" 

The  prince  restrained  himself,  and  drew  his  ha 
his  forehead  which  glowed  with  anger. 

"There  now!   what  are  you  telling  him,  that   \  him 

so?"    said    Rose-Pompon    to    Faringhea.    with    pouting    lip. 
Then,  addressing   Djalma,   she  continue.!:      "Come,    Prii 
Charming,  as  they  say  in  the   fairy-tale,  give  me  back   my 
flower.-."' 

As  she  took  it  again,  she  added:     "Vou  have  kissed   it. 
and    I    could    almost   eat    it.'*      Then,    with    a    sigh,    and    a 
passionate   glance    at    Djalma.    she    said    softly    to    | 
"That  monster  Ninny  Moulin  did  not  deceive  me.     All  this 
is  quite  proper;  I  have  not  even  that  to  reproach  m\ 
with."     And  with  her  little  white  teeth,   she  hit  at   a   : 
nail  of  her  right  hand,  from  which  she  had  just  drawn  the 
glove. 

It  is  hardly  necessary  to  say,  that  Adrienne's  letter  had 
not  been  delivered  to  the  prince,  and  that  he  had  n   I 
to  pass  the  day  in  the  country  with  Marshal  Simon.     Dur- 
ing the  three  clays  in  which  Montbron  had  not  seen  Djalma, 
Faringhea   had  persuaded   him,   that,   by   affecting   a 
passion,    he   would   bring    Mdlle.    de    Cardoville    to    n in 
With  regard  to  Djalma's  presence  at  the  theatre.  Rodin  had 
learned  from  her  maid,  Florine.  that  her  mistress  wa 
in  the  evening  to  the   Portc-Saint-Martin.      B< 
had  recognized  her.  Adrienne,  who  felt  her  strength 
her,   was   on   the   point   of    quitting   the    theatre;    th 
whom  she  had  hitherto  placed  so  high,   whom  she  : 
garded    as    a    hero    and    a    demi-god    and    whom    she    had 
imagined  plunged  in  such  dreadful  despair,  th 
most  tender  pity,  she  had  written  to  him  with  sin 
ness.  that  a  sweet  hope  might  calm  his 
generous   mark   of    sincerity   and    love,    by    makin 
a    ridiculous    spectacle    with    a   creature    unworth) 
What  incurable  wounds  for  Adrienne'-  pr  It 

little,   whether   Djalma   knew   or   not,   that   she   would    1 
spectator  of  the  indignity.     But  when  she  -aw  her 
nized  by  the  prince,   when   he  carried   the   insult 
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to  look  full  at  her,  and,  at  the  same  time,  raise  to  his  lips 
the  creature's  bouquet  who  accompanied  him,  Adrienne  was 
seized  with  noble  indignation,  and  felt  sufficient  courage  to 
remain :  instead  of  closing  her  eyes  to  evidence,  she  found 
a  sort  of  barbarous  pleasure  in  assisting  at  the  agony  and 
death  of  her  pure  and  divine  love.  With  head  erect,  proud 
and  flashing  eye,  flushed  cheek,  and  curling  lip,  she  looked 
in  her  turn  at  the  prince  with  disdainful  steadiness.  It  was 
with  a  sardonic  smile  that  she  said  to  the  marchioness, 
who,  like  many  others  of  the  spectators,  was  occupied  with 
what  was  passing  in  the  stage-box:  "This  revolting  exhibi- 
tion of  savage  manners  is  at  least  in  accordance  with  the 
rest  of  the  performance." 

"Certainly,"  said  the  marchioness ;  "and  my  dear  uncle 
will  have  lost,  perhaps,  the  most  amusing  part." 

"Montbron?"  said  Adrienne,  hastily,  with  hardly  repressed 
bitterness ;  "yes,  he  will  regret  not  having  seen  all.  I  am 
impatient  for  his  arrival.  Is  it  not  to  him  that  I  am  indebted 
for  his  charming  evening?" 

Perhaps  Madame  de  Morinval  would  have  remarked  the 
expression  of  bitter  irony,  that  Adrienne  could  not  alto- 
gether dissemble,  if  suddenly  a  hoarse  and  prolonged  roar 
had  not  attracted  her  attention,  as  well  as  that  of  the  rest 
of  the  audience,  who  had  hitherto  been  quite  indifferent  to 
the  scenes  intended  for  an  introduction  to  the  appearance 
of  Morok.  Every  eye  was  now  turned  instinctively  towards 
the  cavern,  situated  to  the  left  of  the  stage,  just  below 
Mdlle.  de  Cardoville's  box;  a  thrill  of  curiosity  ran  through 
the  house.  A  second  roar,  deeper  and  more  sonorous,  and 
apparently  expressive  of  more  irritation  than  the  first,  now 
rose  from  the  cave,  the  mouth  of  which  was  half-hidden 
by  artificial  brambles,  made  so  as  to  be  easily  put  on  one 
side.  At  this  sound,  the  Englishman  stood  up  in  his  little 
box,  leaned  half  over  the  front,  and  began  to  rub  his  hands 
with  great  energy ;  then,  remaining  perfectly  motionless,  he 
fixed  his  large,  green,  glittering  eyes  on  the  mouth  of  the 
cavern. 

At  these  ferocious  howlings,  Djalma  also  had  started, 
notwithstanding  the  frenzy  of  love,  hate,  and  jealousy,  to 
which  he  was  a  prey.  The  sight  of  this  forest,  a:d  the 
roarings  of  the  panther,  filled  him  with  deep  emotion,  for 
they  recalled  the  remembrance  of  his  country,  and  of  those 
great  hunts  which,  like  war,  have  their  own  terrible  excite- 
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merit.     Had  he  suddenly  heard  the  hoi  of  his 

father's  army   sounding  to  the  charge,  he  could  not   have 
been  transported  with  more  savage  ardor.     And  now  i 

growls,    like   distant    thunder,    almost    drowned    the    r< 
the  panther.     The  lion  and  tiger,  Judas  and  Lam  an 
her    from    their   dens   at    the    hack    of    the  •  »n 

frightful  concert,  with  which  his  ears  had  been   familiar  in 
the  midst  of  the  solitudes  of  India,  when  he  lay  encamped, 
for  the  purposes  of   the  chase  or  of   war,   Djalma's 
boiled   in   his   veins.      His   eyes   sparkled   with   a   wild   ardor. 
Leaning  a  little    forward,   with   both   hand-  the 

front  of  the  box,  his  whole  body  trembled  with  a  convul 
shudder.     The  audience,  the  theatre,   Adrienne  herself 
longer  existed  for  him;  he  was  in  a  forest  of  his  own  lands, 
tracking  the  tiger. 

Then  there  mingled  with  his  beauty  so  intrepid  and 
ferocious  an  expression,  that  Rose-Pompon  looked  at  him 
with  a  sort  of  terror  and  passionate  admiration.  For  the 
first  time  in  her  life,  perhaps,  her  pretty  blue  eyes,  generally 
so  gay  and  mischievous,  expressed  a  serious  emotion.  She 
could  not  explain  what  she  felt;  but  her  heart  seemed 
frightened,  and  beat  violently,  as  though  some  calamity  were 
at  hand. 

Yielding  to  a  movement  of  involuntary  fear,  .she  seized 
Djalma  by  the  arm.  and  said  to  him:  "Do  not  stare  so  into 
that  cavern;  you  frighten  me." 

Djalma  did  not  hear  what  she  said. 

"Here  he  is!  here  he  is!"  murmured  the  crowd,  aim 
with  one  voice,  as  Morok  appeared  at  the  back  of  the 

Dressed  as  we  have  described,  Morok  now  carried  in  addi- 
tion a  bow  and  a  long  quiver   full  of  arrows.      Ik- 
descended   the   line   of    painted    rocks,    which   cat: 
down  towards  the  centre  of  the  sta^  >m  time  to  r 

he  stopped  as  if  to  listen,  and  appeared   to  advance   with 
caution.     Looking  from  one  side  to  the  other,  hi  in- 

voluntarily encountered  the  large,  green  ish- 

man,   whose   box    was   close   to   the   cavern.      Instantly    the 
lion-tamer's  countenance  was  contracted    ii  frightful   a 

manner,    that    Lady    Morinval,    who    v  amining    him 

closely  with   the  aid   of   an   excellei  I  id   hastily   to 

Adrienne:     "My  dear,  the  man  is  afraid.  rtune 

will  happen." 

"How    can    accidents    happen,"    said    Adrienne,    with    a 
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sardonic  smile,  "in  the  midst  of  this  brilliant  crowd,  sc 
well  dressed  and  full  of  animation !  Misfortunes  here,  this 
evening!  why,  dear  Julia,  you  do  not  think  it.  It  is  in 
darkness  and  solitude  that  misfortunes  come — never  in  the 
midst  of  a  joyous  crowd,  and  in  all  this  blaze  of  light." 

"Good  gracious,  Adrienne !  take  care !"  cried  the  mar- 
chioness, unable  to  repress  an  exclamation  of  alarm,  and 
seizing  her  arm,  as  if  to  draw  her  closer ;  "do  you  not  see 
it  ?"  And,  with  a  trembling  hand,  she  pointed  to  the  cavern's 
mouth.  Adrienne  hastily  bent  forward,  and  looked  in  that 
direction.  "Take  care,  do  not  lean  so  forward !"  exclaimed 
Lady  Morinval. 

"Your  terrors  are  nonsensical,  my  dear,"  said  the  marquis 
to  his  wife.  "The  panther  is  securely  chained;  and  even 
were  it  to  break  its  chains  (which  is  impossible),  wre  are  here 
beyond  its  reach." 

A  long  murmur  of  trembling  curiosity  here  ran  through 
the  house,  and  every  eye  was  intently  fixed  on  the  cavern. 
From  amongst  the  artificial  brambles,  which  she  abruptly 
pushed  aside  with  her  broad  chest,  the  black  panther  sud- 
denly appeared.  Twice  she  stretched  forth  her  flat  head, 
illumined  by  yellow,  flaming  eyes;  then,  half-opening  her 
blood-red  jaws,  she  uttered  another  roar,  and  exhibited  two 
rows  of  formidable  fangs.  A  double  iron  chain,  and  a  collar 
also  of  iron,  painted  black,  blended  with  the  ebon  shades  of 
her  hide,  and  with  the  darkness  of  the  cavern.  The  illusion 
was  complete,  and  the  terrible  animal  seemed  to  be  at  liberty 
in  her  den. 

"Ladies,"  said  the  marquis,  suddenly,  "look  at  those 
Indians.     Their  emotion  makes  them  superb!" 

In  fact,  the  sight  of  the  panther  had  raised  the  wild  ardor 
of  Djalma  to  its  utmost  pitch.  His  eyes  sparkled  in  their 
pearly  orbits  like  two  black  diamonds;  his  upper  lip  was 
curled  convulsively  with  an  expression  of  animal  ferocity, 
as  if  he  were  in  a  violent  paroxysm  of  rage. 

Faringhea,  now  leaning  on  the  front  of  the  box,  was  also 
greatly  excited,  by  reason  of  a  strange  coincidence.  "That 
black  panther  of  so  rare  a  breed,"  thought  he,  "which  I  see 
here  at  Paris,  upon  the  stage,  must  be  the  very  one  that  the 
Malay" — the  Thug  who  had  tatooed  Djalma  at  Java  during 
his  sleep — "took  quite  young  from  his  den,  and  sold  to  a 
European  captain.  Bowanee's  power  is  everywhere !"  added 
the  Thug,  in  his  sanguinary  superstition. 
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"Do  you  not  think."  resumed  the  marquis,  addressing 
Adrienne.  "that  those  Indians  are  really  splendid  in  their 
present  attitude  ?" 

''Perhaps  they  may  have  seen  such  a  hunt  in  their  own 
country,"  said  Adrienne.  as  if  she  would  recall  and  brave  the 
most  cruel  remembrances. 

"Adrienne,"  said  the  marchioness,  suddenly,  in  an  agital 
voice,    "the   lion-tamer    has    now   come    nearer— is    not    his 
countenance  fearful  to  look  at? — I  tell  you  he  id." 

"In  truth,"  observed  the  marquis,  this  time  very  seriously, 
"he  is  dreadfully  pale,  and  seems  to  grow  worse  every  min- 
ute, the  nearer  he  approaches  this  side.  It  is  said  that, 
were  he  to  lose  his  presence  of  mind  for  a  single  moment,  he 
would  run  the  greatest  danger." 

"O !  it  would  be  horrible!"  cried  the  marchioness,  ad- 
dressing Adrienne,  "if  he  were  wounded — there — under  our 
eyes !" 

"Every  wound  does  not  kill,"  replied  her  friend,  with  an 
accent  of  such  cold  indifference,  that  the  marchioness 
at  her  with  surprise,  and  said  to  her:     "My  dear  girl,  what 
you  say  there  is  cruel  !" 

"It  is  the  air  of  the  place  that  acts  on  me,"  answered 
Adrienne,  with  an  icy  smile. 

"Look!  look!  the  lion-tamer  is  about  to  shoot  his  arrow 
at  the  panther,"  said  the  marquis,  suddently.  "No  doubt,  he 
will  next  perform  the  hand  to  hand  grapple." 

Morok  was  at  this  moment  in   front  of  the  stage,  but  he 
iad  yet  to  traverse  its  entire  breadth  to  reach  th  rn's 

mouth.  He  stopped  an  instant,  adjusted  an  arrow  to  the 
string,  knelt  down  behind  a  mass  of  rock,  took  deliberate 
aim — and  then  the  arrow  hissed  acr<  >-<  the  stage,  and 
lost  in  the  depths  of  the  cavern,  into  which  the  panther  had 
retired,  after  showing  for  a  moment  her  threatening  head  to 
the    audience.      Hardly    had    the    arrow    disa]  I,    than 

Death,  purposely  irritated  by  Goliath    (who  was  invisible) 
sent  forth  a  howl  of  rage,  as  if  she  had  been  really  woun 
Morok's    actions    became    so    expressive,    be    eviw 
naturally  his  joy  at  having  hit  the  wild  beast,  that  a  ten 
of  applause  burst   from  every  quarter  of  tin-  house.     'I  hen. 
throwing  away  his  bow.  he  drew  a  dagger  from  his  gii 
took  it  between  his  teeth,  and  began  to  crawl   forward  on 
hands    and    knees,    as    though    he    meant    to    surprise    the 
wounded  panther  in  his  den.    To  render  the  illusion 
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Death,  again  excited  by  Goliath,  who  struck  him  with  an  iron 
bar,  sent  forth  frightful  howlings  from  the  depths  of  the 
cavern. 

The  gloomy  aspect  of  the  forest,  only  half -lighted  with  a 
reddish  glare,  was  so  effective — the  howlings  of  the  panther 
were  so  furious — the  gestures,  attitude,  and  countenance  of 
Morok  were  so  expressive  of  terror,  that  the  audience, 
attentive  and  trembling,  now  maintained  a  profound  silence. 
Every  one  held  his  breath,  and  a  kind  of  shudder  came  ever 
the  spectators,  as  though  they  expected  some  horrible  event. 
What  gave  such  a  fearful  air  of  truth  to  the  pantomime  of 
Morok,  was  that,  as  he  approached  the  cavern  step  by  step, 
he  approached  also  the  Englishman's  box.  In  spite  of  him- 
self, the  lion-tamer,  fascinated  by  terror,  could  not  take  his 
eyes  from  the  large  green  eyes  of  this  man,  and  it  seemed 
as  if  every  one  of  the  abrupt  movements  which  he  made  in 
crawling  along,  was  produced  by  a  species  of  magnetic 
attraction,  caused  by  the  fixed  gaze  of  the  fatal  wagerer. 
Therefore,  the  nearer  Morok  approached,  the  more  ghastly 
and  livid  he  became.  At  sight  of  this  pantomime,  which 
was  no  longer  acting,  but  the  real  expression  of  intense  fear, 
the  deep  and  trembling  silence  which  had  reigned  in  the 
theatre  was  once  more  interrupted  by  acclamations,  with 
which  were  mingled  the  roarings  of  the  panther,  and  the 
distant  growls  of  the  lion  and  tiger. 

The  Englishman  leaned  almost  out  of  his  box,  with  a 
frightful  sardonic  smile  on  his  lip,  and  with  his  large  eyes 
still  fixed,  panted  for  breath.  The  perspiration  ran  down 
his  bald  red  forehead,  as  if  he  had  really  expended  an  incred- 
ible amount  of  magnetic  power  in  attracting  Morok,  whom 
he  now  saw  close  to  the  cavern  entrance.  The  moment  was 
decisive.  Crouching  down  with  his  dagger  in  his  hand, 
following  with  eye  and  gesture  Death's  every  movement, 
who,  roaring  furiously,  and  opening  wide  her  enormous 
jaws,  seemed  determined  to  guard  the  entrance  of  her  den, 
Morok  waited  for  the  moment  to  rush  upon  her.  There  is 
such  fascination  in  danger,  that  Adrienne  shared,  in  spite  of 
herself,  the  feeling  of  painful  curiosity,  mixed  with  terror, 
that  thrilled  through  all  the  spectators.  Leaning  forward 
like  the  marchioness,  and  gazing  upon  this  scene  of  fearful 
interest,  the  lady  still  held  mechanically  in  her  hand  the 
Indian  bouquet  preserved  since  the  morning.  Suddenly, 
Morok  raised  a  wild  shout,  as  he  rushed  towards  Death,  who 
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answered  this  exclamation  by  a  dreadful  roar,  and  threw  I 
self  upon  her  master  with  so  much  fury  that  Adrienne,  in 
alarm,  believing  the  man  lost,  drew  herself  hack,  and  covered 
her  face  with  her  hands.  Her  Sowers  slipped  from  her 
grasp,  and,  falling  upon  the  stage,  rolled  into  the  cavern 
in  which  Morok  was  struggling  with  the  panther. 

Quick  as  lightning,  supple  and  agile  as  a  tiger,  yielding  to 
the  intoxication  of  his  love,  and  to  the  wild  ardor  i 
in  him  by  the  roaring  of  the  panther,  Djalma  sprang  at  one 
bound  upon  the  stage,  drew  his  dagger,  and  rushed  into  the 
cavern    to    recover    Adrienne's    nosegay.      At    that    instant, 
Morok,  being  wounded,  uttered  a  dreadful  cry  fur  help;  the 
panther,    rendered   still   more    furious   at    sight    of    1  tjalma, 
made  the  most  desperate  efforts  to  break  her  chain.     Unable 
to  succeed  in  doing  so,  she  rose  upon  her  hind  legs,  in  order 
to  seize  Djalma,  then  within  reach  of  her  sharp  claws.     It 
was  only  by  bending  down  his  head,  throwing  himself   oil 
his   knees,   and   twice   plunging   his   dagger    into    her    belly 
with  the  rapidity  of  lightning,  that  Djalma  escaped  certain 
death.     The  panther  gave  a  howl,  and  fell  with  her  whole 
weight  upon  the  prince.     For  a  second,  during  which  la 
her  terrible  agony,   nothing  was  seen   hut   a  confused   and 
convulsive  mass  of  black  limbs,  and  white  garments 
with  blood — and  then   Djalma  rose,  pale,  bleeding,    Eor  he 
was    wounded — and    standing    erect,    his    eye    flashing    with 
savage  pride,  his  foot  on  the  body  of  the  panther,  he  held  in 
his  hand  Adrienne's  bouquet,  and  cast  towards  her  a  -lance 
which  told  the  intensity  of  his  love.    Then  only  did  Adriei 
feel   her   strength    fail   her — for  only   superhuman   coui 
had  enabled  her  to   watch  all   the  terrible   incidents   of   the 
struggle. 


CHAPTER  XV. 

THE  CONSTANT   WANDER]  R. 


It  is  night.    The  moon  shines  and  the  glimmer  in  the 

midst  of  a  serene  but  cheerless  sky;  the  sharp  whistlu 
the   north  wind,   that    fatal,   dry.   and    icy   breeze,   <>. 
anon  burst  forth  in  violent  gusts.     With  il  h  and 

ting  breath,  it  sweeps  Montmartre's  Heights.    ( >n  the  hig* 
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point  of  the  hills,  a  man  is  standing.  His  long  shadow  is 
cast  upon  the  stony,  moon-lit  ground.  He  gazes  on  the 
immense  city,  which  lies  outspread  beneath  his  feet.  Paris 
With  the  dark  outline  of  its  towers,  cupolas,  domes,  and 
steeples,  standing  out  from  the  limpid  blue  of  the  horizon, 
while  from  the  midst  of  the  ocean  of  masonry,  rises  a  lumin- 
ous vapor,  that  reddens  the  starry  azure  of  the  sky.  It  is 
the  distant  reflection  of  the  thousand  fires,  which  at  night, 
the  hour  of  pleasures,  light  up  so  joyously  the  noisy  capital. 

"No,"  said  the  wayfarer ;  "it  is  not  to  be.  The  Lord 
will  not  exact  it.     Is  not  twice  enough? 

"Five  centuries  ago,  the  avenging  hand  of  the  Almighty 
drove  me  hither  from  the  uttermost  confines  of  Asia.  A 
solitary  traveller,  I  had  left  behind  me  more  grief,  despair, 
disaster,  and  death,  than  the  innumerable  armies  of  a  hun- 
dred devastating  conquerors.  I  entered  this  town,  and 
it  too  was  decimated. 

"Again,  two  centuries  ago,  the  inexorable  hand,  which 
leads  me  through  the  world,  brought  me  once  more  hither; 
and  then,  as  the  time  before,  the  plague,  which  the  Almighty 
attaches  to  my  steps,  again  ravaged  this  city,  and  fell  first 
on  my  brethren,  already  worn  out  with  labor  and  misery. 

"My  brethren — mine? — the  cobbler  of  Jerusalem,  the 
artisan  accursed  by  the  Lord,  who,  in  my  person,  condemned 
the  whole  race  of  workmen,  ever  suffering,  ever  disinherited, 
ever  in  slavery,  toiling  on  like  me  without  rest  or  pause,  with- 
out recompense  or  hope,  till  men,  women,  and  children, 
young  and  old,  all  die  beneath  the  same  iron  yoke — that 
murderous  yoke,  which  others  take  in  their  turn,  thus  to 
be  borne  from  age  to  age  on  the  submissive  and  bruised 
shoulders  of  the  masses. 

"And  now,  for  the  third  time  in  five  centuries,  I  reach  the 
summit  of  one  of  the  hills  that  overlook  the  city.  And  per- 
haps I  again  bring  with  me  fear,  desolation,  and  death. 

"Yet  this  city,  intoxicated  with  the  sounds  of  its  joys  and 
its  nocturnal  revelries,  does  not  know — oh !  does  not  know 
that  /  am  at  its  gates. 

"But  no,  no!  my  presence  will  not  be  a  new  calamity. 
The  Lord,  in  his  impenetrable  views,  has  hitherto  led  me 
through  France,  so  as  to  avoid  the  humblest  hamlet ;  and 
the  sound  of  the  funeral  knell  has  not  accompanied  my 
passage. 

"And,  moreover,  the  spectre  has  left  me — the  green,  livid 
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spectre,  with  its  hollow,  bloodsh  When   I   I 

the  soil  of  France,  its  dam])  and  icy  hand  no  loi 

clasped  in  mine — and  it  disappeared. 

"And  yet — I  feel  that  the  atmosphere  ith  is  arou 

me. 

"The  sharp  whistlings  of  that  fatal  wind  i  which, 

catching  me  in  their  whirl,  seem  to  propagate  blastii 
mildew  as  they  blow. 

"But  perhaps  the  wrath  of  the  Lord  is  appeased,  and  my 
presence  here  is  only  a  threat — to  be  communicated  in  some 
way  to  those  whom  it  should  intimidate. 

"Yes;  for  otherwise  he  would  smite  with  a  fearful  blow, 
by  first  scattering  terror  and  death  here  in  the  heart  .if  the 
country,   in  the  bosom  of  this  immense  city  ! 

"Oh!  no,  no!  the  Lord  will  be  merciful.  No!  he  will  not 
condemn  me  to  this  new  torture. 

"Alas!  in  this  city,  my  brethren  are  more  numerous  and 
miserable  than  elsewhere.  And  should  I  be  their  messenger 
of  death?" 

"No!  the  Lord  will  have  pity.  For,  alas!  the  seven 
descendants  of  my  sister  have  at  length  met  in  this  town. 
And  to  them  likewise  should  I  be  the  messenger  of  death, 
instead  of  the  help  they  so  much  need? 

"For  that  woman,  who  like  me  wanders  from  one  border 
of  the  earth  to  the  other,  after  having  once  more  rent 
asunder  the  nets  of  their  enemies,  has  gone  forth  upon  her 
endless  journey. 

"In  vain  she  foresaw  that  new  misfortunes  threatened  my 
sister's  family.    The  invisible  hand,  that  drives  me  on, 
her  on  also. 

"Carried  away,  as  of  old,  by  the  irresistible  whirlwind. 
at  the  moment  of  leaving  my  kindred  to  their  fate,  she  in 
vain  cried  with  supplicating  tone:  'Let  me  at  least.  <  >  Lord, 
complete  my  task!" — 'Go  ox!' — 'A  few  days,  in  mercy,  only 
a  few  poor  days!' — 'Go  ox' — 'I  leave  those  1  love  on  the 
brink  of  the  abyss!' — 'Go  on!    Go  o 

"And    the    wandering    star    again  rnal 

round.     And  her  voice,  passing  through 
the  assistance  of  mine  own. 

"When  that  voice  reac'ned  me,  I  knew  that  the 
ants    of    my   sister    were    still    ex  to    frightful    perils. 

Those  perils  are  even  now  on  the  increase. 
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"Tell  me,  O  Lord !  will  they  escape  the  scourge,  which 
for  so  many  centuries  has  weighed  down  our  race  ? 

"Wilt  thou  pardon  me  in  them?  wilt  thou  punish  me  in 
them?  Oh,  that  they  might  obey  the  last  will  of  their  an- 
cestor ! 

"Oh,  that  they  might  join  together  their  charitable  hearts, 
their  valor  and  their  strength,  their  noble  intelligence,  and 
their  great  riches ! 

"They  would  then  labor  for  the  future  happiness  of  hu- 
manity— they  would  thus,  perhaps,  redeem  me  from  my 
eternal  punishment ! 

"The  words  of  the  Son  of  Man,  Love  ye  one  another, 
will  be  their  only  end,  their  only  means. 

"By  the  help  of  those  all-powerful  words,  they  will  fight 
and  conquer  the  false  priests,  who  have  renounced  the  pre- 
cepts of  love,  peace,  and  hope,  for  lessons  of  hatred,  violence, 
and  despair. 

"Those  false  priests,  who,  kept  in  pay  by  the  powerful 
and  happy  of  this  world,  their  accomplices  in  every  age, 
instead  of  asking  here  below  for  some  slight  share  of  well- 
being  for  my  unfortunate  brethren,  dare  in  Thy  name,  O 
Lord  God,  to  assert  that  the  poor  are  condemned  to  endless 
suffering  in  this  world — and  that  the  desire  or  the  hope  to 
suffer  less  is  a  crime  in  Thine  eyes — because  the  happiness 
of  the  few,  and  the  misery  of  nearly  the  whole  human  race, 
is  (O  blasphemy!)  according  to  Thy  will.  Is  not  the  very 
contrary  of  those  murderous  words  alone  worthy  of  divinity ! 

"In  mercy,  hear  me,  Lord !  Rescue  from  their  enemies 
the  descendants  of  my  sister — the  artisan  as  the  king's  son. 
Do  not  let  them  destroy  the  germ  of  so  mighty  and  fruitful 
an  association,  which,  with  thy  blessing,  would  make  an 
epoch  in  the  annals  of  human  happiness ! 

"Let  me  unite  them,  O  Lord,  since  others  would  divide 
them — defend  them,  since  others  attack ;  let  me  give  hope  to 
those  who  have  ceased  to  hope,  courage  to  those  who  are 
brought  low  with  fear — let  me  raise  up  the  falling,  and 
sustain  those  who  persevere  in  the  way  of  the  righteous ! 

"And,  peradventure,  their  struggles,  devotion,  virtue,  and 
grief,  may  expiate  my  fault — that  of  a  man,  whom  mis- 
fortune alone  rendered  unjust  and  wicked. 

"Oh !  since  Thy  Almighty  hand  hath  led  me  hither — to 
what  end  I  know  not — lay  aside  Thy  wrath,  I  beseech  Thee 
— let  me  be  no  longer  the  instrument  of  Thy  vengeance ! 
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"Enough  of  woe  upon  the  earth!  for  the  last  two 
Thy   creatures   have    fallen   by   thousands    upon    my   track. 
The  world  is  decimated.     A  veil  of  mourn  tends  over 

all  the  globe. 

"From  Asia  to  the  icy  Pole,  they  died  upon  the  path  ol 
the  wanderer.  Dost  Thou  not  hear  the  long-drawn  Bigh 
that  rises  from  the  earth  unto  Thee.  <  I  Lord? 

"Mercy  for  all!  mercy  for  me! — Let  me  but  unite  the 
descendants  of  mv  sister  for  a  single  day.  and  they  will  he 
saved  ! ' ' 

As  he  pronounced  these  words,  the  wayfarer  sank  U] 
his   knees,   and   raised   to   heaven,    his    supplicating    hands 
Suddenly,  the  wind  blew  with  redoubled  violence;  its  sharp 
whistlings  were  changed  into  the  roar  of  a  tempi 

The   traveller   shuddered ;    in   a   voice   of   terror   lie   i 
claimed:     "The  blast  of  death  rises  in  its  fury — the  whirl- 
wind carries  me  on — Lord  !  Thou  art  then  dea  f  ti  i  my  pr.v. 

"The  spectre!  oh,  the  spectre!  it  i^  again  here!  its  gn 
face  twitching  with  convulsive  spasms — its  red  eyes  rolling 
in    their    orbits.      Begone!    begone! — its    hand,    oh!    its    icy 
hand  has  again  laid  hold  of  mine.     Have  mercy,  heaven  !" 

"Goon!" 

"Oh,  Lord !  the  pestilence — the  terrible  plague — must  I 
carry  it  into  this  city? — And  my  brethren  will  perish  the 
first — thev,  who  are  so  sorelv  smitten  even  now!     Me  rev  !" 

"Go  on  !" 

"And  the  descendents  of  my  sister.    Mercy!  Mercy!" 

"Go  on!" 

"Oh,  Lord,  have  pity! — I  can  no  longer  keep  my  ground: 
the  spectre  drags  me  to  the  slope  of  the  hill ;  my  walk  is 
rapid  as  the  deadly  blast  that  rages  behind  me:  already  do 
I  behold  the  city  gates.  Have  mercy.  Lord,  on  the  descend- 
ants of  my  sister!  Spare  them:  do  not  make  me  their 
executioner;  let  them  triumph  over  their  enemi 

"Go  on!   Go  on!" 

"The  ground  flies  beneath  my  feet;  there  is  the  «;i 
Lord,   it   is  yet  time!      Oh,   mercy   for   thai  town! 

Let   it   not   waken   to  cries   of    terror,    despair,   and    death! 
Lord,  I  am  on  the  threshold.     Must  it  be?-— Yes,  it  i 
Paris,    the    plague    is    in    thy    bosom.       The   CUTS©— oh,    the 
eternal  curse !" 

"Go  ox  !  Go  on  !   Go  on  I " 
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CHAPTER  XVI. 

THE    LUNCHEON. 

Thj/  morning  after  the  doomed  traveller,  descending  the 
heighl.:.  of  Montmartre,  had  entered  the  walls  of  Paris,  great 
activity  reigned  in  St.-Dizier  House.  Though  it  was  hardly 
noon,  the  Princess  de  St.-Dizier,  without  being  exactly  in  full 
dress  ^she  had  too  much  taste  for  that),  was  yet  arrayed  with 
more  care  than  usual.  Pier  light  hair,  instead  of  being 
merely  banded,  was  arranged  in  two  bunches  of  curls,  which 
suited  very  well  with  her  full  and  florid  cheeks.  Her  cap 
was  trimmed  with  bright  rose-colored  ribbon,  and  whoever 
had  seen  the  lady  in  her  tight-fitting  dress  of  gray-watered 
silk  would  have  easily  guessed  that  Mrs.  Grivois,  her  tire- 
woman, must  have  required  the  assistance  and  the  efforts  of 
another  of  the  princess's  women  to  achieve  so  remarkable 
a  reduction  in  the  ample  figure  of  their  mistress. 

We  shall  explain  the  edifying  cause  of  this  partial  return 
to  the  vanities  of  the  world.  The  princess,  attended  by 
Mrs.  Grivois,  who  acted  as  housekeeper,  was  giving  her 
final  orders  with  regard  to  some  preparations  that  were 
going  on  in  a  vast  parlor.  In  the  midst  of  this  room  was  a 
large  round  table,  covered  with  crimson  velvet,  and  near  it 
stood  several  chairs,  amongst  which,  in  the  place  of  honor, 
was  an  arm-chair  of  gilded  wood.  In  one  corner,  not  far 
from  the  chimney,  in  which  burned  an  excellent  fire,  was  a 
buffet.  On  it  were  the  divers  materials  for  a  most  dainty 
and  exquisite  collation.  Upon  silver  dishes  were  piled  pyra- 
mids of  sandwiches,  composed  of  the  roes  of  carp  and 
anchovy  paste,  with  slices  of  pickled  tunny-fish  and  Lenigord 
truffles  (it  was  in  Lent)  ;  on  silver  dishes,  placed  over  burn- 
ing spirits  of  wine,  so  as  to  keep  them  very  hot,  tails  of 
Meuse  crawfish  boiled  in  cream,  smoked  in  golden-colored 
pastry,  and  seemed  to  challenge  comparison  with  delicious 
little  Marennes  oyster-patties,  stewed  in  Madeira,  and 
flavored  with  a  seasoning  of  spiced  sturgeon.  By  the  side 
of  these  substantial  dishes  were  some  of  a  lighter  character, 
such  as  pineapple  tarts,  strawberry-creams  (it  was  early  for 
such  fruit),  and  orange-jelly  served  in  the  peel,  which  had 
been  artistically  emptied  for  that  purpose.  Bordeaux,  Ma- 
deira, and  Alicant  sparkled  like  rubies  and  topazes  in  large 
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glass  decanters,  while  two  Sevres  ewers  were  filled,  one  with 
coffee  a  la  creme,  the  other  with  vanilla  chocolate,  almost  in 
the  state  of  sherbet,  from  being  plunged  in  a  large  cooler  of 
chiselled  silver,  containing  ice. 

But  what  gave  to  this  dainty  collation  a  singularly  apos- 
tolic and  papal  character  were  sundry  symbols  of  religious 
worship  carefully  represented.     Thus  there   v  .inning 

little  Calvaries  in  apricot  paste,  sacerdotal  mitres  in  burnt 
almonds,  episcopal  croziers  in  sweet  cake,  to  which  the  prin- 
cess added,  as  a  mark  of  delicate  attention,  a  little  cardinal's 
hat  in  cherry  sweetmeat,  ornamented  with  bands  in  burnt 
sugar.  The  most  important,  however,  of  these  Catholic 
delicacies,  the  masterpiece  of  the  cook,  was  a  superb  crucifix 
in  angelica,  with  a  crown  of  candied  berrit  These  arc 
strange  profanations,  which  scandalize  even  the  least  devout 
But,  from  the  impudent  juggle  of  the  coat  of  Triers,  down 
to  the  shameless  jest  of  the  shrine  at  Argenteuil,  people, 
who  are  pious  after  the  fashion  of  the  princess,  seem  to  take 
delight  in  bringing  ridicule  upon  the  most  respectable  tradi- 
tions. 

After  glancing  with  an  air  of  satisfaction  at  these  prepara- 
tions for  the  collation,  the  lady  said  to  Mrs.  Grivois,  a-  she 
pointed  to  the  gilded  arm-chair,  which  seemed  destined  tor 
the  president  of  the  meeting:  "Is  there  a  cushion  under  the 
table,  for  his  Eminence  to  rest  his  feet  on?  He  always 
complains  of  cold." 

"Yes,  your  highness,"  said  Mrs.  Grivois,  when  she  had 
looked  under  the  table;  "the  cushion  is  there." 

"Let  also  a  pewter  bottle  be  filled  with  boiling  water,  in 
case  his  Eminence  should  not  find  the  cushion  enough  to 
keep  his  feet  warm." 

"Yes,  my  lady." 

"And  put  some  more  wood  on  the  fire." 

"But,  my  lady,  it  is  already  a  very  furnace.     And  if  his 
Eminence  is  always  too  cold,  my  lord  the  Bishop  of  1  [alfa 
al  always  too  hot.     He  perspires  dreadfully.*' 

The  princess  shrugged  her  shoulder-,  and   said    to   V 
Grivois:      "Is    not    his    Eminence    Cardinal    Malipieri    the 
superior  of  his  Lordship  the  Bishop  of  Hall 

"Yes,   your  highness." 

"Then.' according  to  the  rules  of  the  hierarchy,  it  is  for 
his  Lordship  to  suffer  from  the  heat,  rather  than  his  Emi- 
nence from  the  cold.     Therefore,  do  as  I  tell  you.  and  put 
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more  wood  on  the  fire.  Nothing  is  more  natural ;  his  Emi- 
nence being  an  Italian,  and  his  Lordship  coming  from  the 
north  of  Belgium,  they  are  accustomed  to  different  tempera- 
tures." 

"Just  as  your  highness  pleases,"  said  Mrs.  Grivois,  as  she 
placed  two  enormous  logs  on  the  fire;  "but  in  such  a  heat 
as  there  is  here  his  Lordship  might  really  be  suffocated." 

"I  also  find  it  too  warm ;  but  does  not  our  holy  religion 
teach  us  lessons  of  self-sacrifice  and  mortification?"  said 
the  princess,  with  a  touching  expression  of  devotion. 

We  have  now  explained  the  cause  of  the  rather  gay  attire 
of  the  princess.  She  was  preparing  for  a  reception  of 
prelates,  who,  along  with  Father  d'Aigrigny  and  other  digni- 
taries of  the  Church,  had  already  held  at  the  princely  house 
a  sort  of  council  on  a  small  scale.  A  young  bride  who  gives 
her  first  ball,  an  emancipated  minor  who  gives  his  first 
bachelor's  dinner,  a  woman  of  talent  who  reads  aloud  for 
the  first  time  her  first  unpublished  work,  are  not  more  joy- 
ous and  proud,  and,  at  the  same  time,  more  attentive  to 
their  guests,  than  was  this  lady  with  her  prelates.  To  behold 
great  interests  discussed  in  her  house,  and  in  her  presence, 
to  hear  men  of  acknowledged  ability  ask  her  advice  upon 
certain  practical  matters  relating  to  the  influence  of  female 
congregations,  filled  the  princess  with  pride,  as  her  claims 
to  consideration  were  thus  sanctioned  by  Lordships  and 
Eminences,  and  she  took  the  position,  as  it  were,  of  a  mother 
of  the  Church.  Therefore,  to  win  these  prelates,  whether 
native  or  foreign,  she  had  recourse  to  no  end  of  saintly 
flatteries  and  sanctified  coaxing.  Nor  could  anything  be 
more  logical  than  these  successive  transfigurations  of  this 
heartless  woman,  who  only  loved  sincerely  and  passionately 
the  pursuit  of  intrigue  and  domination.  With  the  progress 
of  age,  she  passed  naturally  from  the  intrigues  of  love  to 
those  of  politics,  and  from  the  latter  to  those  of  religion. 

At  the  moment  she  finished  inspecting  her  preparations, 
the  sound  of  coaches  was  heard  in  the  courtyard,  apprising 
her  of  the  arrival  of  the  persons  she  had  been  expecting. 
Doubtless,  these  persons  were  of  the  highest  rank,  for  con- 
trary to  all  custom,  she  went  to  receive  them  at  the  door  of 
her  outer  saloon.  It  was,  indeed,  Cardinal  Malipieri,  who 
was  always  cold,  with  the  Belgian  Bishop  of  Halfagen,  who 
was  always  hot.  They  were  accompanied  by  Father  d'Ai- 
erigny.     The  Roman  cardinal  was  a  tall  man,  rather  bony 
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than  thin,  with  a  yellowish  puffy  countenance,  haughty 
full  of  craft;  he  squinted  a  good  deal,  and  his  black  < 
were   surrounded   by   a   deep   brown   circle.      The    Belgian 
Bishop  was  short,  thick,  and  fat,  with  a  prominent  abdomen, 
an  apopletic  complexion,  a  slow,  deliberate  look,  and 
dimpled,  delicate  hand. 

The  company  soon  assembled  in  the  great  The 

cardinal  instantly  crept  close  to  the  fire,  whilst  the  bishop, 
beginning  to  sweat  and  blow,  cast  longing  glances  at  the 
iced  chocolate  and  coffee,  which  were  to  aid  him  in  sustain- 
ing the  oppressive  heat  of  the  artificial  dog-day.  Father 
d'Aigrigny,  approaching  the  princess,  said  to  her  in  a 
voice:  "Will  you  give  orders  for  the  admittance  of  Abbe 
Gabriel  de  Rennepont,  when  he  arrives?" 

"Is   that   young   priest   then   here?"   asked   the   princ< 
with  extreme  surprise. 

"Since  the  day  before  yesterday.  YYe  had  him  sent  for 
to  Paris,  by  his  superiors.  You  shall  know  all.  As  Eor 
Father  Rodin,  let  Mrs.  Grivois  admit  him,  as  the  other  day, 
by  the  little  door  of  the  back  stairs." 

"He  will  come  to-day?" 

"He  has  very  important  matters  to  communicate.  lit 
desires  that  both  the  cardinal  and  the  bishop  should  be 
present  for  they  have  been  informed  of  everything  at  Koine 
by  the  Superior  General,  in  their  quality  of  associati 

The  princess  rang  the  bell,  gave  the  necessary  orders,  and. 
returning  towards  the  cardinal,  said  to  him,  in  a  tone  "t  the 
most  earnest  solicitude:     "Does  your  Eminence  begin  to 
a  little  warmer?    Would  your  Eminence  like  a  l>.itt!t-  <>\  hot 
water  to  your  feet?     Shall  we  make  a  larger  tire  for  J 
Eminence?" 

At  this  proposition,  the  Belgian  bishop,  who  was  wiping 
the  perspiration  from  his  forehead,  heaved  a  despairing  sigh. 

"A  thousand  thanks,  princess,"  answered  the  cardinal 
her,   in  very  good   French,   but   with   an    ;  ble  Italian 

accent;  "I  am  really  overcome  with  so  much  kindn< 

"Will  not  vour  Lordship  take  some  refreshmei  aid 

the  princess  to  the  bishop,  as- she  turned  towards  the  side- 
board. 

"With  vour  permission,  madame.  I  will  I 
coffee."  sa'id  the  prelate,  making  a  prudent  circuit  to  apprt 
the  dishes  without  passing  before  the  fire. 
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"And  will  not  your  Eminence  try  one  of  these  little  oyster  > 
patties?    They  are  quite  hot,"  said  the  princess. 

"I  know  them  already,  princess,"  said  the  cardinal,  with 
the  air  and  look  of  an  epicure ;  "they  are  delicious,  and  I 
cannot  resist  the  temptation." 

"What  wine  shall  I  have  the  honor  to  offer  your  Emi- 
nence?" resumed  the  princess,  graciously. 

"A  little  claret,  if  you  please,  madame;"  and  as  Father 
d'Aigrigny  prepared  to  fill  the  cardinal's  glass,  the  princess 
disputed  with  him  that  pleasure. 

"Your  Eminence  will  doubtless  approve  what  I  have  done," 
said  Father  d'Aigrigny  to  the  cardinal,  whilst  the  latter  was 
gravely  despatching  the  oyster-patties,  "in  not  summoning 
for  to-day  the  Bishop  of  Mogador,  the  Archbishop  of  Nan- 
terre,  and  our  holy  Mother  Perpetue,  the  lady-superior  of  St. 
Marie  Convent,  the  interview  we  are  about  to  have  with  his 
Reverence  Father  Rodin  and  Abbe  Gabriel  being  altogether 
private  and  confidential." 

"Our  good  father  was  perfectly  right,"  said  the  cardinal; 
"for,  though  the  possible  consequences  of  this  Rennepont 
affair  may  interest  the  whole  Church,  there  are  some  things 
that  are  as  well  kept  secret." 

"Then  I  must  seize  this  opportunity  to  thank  your  Emi- 
nence for  having  deigned  to  make  an  exception  in  favor  of 
a  very  obscure  and  humble  servant  of  the  Church,"  said 
the  princess  to  the  cardinal,  with  a  very  deep  and  respectful 
curtsey. 

"It  is  only  just  and  right,  madame,"  replied  the  cardinal, 
bowing  as  he  replaced  his  empty  glass  upon  the  table ;  "we 
know  how  much  the  Church  is  indebted  to  you  for  the  salu- 
tary direction  you  give  to  the  religious  institutions  of  which 
you  are  the  patroness." 

"With  regard  to  that,  your  Eminence  may  be  assured 
that  I  always  refuse  assistance  to  any  poor  person  who  can- 
not produce  a  certificate  from  the  confessional." 

"And  it  is  only  thus,  madame,"  resumed  the  cardinal,  this 
time  allowing  himself  to  be  tempted  by  the  attractions  of  the 
crawfish's  tails,  "it  is  only  thus  that  charity  has  any  mean- 
ing. I  care  little  that  the  irreligious  should  feel  hunger, 
but  with  the  pious  it  is  different;"  and  the  prelate  gayly 
swallowed  a  mouthful.  "Moreover,"  resumed  he,  "it  is  well 
known  with  what  ardent  zeal  you  pursue  the  impious,  and 
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those   who  arc   rebels   against   the   authority   of   our    Holy 

Father." 

"Your  Eminence  may  feel  convinced  that   I   am   Rot 
in  heart  and  soul;   I   see  no  difference  between  a  Galli 

and  a  Turk.'*  said  the  princess,  bravely. 

"The  princess  is  right,'1  said  the  Belgian  bishop:    "1  will 

go  further,  and  assert  that  a  Gallican  sin  mid  b.  odious 

to  the  church  than  a  pagan.     In  this  respect   I   am  of  the 
opinion  of  Louis  XIV.     They  asked  him  a  favor  for  :i  I 
about  the  court.     'Never/  said  the  great  king;  'this 
is  a  Jansenist.' — 'No,  sire;  he  is  an  athei  >h!  that  is 

different;  I  will  grant  what  he  asks.'  said  the  Kil 

This  little  episcopal  jest  made  them  all  laugh.  After 
which  Father  d'Aigrigny  resumed  seriously,  addressing  the 
cardinal:  "Unfortunately,  as  I  was  .about  to  observe 
your  Eminence  with  regard  to  the  Abbe  Gabriel,  unless  they 
are  very  narrowly  watched,  the  lower  clergy  have  a  tendency 
to  become  infected  with  dissenting  views,  and  with  ideas  of 
rebellion  against  what  they  call  the  despotism  of  the  bishops." 

"This  young  man  must  be  a  Catholic   Luthi 
bishop.     And,  walking  on  tip-toe,  he  went  to  pour  himself 
out  a  glorious  glass  of   Madeira,  in  which  he  soaked   some 
sweet  cake,  made  in  the  form  of  a  crozier. 

Led  by  his  example,  the  Cardinal,  under  pretence 
warming  his  feet  by  drawing  still  closer  to  the  lire.  Ik 
himself  to  an  excellent  glass  of  old  Malaga,  which  he 
swallowed  by  mouthfuls,  with  an  air  of  profound  medita- 
tion; after  which  he  resumed:  "So  this  A'  'rid  st.-.rt- 
as  a  reformer.  He  must  be  an  ambitious  man.  I-  he  dan- 
gerous?" 

"By  our  advice  his  superiors  have  judged  him  t"  be 
They  have  ordered  him  to  come  hither.     lie  will   soon   be 
here,  and   I  will  tell  your  Eminence  why   I   hav<  for 

him.     But  first.  I  have  a  note  on  the  clan 
of  the  Abbe  Gabriel.     Certain  questions  w 
him,  with  regard  to  some  of   bis  aits,  and  it   was  in 
quence  of  his  answers  that  his  sup-  lied  him." 

So  saying,  Father  d'Aigrigny,  took  from  hi-  t-book 

a  paper,  which  he  read  as  follow-  ; 

"'Question. — Is  it  true  that  you  ! 
habitant  of   your  parish  who  died   in   final   impeniten 
detestable  kind,  since  lie  had  committi 

"'Answer  iabricl.—l   paid   him   the   last  duti- 
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more  than  any  one  else,  because  of  his  guilty  end,  he  required  the 
prayers  of  the  church.  During  the  night  which  followed  his  interment 
I  continually  implored  for  him  the  divine  mercy. 

"  'Q. — Is  it  true  that  you  refused  a  set  of  silver-gilt  sacramental 
vessels,  and  other  ornaments,  with  which  one  of  the  faithful,  in  pious 
zeal,  wished  to  endow  your  parish? 

"  'A. — I  refused  the  vessels  and  embellishments,  because  the  house 
of  the  Lord  should  be  plain  and  without  ornament,  so  as  to  remind 
the  faithful  that  the  divine  Saviour  was  born  in  a  stable.  I  advised 
the  person  who  wished  to  make  these  useless  presents  to  my  parish 
to  employ  the  money  in  judicious  almsgiving,  assuring  him  it  would 
be  more  agreeable  to  the  Lord.'  " 

"What  a  bitter  and  violent  declamation  against  the  adorn- 
ing of  our  temples !"  cried  the  cardinal.  "This  young  priest 
is  most  dangerous.     Continue,  my  good  father." 

And,  in  his  indignation,  his  Eminence  swallowed  several 
mouthfuls  of  strawberry-cream.  Father  d'Aigrigny  con- 
tinued. 

"  'Q. — Is  it  true  that  you  received  in  your  parsonage,  and  kept  there 
for  some  days,  an  inhabitant  of  the  village,  by  birth  a  Swiss,  belong- 
ing to  the  Protestant  communion?  Is  it  true  that  not  only  you  did  not 
attempt  to  convert  him  to  the  one  Catholic  and  Apostolic  faith,  but  that 
you  carried  so  far  the  neglect  of  your  sacred  duties  as  to  inter  this 
heretic  in  the  ground  consecrated  for  the  repose  of  true  believers  ? 

''A. — One  of  my  brethren  was  houseless.  His  life  had  been  honest 
and  laborious.  In  his  old  age  his  strength  had  failed  him,  and  sickness 
had  come  at  the  back  of  it;  almost  in  a  dying  state,  he  had  been 
driven  from  his  humble  dwelling  by  a  pitiless  landlord,  to  whom  he 
owed  a  year's  rent.  I  received  the  old  man  in  my  house,  and  soothed 
his  last  days.  The  poor  creature  had  toiled  and  suffered  all  his  life; 
dying,  he  uttered  no  word  of  bitterness  at  his  hard  fate ;  he  recom- 
mended his  soul  to  God,  and  piously  kissed  the  crucifix.  His  pure 
and  simple  spirit  returned  to  the  bosom  of  its  Creator.  I  closed  his 
eyes  with  respect,  I  buried  him,  I  prayed  for  him ;  and,  though  he 
died  in  the  Protestant  faith,  I  thought  him  worthy  of  a  place  in  conse- 
crated ground.'  " 

"Worse  and  worse!"  said  the  cardinal.  "This  tolerance 
is  monstrous.  It  is  a  horrible  attack  on  that  maxim  of 
Catholicism :  'Out  of  the  pale  of  the  Church  there  is  no 
salvation.'  " 

"And  all  this  is  the  more  serious,  my  lord,"  resumed 
Father  d'Aigrigny,  "because  the  mildness,  charity,  and  Chris- 
tian devotion  of  Abbe  Gabriel  have  excited,  not  only  in 
his  parish,  but  in  all  the  surrounding  districts,  the  greatest 
enthusiasm.  The  priests  of  the  neighboring  parishes  have 
yielded  to  the  general  impulse,  and  it  must  be  confessed 
that  but  for  his  moderation  a  wide-spread  schism  would  have 
commenced." 
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"But  what  do  you  hope  will  result  from  bringing  him 
here?"  said  the  prelate. 

•'The  position  of  Abbe  Gabriel  is  complicated ;  first  of  all. 
he  is  the  heir  of  the  Rennepont   family.'" 

"But  has  he  not  ceded  his  rights?"  asked  the  cardinal. 

"Yes.  my  lord;  and  this  cession,   which   was  at    i!rst   in- 
formal, has  lately,  with  his   free  consent,  been  ma< 
fectly    regular    in    law;    for    he    had    sworn,    happen    what 
might,  to  renounce  his  part  of  the  inheritance  in    t. 
the  Society  of  Jesus.     Nevertheless,  his   Re\ 
Rodin   thinks,   that   if   your   Eminence,   after   explaining 
Abbe  Gabriel  that  he  was  about  to  be  r  d  by  h 

riors,    were   to   propose    to    him    some   eminent    position    a' 
Rome,  he  might  be  induced  to  leave  France,  and  we  might 
succeed  in  arousing  within  him  those  sentiments  of  ambi- 
tion which  are  doubtless  only  sleeping  for  the  pre»  nt;  ] 
Eminence,    having    observed,    very    judiciously,    that    e\ 
reformer  must  be  ambitious." 

"I  approve  of  this  idea,"  said  the  cardinal,  after  a  mo- 
ment's reflection;  "with  his  merit  and  power  of  acting 
other  men,  Abbe  Gabriel  may  rise  very  high,  if  h<  ile; 

and  if  he  should  not  be  so,  it  is  better  for  the  safety  of  the 
Church  that  he  should  be  at  Rome  than  here — for  you 
know,  my  good  father,  we  have  securities  that  are  unfortu- 
nately wanting  in  France."* 

After  some  moments  of  silence,  the  cardinal  said  sud- 
denly to  Father  d'Aigrigny:  "As  we  were  talking  of  Father 
Rodin,  tell  me  frankly  what  you  think  of  him." 

"Your  Eminence  knows  his  capacity,"  said  bather  d'Ai- 
grigny, with  a  constrained  and  suspicious  air:  "our  rever- 
end Father-General " 

"Commissioned    him    to   take   your   pi:  aid    the   car- 

dinal; "I   know  that,      lie  told   me   50  at    Ron  hat 

do  you  think  of  the  character  of  Fatl:<  'in? 

have  full  confidence  in  him?" 

"ile  has   so  complete,   so  orginal. 
penetrable  a  mind."  said  Father  d'Aigrigny,  with  hesitation, 
"that  it   is  difficult  to   form  any  certain   judgment    with 
spect  to  him." 

"Do   you   think   him   ambitious?"    said    the   cardinal,   afl 


*  It  is  known  that,  in  1845,  the  Inquisition,  solitary  c 

still  existed  at  R>  >me. 
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another  moment's  pause.  "Do  you  not  suppose  him  ca- 
pable of  having  other  views  than  those  of  the  greater  glory 
of  his  Order? — Come,  I  have  reasons  for  speaking  thus," 
added  the  prelate,  with  emphasis. 

"Why,"  resumed  Father  d'Aigrigny,  not  without  sus- 
picion, for  the  game  is  played  cautiously  between  people  of 
the  same  craft,  "what  should  your  Eminence  think  of  him, 
either  from  your  own  observation,  or  from  the  report  of  the 
Father-General  ?" 

"I  think — that  if  his  apparent  devotion  to  his  Ordei1 
really  concealed  some  after-thought — it  would  be  well  to 
discover  it — for,  with  the  influence  that  he  has  obtained  at 
Rome  (as  I  have  found  out),  he  might  one  day,  and  that 
shortly,  become  very  formidable." 

"Well!"  cried  Father  d'Aigrigny,  impelled  by  his  jeal- 
ousy of  Rodin ;  "I  am,  in  this  respect,  of  the  same  opinion  as 
your  Eminence ;  for  I  have  sometimes  perceived  in  him 
flashes  of  ambition,  that  were  as  alarming  as  they  were 
extraordinary — and  since  I  must  tell  all  to  your  Emi- 
nence  " 

Father  d'Aigrigny  was  unable  to  continue ;  at  this  moment 
Mrs.  Grivois,  who  had  been  knocking  at  the  door,  half- 
opened  it,  and  made  a  sign  to  her  mistress.  The  princess 
answered  by  bowing  her  head,  and  Mrs.  Grivois  again 
withdrew.    A  second  afterwards  Rodin  entered  the  room. 


CHAPTER  XVII. 

RENDERING   THE   ACCOUNT. 

At  sight  of  Rodin,  the  two  prelates  and  Father  d'Aigri- 
gny rose  spontaneously,  so  much  were  they  overawed  by 
the  real  superiority  of  this  man ;  their  faces,  just  before 
contracted  with  suspicion  and  jealousy,  suddenly  brightened 
up,  and  seemed  to  smile  on  the  reverend  father  with  affec- 
tionate deference.  The  princess  advanced  some  steps  to 
meet  him. 

Rodin,  badly  dressed  as  ever,  leaving  on  the  soft  carpet 
the  muddy  track  of  his  clumsy  shoes,  put  his  umbrella  into 
one  corner,  and  advanced  towards  the  table — not  with  his 
accustomed  humility,  but  with  slow  step,  uplifted  head,  and 
steady  glance;  not  only  did  he  feel  himself  in  the  midst  of 
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his  partisans,  but  he  knew  that   he  could  rule  them  all   by 
the  power  of  his  intellect. 

"We  were  speaking  of  your  reverence,  my  dear,  good 
father,"  said  the  cardinal,  with  charming  affability. 

"Ah!"  said  Rodin,  looking  fixedly  at  the  prelate;  "and 
what  were  you  saving?" 

"Why,"  replied  the  Belgian  bishop,  wiping  his  forehead, 
"all  the  good  that  can  he  said  of  your  reverence." 

"Will  you  not  take  something,  my  good  father?"  said 
the  princess  to  Rodin,  as  she  pointed  to  the  splendid  side- 
board. 

"Thank  you,  madame,  I  have  eaten  my  radish  already  this 
morning." 

"My  secretary,  Abbe  Berlini,  who  was  present  at  your 
repast,  was,  indeed,  much  astonished  at  your  reverence's 
frugality,"  said  the  prelate:     "it  is  worthy  of  an  anchorite." 

"Suppose  we  talk  of  business,"  said  Rodin,  abruptly,  Iiki 
man  accustomed  to  lead  and  control  the  discussion. 

"We  shall  always  be  most  happy  to  hear  you,"  said  the 
prelate.  "Your  reverence  yourself  fixed  to-day  to  talk- 
over  this  great  Rennepont  affair.  It  is  of  such  importance, 
that  it  was  partly  the  cause  of  my  journey  to  France;  for 
to  support  the  interests  of  the  glorious  Company  of  Je 
with  which  I  have  the  honor  of  being  associated,  is  to  sup- 
port the  interests  of  Rome  itself,  and  I  promised  the  rever- 
end Father-General  that  I  would  place  myself  entirely  al 
your  orders." 

"I  can  only  repeat  what  his  Eminence  has  just  said." 
added  the  bishop.  "We  set  out  from  Rome  together,  and 
our  ideas  are  just  the  same." 

"Certainly,"  said  Rodin,  addressing  the  cardinal,  "your 
Eminence  may  serve  our  cause,  and  that  materially.  J  will 
tell  you  how  presently.'' 

Then,  addressing  the  princess,  he  continued:  "I  have 
desired  Dr.  Baleinier  to  come  here,  madame.  for  it  will  be 
well  to  inform  him  of  certain  things." 

"He  will  be  admitted  as  usual."  said  the  prino 

Since    Rodin's    arrival    Father    d'Aigrigny    had    remained 
silent;   he  seemed   occupied   with   bitter   thoughts,   and    with 
some  violent  internal  struggle.     At  last,  half  rising,  he 
to  the  prelate,  in  a  forced  tone  of  voi  ill  not 

your  Eminence  to  judge  between  the  reverend  Father  Rodin 
and    myself.      Our    General    has    pronounced,    and    1    have 
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obeyed.  But,  as  your  Eminence  will  soon  see  our  superior, 
I  should  wish  that  you  would  grant  me  the  favor  to  report 
faithfully  the  answers  of  Father  Rodin  to  one  or  two  ques- 
tions I  am  about  to  put  to  him." 

The  prelate  bowed.  Rodin  looked  at  Father  d'Aigrigny 
with  an  air  of  surprise,  and  said  to  him,  dryly:  "The  thing 
is  decided.    What  is  the  use  of  questions?" 

"Not  to  justify  myself,"  answered  Father  d'Aigrigny, 
"but  to  place  matters  in  their  true  light  before  his  Emi- 
nence." 

"Speak,  then ;  but  let  us  have  no  useless  speeches,"  said 
Rodin,  drawing  out  his  large  silver  watch,  and  looking  at 
it.     "By  two  o'clock  I  must  be  at  Saint-Sulpice." 

"I  will  be  as  brief  as  possible,"  said  Father  d'Aigrigny, 
with  repressed  resentment.  Then,  addressing  Rodin,  he 
resumed :  "When  your  reverence  thought  fit  to  take  my 
place,  and  to  blame,  very  severely  perhaps,  the  manner  in 
which  I  had  managed  the  interests  confided  to  my  care,  I 
confess  honestly  that  these  interests  were  gravely  com- 
promised." 

"Compromised?"  said  Rodin,  ironically;  "you  mean 
lost.  Did  you  not  order  me  to  write  to  Rome,  to  bid  them 
renounce  all  hope?" 

"That  is  true,"  said  Father  d'Aigrigny. 

"It  was  then  a  desperate  case,  given  up  by  the  best 
doctors,"  continued  Rodin,  with  irony,  "and  yet  I  have 
undertaken  to  restore  it  to  life.     Go  on." 

And,  plunging  both  hands  into  the  pockets  of  his  trou- 
sers, he  looked  Father  d'Aigrigny  full  in  the  face. 

"Your  reverence  blamed  me  harshly,"  resumed  Father 
d'Aigrigny,  "not  for  having  sought,  by  every  possible 
means,  to  recover  the  property  odiously  diverted  from  our 
society " 

"All  your  casuists  authorize  you  to  do  so,"  said  the 
cardinal ;  "the  texts  are  clear  and  positive ;  you  have  a 
right  to  recover ;  per  fas  out  nefas  what  has  been  treacher- 
ously taken  from  you." 

"And  therefore,"  resumed  Father  d'Aigrigny,  "Father 
Rodin  only  reproached  me  with  the  military  roughness  of 
my  means.  'Their  violence,'  he  said,  'was  in  dangerous 
opposition  to  the  manners  of  the  age.'  Be  it  so ;  but  first 
of  all,  I  could  not  be  exposed  to  any  legal  proceedings,  and, 
but  for  one  fatal  circumstance,  success  would  have  crowned 
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the  course  I  had  taken,  however  rough  and  brutal  it  i 
appear.     Now.  may  I  ask  your  reverence  what— 

"What    I    have    clone    more    than    you?"    said    Rodin 
Father  d'Aigrigny,  giving  way  to  his  impertinent  habit 

interrupting  people;  "what  I  have  done  better  than  j     . 
what  step  I   have  taken   in  the   Rennepont   affair,   since    1 
received   it    from   you   in   a   desperate  condition?      1-    that 
what  you  wish  to  know?" 

"Precisely,"  said  Father  d'Aigrigny,  dryly. 

"Well,   I   confess,"    resumed   Rodin,   in   a   sardonic   tone, 
"just    as    you    did    great    things,    coarse    things,    turbu 
things,  I  have  been  doing  little,  puerile,  secret  dungs.     <  >h. 
heaven!    you   cannot   imagine   what   a    foolish    part    I.    who 
passed  for  a  man  of  enlarged  views,  have  been  acting 
the  last  six  weeks." 

"I   should  never  have  allowed  myself  to  address   such  a 
reproach  to  your  reverence,   however  deserved   it   may 
pear,"  said  Father  d'Aigrigny,  with  a  bitter  smile. 

"A  reproach?"  said   Rodin,   shrugging  his   shoulders: 
reproach?     You  shall  be  the  judge.     Do  you  know  what    1 
wrote  about  you,  some  six  weeks  ago?    Here  it  is:    'Father 
d'Aigrigny   has   excellent    qualities.      He    will    be    of    mi 
service  to   me' — and    from   to-morrow    1    shall   em 
very   actively,   added   Rodin,   by    way   of    parenthesis — "but 
he  is  not  great  enough  to  know  how  to  make  himself  little 
on  occasion.'     Do  you  understand ':" 

"Xot  very  well,"  said  Father  d'Aigrigny,  blushing. 

"So  much  the  worse  for  you,"  answered   Rodin;  "it  only 
proves  that  I  was  right.    Well,  since  I  must  tell  you.  I  I 
been  wise  enough  to  play  the  most  foolish  part  for  six  whole 
weeks.     Yes,    I   have  chatted   nonsense    with   a   grisette — 
have  talked  of  liberty,  progress,  humanity,  emancipatioi 
women,  with  a  young,  excited  girl;  of  Naj  the  Gi 

and  all  sorts  of  Bonapartist  idolatry,  with  an  old,  ii 
soldier;  of  imperial  glory,  humiliation  of    France,   hopes  in 
the  King  of  Rome,  with  a  certain  marshal  vho, 

with  a  heart  full  of  adoration  for  the  robber  of  thrones,  that 
was  transported  to  Saint-Helena,  has  id  a>  holl< 

sonorous  as  a  trumpet,  into  which  you  have  only  I 
some  warlike  or  patriotic  i  md  it  will  flourish  a 

itself,  without  knowing  why  or  how.     More  than  all  this,  1 
have  talked  of  love  affairs  with  a  young  When  1 

vou  it  was  lamentable  to  see  a  man  of  any  intelligence 
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scend,  as  I  have  done,  to  all  such  petty  ways  of  connecting 
the  thousand  threads  of  this  dark  web,  was  I  not  right?  Is 
it  not  a  fine  spectacle  to  see  the  spider  obstinately  weaving 
its  net? — to  see  the  ugly  little  black  animal  crossing  thread 
upon  thread,  fastening  it  here,  strengthening  it  there,  and 
again  lengthening  it  in  some  other  place?  You  shrug  your 
shoulders  in  pity ;  but  return  two  hours  after — what  will 
you  find?  The  little  black  animal  eating  its  fill,  and  in  its 
web  a  dozen  of  the  foolish  flies,  bound  so  securely,  that  the 
little  black  animal  has  only  to  choose  the  moment  of  its 
repast." 

As  he  uttered  th;^se  words,  Rodin  smiled  strangely ;  his 
eyes,  gradually  half  closed,  opened  to  their  full  width,  and 
seemed  to  shine  more  than  usual.  The  Jesuit  felt  a  sort  of 
feverish  excitement,  which  he  attributed  to  the  contest  in 
which  he  had  engaged  before  these  eminent  personages, 
.vho  already  felt  the  influence  of  his  original  and  cutting 
speech. 

Father  d'Aigrigny  began  to  regret  having  entered  on  the 
contest.  He  resumed,  however,  with  ill-repressed  irony: 
"I  do  not  dispute  the  smallness  of  your  means.  I  agree 
with  you,  they  are  very  puerile — they  are  even  very  vulgar. 
But  that  is  not  quite  sufficient  to  give  an  exalted  notion  of 
your  merit.     May  I  be  allowed  to  ask " 

"What  these  means  have  produced?"  resumed  Rodin, 
with  an  excitement  that  was  not  usual  with  him.  "Look 
into  my  spider's  web,  and  you  will  see  there  the  beautiful 
and  insolent  young  girl,  so  proud,  six  weeks  ago,  of  her 
grace,  mind,  and  audacity — now  pale,  trembling,  mortally 
wounded  at  the  heart." 

"But  the  act  of  chivalrous  intrepidity  of  the  Indian  prince, 
with  which  all  Paris  is  ringing,"  said  the  princess,  "must 
surely  have  touched  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville." 

"Yes ;  but  I  have  paralyzed  the  effect  of  that  stupid  and 
savage  devotion,  by  demonstrating  to  the  young  lady  that 
it  is  not  sufficient  to  kill  black  panthers  to  prove  one's  self 
a  susceptible,  delicate,  and  faithful  lover." 

"Be  it  so,"  said  Father  d'Aigrigny;  "we  will  admit  the 
fact  that  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville  is  wounded  to  the  heart." 

"But  what  does  this  prove  with  regard  to  the  Rennepont 
affair?"  asked  the  cardinal,  with  curiosity,  as  he  leaned  his 
elbows  on  the  table. 

"There    results    from    it,"    said    Rodin,    "that    when    our 
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most  dangerous  enemy  is  mortally  wounded,  she  al 
the  battlefield.     That  is  something,  I  should  h 

"Indeed,"  said  the  princess,  "the  talei  I 
Mdlle.  de  Cardoville  would  make  her  tin 
lormed  against  us." 

"Be  it  so."  replied   Father  d'Aigrigny,  obstinal 
may  be  no  longer  Eormidable  in  that  respect.     B 
in  her  heart  will  not  prevent  her  from  inheriting." 

"Who  tells  you  so?  '  asked  Rodin,  coldly,  and  with  a^ur- 
ance.     "Do  you  know  why   1   have  taken  stub  pains, 
to  bring  her  in  contact  with    Djalma,  and  then   I 
her  from  him  ?" 

"That  is  what  I  ask  you,"  said  Father  D'Aigrigny;  "how 
can  this  storm  of  passion  prevent  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville  and 
the  prince  from  inheriting?" 

"Is  it  from  the  serene,  or  from  the  stormy  sky,  thai  d 
the    destroying    thunderbolt?"     said     Rodin,     disdainfully. 
"Be  satisfied;  I  shall  know  where  to  place  the  condu 
As  for  M.  Hardy,  the  man  lived  for  three  things:  his  w 
men,  his  friend,  his  mistress,     lie  has  been  thrice  woun 
in   the  heart.     I   always  take  aim  at   the  heart ;  it  is  1< 
and  sure." 

"It  is  legal,  and  sure,  and  praiseworthy,"  said  the  bishi 
"for,  if  I  understand  you  rightly,  this  manufacturer  h;. 
concubine;  now  it  is  well  to  make  i  an  evil  passioi1  for 

the  punishment  of  the  wicked." 

"True,    quite   true."    added    the    cardinal  ;    "if    the)    !■ 
evil  passion  for  us  to  mi  e  of  it,  it  is  their  own  fault." 

"Our  holy   Mother    Perpetue,"    said   the   prino 
every  means  to  discover  this  abominable  adultery." 

"Well,  then.  M.  Hardy  is  wounded  in  hi-  deal 
tions,  I  admit."  said  Father  d'Aigrigny,  still  di 
inch  of  ground;  "ruined  too  in  bis  fortune,  which  wi 
make  him  the  more  eager  after  this  inheritani 

The  argument  appeared  of  weighl  to  the  two  pi 
the  princess;  all  looked  at  Rodin  with  anxi<  In- 

stead of  answering  he  walked  up  to  the  sideboard 
trary  to  his  habits  of   stoical    sobriety,  and   in 
repugnance  for  wine,  be  examined  the 
"What  is  there  in  them?" 

"Claret  and  sherry,"   -aid   tin-   hostess,   much  .•:  I 
at  the  sudden  taste  of  Rodin,  "and " 

The  latter  took  a  decanter  at  hazard,  and   \  I   a 
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glass  of  Madeira,  which  he  drank  off  at  a  draught.  Just  be- 
fore he  had  felt  a  strange  kind  of  shivering ;  to  this  had 
succeeded  a  sort  of  weakness.  He  hoped  the  wine  would 
revive  him. 

After  wiping  his  mouth  with  the  back  of  his  dirty  hand, 
he  returned  to  the  table,  and  said  to  Father  d'Aigrigny : 
"What  did  you  tell  me  about  M.  Hardy?" 

"That  being  ruined  in  fortune,  he  would  be  the  more  eager 
to  obtain  this  immense  inheritance,"  answered  Father  d'Ai- 
grigny, inwardly  much  offended  at  the  imperious  tone. 

"M.  Hardy  think  of  money?"  said  Rodin,  shrugging  his 
shoulders.  "He  is  indifferent  to  life,  plunged  in  a  stupor  from 
which  he  only  starts  to  burst  into  tears.  Then  he  speaks 
with  mechanical  kindness  to  those  about  him.  I  have  placed 
him  in  good  hands.  He  begins,  however,  to  be  sensible  to 
the  attentions  shown  him,  for  he  is  good,  excellent,  weak ; 
and  it  is  to  this  excellence,  Father  d'Aigrigny,  that  you  must 
appeal  to  finish  the  work  in  hand." 

"I  ?"  said  Father  d'Aigrigny,  much  surprised. 

"Yes ;  and  then  you  will  find  that  the  result  I  have  ob- 
tained is  considerable,  and " 

Rodin  paused,  and,  pressing  his  hand  to  his  forehead,  said 
to  himself  :     "It  is  strange  !" 

"What  is  the  matter?"   said  the  princess,   with   interest. 

"Nothing,  madame,"  answered  Rodin,  with  a  shiver ;  "it 
is  doubtless  the  wine  I  drank ;  I  am  not  accustomed  to  it. 
I  feel  a  slight  headache ;  but  it  will  pass." 

"Your  eyes  are  very  bloodshot,  my  good  father,"  said 
the  princess. 

"I  have  looked  too  closely  into  my  web,"  answered  the 
Jesuit,  with  a  sinister  smile;  "and  I  must  look  again,  to 
make  Father  d'Aigrigny,  who  pretends  to  be  blind,  catch  a 
glimpse  of  my  other  flies.  The  two  daughters  of  Marshal 
Simon,  for  instance,  growing  sadder  and  more  dejected  every 
day,  at  the  icy  barrier  raised  between  them  and  their  father ; 
and  the  latter  thinking  himself  one  day  dishonored  if  he 
does  this,  another  if  he  does  that ;  so  that  the  hero  of  the 
Empire  has  become  weaker  and  more  irresolute  than  a  child. 
What  more  remains  of  this  impious  family?  Jacques  Ren- 
nepont?  Ask  Morok,  to  what  a  state  of  debasement  intem- 
perance has  reduced  him,  and  towards  what  an  abyss  he  is 
rushing ! — There  is  my  occurrence-sheet ;  you  see  to  what 
are  reduced  all  the  members  of  this  family,  who,  six  weeks 
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ago,  had  each  elements  of  strength  .•■,]   •,     ml     Behold  v 
Renneponts,   who,   by   the   will   of   their   1 

were  to  unite  their  forces  to  combat  and  ci 

— There  was  g i  reason  to  fear  them. 

That  I  would  act  upon  their  passions.  Wl 
I  have  acted  upon  their  passions.  At  th 
vainly    struggling    in    my    web — they    are    mil 

mine " 

As  he  was  speaking,  Rodin's  countenance  and  had 

undergone  a  singular  alteration;   his  complexion, 

adaverous,  had  become  flushed,  but  unequally. 
patches;  then,  strange  phenomenon!  1 
brilliant  and  more  sunken,  and  his  voice  sharper  and  lou 
The  change  in  the  countenance  of   1  which  he 

not  appear  to  he  conscious,  was  so  remarkable,  that  the  other 
actors  in  this  scene  looked  at  him  with  a  sort  of  ten- 
Deceived  as  to  the  cause  of  this  impression,   Rodin  i 
claimed   with   indignation,   in  a   voice   interrupted    by   dee;, 
gaspings  for  breath:     "It  is  pity  for  this  impious  race,  that 
I  read  upon  your  faces?    Pity  for  the  young  girl,  who  a 
enters  a  church,  and  erects  pagan  altars  in  her  habitat: 
Pity    for    Hardy,    the    sentimental    blasphemer,    the    philan- 
thropic atheist,  who  had  no  chapel  in  his  factory,  and  dared 
to  blend  the  names  of  Socrates,  Marcus-Aurelius,  and  PI 
with    our    Savior's?      Pity    for    the    Indian    worship; 
Brahma?    Pity  for  the  two  sisters,  who  have  never  even  ; 
baptized?     Pity  for  that  brute,  Jacques   Rennepont? 
for  the  stupid  imperial  soldier,  who  has   Napoleon   for  his 

'..  and  the  bulletins  of  the  Grand  Army  for  his  . 
Pity  for  this  family  of  renegades,  whose  ancestor,  a  r 
heretic,  not  content  with  robbing  us  of  our 
from  his  tomb,  at  the  end  of  a  century  and  a  half,  hi- 
race  to  lift  their  heads  against  us?     What!  to  d< 
selves    from   these  vipers,    we   shall    not   have   tl: 
crush  them  in  their  own  venom? — I   tell   you,  that    : 
serve  heaven,  and  to  give  a  salutary  exan  rl<l. 

to  devote,  by  unchaining  their  own 
family  to  grief  and  ir  and  death!' 

ls  he  spoke  thus.  Rodin  was  dreadful  in  his 
fire  of   his  eyes  became   still   more   bri 
dry  and   burning,   a  cold   sweat   bat! 
could  be  seen   throbbing;   an   icy   shi  ran   tl. 

frame.     Attributing  these  symptod 
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through  a  portion  of  the  night,  and  wishing  to  avoid  faint- 
ing, he  went  to  the  sideboard,  filled  another  glass  with  wine, 
which  he  drank  off  at  a  draught,  and  returned  as  the  car- 
dinal said  to  him:  "If  your  course  with  regard  to  this  family- 
needed  justification,  my  good  father,  your  last  word  would 
have  victoriously  justified  it.  Not  only  are  you  right,  accord- 
ing to  your  own  casuists,  but  there  is  nothing  in  your  pro- 
ceedings contrary  to  human  laws.  As  for  the  divine  law,  it 
is  pleasing  to  the  Lord  to  destroy  impiety  with  its  own 
weapons." 

Conquered,  as  well  as  the  others,  by  Rodin's  diabolical 
assurance,  and  brought  back  to  a  kind  of  fearful  admiration, 
Father  d'Aigrigny  said  to  him :  "I  confess  I  was  wrong  in 
doubting  the  judgment  of  your  reverence.  Deceived  by  the 
appearance  of  the  means  employed,  I  could  not  judge  of 
their  connection,  and  above  all,  of  their  results.  I  now  see, 
that,  thanks  to  you,  success  is  no  longer  doubtful." 

"This  is  an  exaggeration,"  replied  Rodin,  with  feverish 
impatience ;  "all  these  passions  arc  at  work,  but  the  mo- 
ment is  critical.  As  the  alchemist  bends  over  the  crucible, 
which  may  give  him  either  treasures  or  sudden  death — I 
alone  at  this  moment " 

Rodin  did  not  finish  the  sentence.  He  pressed  both  his 
hands  to  his  forehead,  with  a  stifled  cry  of  pain. 

"What  is  the  matter?"  said  Father  d'Aigrigny.  "For 
some  moments  you  have  been  growing  fearfully  pale." 

"I  do  not  know  what  is  the  matter,"  said  Rodin,  in  an 
altered  voice ;  "my  headache  increases — I  am  seized  with  a 
sort  of  giddiness." 

"Sit  down,"  said  the  princess,  with  interest. 

"Take  something,"  said  the  bishop. 

"It  will  be  nothing,"  said  Rodin,  with  an  effort ;  "I  am 
no  milksop,  thank  heaven  ! — I  had  little  sleep  last  night ; 
it  is  fatigue — nothing  more.  I  was  saying,  that  I  alone 
could  now  direct  this  affair:  but  I  cannot  execute  the  plan 
myself.  I  must  keep  out  of  the  way,  and  watch  in  the  shade: 
I  must  hold  the  threads,  which  I  alone  can  manage,"  added 
Rodin,  in  a  faint  voice. 

"My  good  father,"  said  the  cardinal  uneasily,  "I  assure 
you  that  you  are  very  unwell.  Your  paleness  is  becoming 
livid." 

"It  is  possible,"  answered  Rodin,  courageously ;  "but  I 
am  not  to  be  so  soon  conquered.     To  return  to  our  affair—* 
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this  is  the  time,  in  which  your  qualities,  Father  d'Aigrigny, 
will  turn  to  good  account.     I   have  never  denied  them,  and 
they  may  now  be  of  the  greatest  use.     You  have  the  po 
of  charming — grace — eloquence — you  must " 

Rodin  paused  again.  A  cold  sweat  poured  from  In-*  fore- 
head. He  felt  his  legs  give  way  under  him,  notwithstanding 
his  obstinate  energy. 

"I  confess,  I  am  not  well."  he  said;  "yet.  this  morning, 
I  was  as  well  as  ever.     I  shiver.     I  am  icy  cold." 

"Draw  near  the  tire — it  is  a  sudden  indisposition,"  said 
the  bishop,  offering  his  arm  with  heroic  devotion;  "it  will 
not  be  anything  of  consequence." 

"If  you  were  to  take  something  warm,  a  cup  of  tea."  said 
the  princess;  "Dr.  Baleinier  will  be  here  directly — he  will 
reassure  us  as  to  this — indisposition." 

"It  is  really  inexplicable,"  said  the  prelate. 

At  these  words  of  the  cardinal,  Rodin,  who  had  advanced 
with   difficulty  towards  the  fire,   turned   his   eyes   upon   the 
prelate,  and  looked  at  him  fixedly  in  a  strange  manner,   for 
about  a  second;  then,  strong  in  his  unconquerable  enei 
notwithstanding  the  change  in  his  features,  which  were  now 
visibly  disfigured.  Rodin  said,  in  a  broken  voice,  which  he 
tried  to  make  firm:     "The  fire  has  warmed  me;  it   will  be 
nothing.     I  have  no  time  to  coddle  myself.     It  would  1 
pretty  thing  to  fall  ill  just  as  the  Rennepont  affair  can  only 
succeed  by  my  exertions!     Let  us  return  to  business.     1  I 
you,   Father   d'Aigrigny,   that   you   might    serve    us   .: 
deal;  and  you  also,  princess,  who  have  ised  this  cause 

as  if  it  were  your  own " 

Rodin  again  paused.     This  time  he  uttered  a  piercing  cry, 
sank  upon  a  chair  placed   near  him,   and   throwing   bin 
back  convulsively,  he  pressed  his  hands  to  1 
claimed:     "Oh!  what  pain!" 

Then  (dreadful  sight!)  a  cadaverous  decomposition,  rapid 
as  thought,  took  place  in  Rodin's  features.     His  holli 
were  filled  with  blood,  and  seemed  to  shrink  back  in  their 
orbits,    which    formed,   as    it    were,    two   dark    bole-,    m    the 
centre  of  which  blazed  points  of   fin-:   I  mvulsi 

drew  the  flabby,  damp,  and  icy  skin  tighl  over  th< 
prominences  of'the  face,  which  was  becoming  rapidly 
From   the   lips,    writhing    with    pain,  I    the  ling 

breath,  mingled  with  the  words:     "Oh!  [sill  I   ' 

Then,  yielding  to  a  transport  of  fury,  Rodin  tore  with  his 
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nails  his  naked  chest,  for  he  had  twisted  off  the  buttons  of 
his  waistcoat,  and  rent  his  black  and  filthy  shirt-front,  as  if 
the  pressure  of  those  garments  augmented  the  violence  of 
the  pain  under  which  he  was  writhing.  The  bishop,  the  car- 
dinal, and  Father  d'Aigrigny,  hastily  approached  Rodin,  to 
try  and  hold  him ;  he  was  seized  with  horrible  convulsions ; 
but,  suddenly,  collecting  all  his  strength,  he  rose  upon  his 
feet  stiff  as  a  corpse.  Then,  with  his  garments  in  disorder, 
his  thin,  gray  hair  standing  up  all  around  his  greenish  face, 
fixing  his  red  and  flaming  eyes  upon  the  cardinal,  he  seized 
him  with  convulsive  grasp,  and  exclaimed  in  a  terrible  voice, 
half  stifled  in  his  throat :  "Cardinal  Malipieri — this  illness 
is  too  sudden — they  suspect  me  at  Rome — you  are  of  the 
race  of  the  Borgias — and  your  secretary  was  with  me  this 
morning !" 

"Unhapply  man!  what  does  he  dare  insinuate?"  cried  the 
prelate,  as  amazed  as  he  was  indignant  at  the  accusation. 
So  saying,  the  cardinal  strove  to  free  himself  from  the  grasp 
of  Rodin,  whose  fingers  were  now  as  stiff  as  iron. 

"I  am  poisoned !"  muttered  Rodin,  and  sinking  back,  he 
fell  into  the  arms  of  Father  d'Aigrigny. 

Notwithstanding  his  alarm,  the  cardinal  had  time  to 
whisper  to  the  latter:  "He  thinks  himself  poisoned.  He 
must  therefore  be  plotting  something  very  dangerous." 

The  door  of  the  room  opened.     It  was  Dr.  Baleinier. 

"Oh,  doctor !"  cried  the  princess,  as  she  ran  pale  and 
frightened  towards  him ;  "Father  Rodin  has  been  suddenly 
attacked   with   terrible  convulsions.      Quick !   quick !" 

"Convulsions?  oh!  it  will  be  nothing,  madame,"  said  the 
doctor,  throwing  down  his  hat  upon  a  chair,  and  hastily 
approaching  the  group  which  surrounded  the  sick  man. 

"Here  is  the  doctor!"  cried  the  princess.  All  stepped 
aside,  except  Father  d'Aigrigny,  who  continued  to  support 
Rodin,  leaning  against  a  chair. 

"Heavens !  what  symptoms !"  cried  Dr.  Baleinier,  examin- 
ing with  growing  terror  the  countenance  of  Rodin,  which 
from  green  was  turning  blue. 

"What  is  it?"  asked  all  the  spectators,  with  one  voice. 

"What  is  it?"  repeated  the  doctor,  drawing  back  as  if  he 
had  trodden  upon  a  serpent.  "It  is  the  cholera !  and  con- 
tagious!" 

On  this  frightful,  magic  word,  Father  d'Aigrigny  aban- 
doned his  hold  of  Rodin,  who  rolled  upon  the  floor. 
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"He  is  lost!"  cried  Dr.  Baleinier.  "But  I  will  run  to 
fetch  the  means  for  a  last  effort."     And  he  rushed  towards 

the  door. 

The    Princess   de    Saint-Dizier,    Father  the 

bishop,  and   the  cardinal    followed   in   terror   th<    flight 
Dr.    Baleinier.      They    all    pressed    to    the    door,    which,    in 

their  consternation,  they  could  not  open.  It  opened 
— but  from  without — and  Gabriel  appeared  upon  the  thresh- 
old. Gabriel,  the  type  of  the  true  priest,  the  hoi  v.  the 
evangelical  minister,  to  whom  we  can  never  pay  enough  >>f 
respect  and  ardent  sympathy,  and  tender  admiration.  His 
angelic  countenance,  in  its  mild  serenity,  offered  a  striking 
contrast  of  these  faces,  all  disturbed  and  contracted  with 
terror. 

The  young  priest  was  nearly  thrown  down  by  the   (p. 
tives,  who  rushed  through  the  now  open  doorway,  exclaim- 
ing:   "Do  not  go  in!  he  is  dying  of  the  cholera.     Fly  !" 

On  these  words,  pushing  back  the  bishop,  who,  being  the 
last,  was  trying  to  force  a  passage,  Gabriel  ran  towards 
Rodin,  while  the  prelate  succeeded  in  making  his  esc 
Rodin,  stretched  upon  the  carpet,  his  limbs  twisted  with 
fearful  cramps,  was  writhing  in  the  extremity  of  pain.  The 
violence  of  his  fall  had,  no  doubt,  roused  him  to  conscious 
ness,  for  he  moaned,  in  a  sepulchral  voice:  "They  leave  me 
to  die — like  a  dog — the  cowards! — Help! — no  one " 

And  the  dying  man,  rolling  on  his  back  with  a  convuls 
movement,  turned  towards  the  ceiling  a   face  on  which  was 
branded   the   infernal    despair   of    the   damned,   as   he   once 
more  repeated:  "No  one! — not  on<  !" 

His   eyes,    which    suddenly    llamed    with    fury,    jusl    then 
met  the  large  blue  eyes  of  the  angelic  and  mild  counl 
of  Gabriel  who,  kneeling  beside  him,  said  to  him,  in  his 
grave  tones:     "I  am  here,   father — to  help  you.   if   help 
possible —  to  pray  for  you,  if  God  calls  you  to  him." 

"Gabriel !"    murmured    Rodin,    with    failii 
give  me  for  the  evil  I  h  <ne  you — do  i 

not " 

Rodin  could  not  finish;  he  had  succeeded  in  raising  him- 
self into  a  sitting  posture;  he  now  uttered  a  loud  cry,  and 
fell  back  without  sense  or  motion. 


The  same  day  it  was  announced  in  the  eve 
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"The  cholera  has  broken  out  in  Paris.  The  first  case 
declared  itself  this  day,  at  half-past  three,  p.m  in  the  Rue 
de  Babylone,  at  Saint-Dizier  House." 


CHAPTER  XVIII. 

THE    SQUARE    OF    NOTRE   DAME. 

A  week  had  passed  since  Rodin  was  seized  with  the 
cholera,  and  its  ravages  had  continually  increased.  That 
was  an  awful  time !  A  funeral  pall  was  spread  over  Paris, 
once  so  gay.  And  yet,  never  had  the  sky  been  of  a  more 
settled,  purer  blue ;  never  had  the  sun  shone  more  brilliantly. 
The  inexorable  serenity  of  nature,  during  the  ravages  of  the 
deadly  scourge,  offered  a  strange  and  mysterious  contrast. 
The  flaunting  light  of  the  dazzling  sunshine  fell  full  upon 
the  features,  contracted  by  a  thousand  agonizing  fears. 
Each  trembled  for  himself,  or  for  those  dear  to  him;  every 
countenance  was  stamped  with  an  expression  of  feverish 
astonishment  and  dread.  People  walked  with  rapid  steps, 
as  if  they  would  escape  from  the  fate  which  threatened 
them ;  besides,  they  were  in  haste  to  return  to  their  homes, 
for  often  they  left  life,  health,  happiness,  and,  two  hours 
later,  they  found  agony,  death,  and  despair. 

At  every  moment,  new  dismal  objects  met  the  view. 
Sometimes  carts  passed  along,  filled  with  coffins,  symmet- 
rically piled ;  they  stopped  before  every  house.  Men  in  black 
and  gray  garments  were  in  waiting  before  the  door ;  they 
held  out  their  hands,  and  to  some  one  coffin  was  thrown, 
to  some  two,  frequently  three  or  four,  from  the  same  house. 
It  sometimes  happened  that  the  store  was  quickly  exhausted, 
and  the  cart,  which  had  arrived  full,  went  away  empty, 
whilst  many  of  the  dead  in  the  street  were  still  unserved. 
In  nearly  every  dwelling,  upstairs  and  down,  from  the  roof 
to  the  cellar,  there  was  a  stunning  tapping  of  hammers : 
coffins  were  being  nailed  down,  and  so  many,  so  very  many 
were  nailed,  that  sometimes  those  who  worked  stopped  from 
sheer  fatigue.  Then  broke  forth  laments,  heart-rending 
moans,  despairing  imprecations.  They  were  uttered  by 
those  from  whom  the  men  in  black  and  gray  had  taken  some 
one  to  fill  the  coffins. 

Unceasingly  were  the  coffins  filled,  and  day  and  night  did 
those  men  work,  but  by  day  more  than  by  night,   for,   as 
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soon  as  it  was  dusk,  came  a  gl< .\  if  vehi  I   all 

kinds — the  usual  hearses  were  nut  sufficient;  but  i  rts, 

drays,  hackney-coaches,  and  such  like.  1  the  fun* 

procession;  different  to  the  other  conveyances,  which  ente 
the  streets   full  and   went  away  empty-    tl  ime  empty 

but  soon  returned  full.     During  that  period,  the  windows  of 
many  houses  were  illuminated,  and  often  the  h 
burning   till    the   morning.      It    was    "the    season."      '11. 
illuminations  resembled   the  gleaming   rays   which   shin< 
the  gay  haunts  of  pleasure;  but  there   were  tapers   insl 
of  wax  candles,  and  the  chanting  of  prayers   for  the  • 
replaced  the  murmur  of  the  ball-room.     In  the  streets,  insl 
of  the  facetious  transparencies  which  indicate  the  COStun 
there  swung  at  intervals  huge  lanterns  of  a  blood-red  o 
with  these  words   in  black   letters:     "Assistance    for   t: 
attacked   with  the  cholera."     The  true   places    for   revelry, 
during  the  night,   were  the  churchyards;   they   ran 
they,  usually  so  desolate  and  silent,  during  the  dark,  quiet 
hours,    when    the    cypress    trees    ru  .    the    bre<    ■ 

lonely,   that   no   human   step   dared   to   disturb   the   solemn 
silence  which  reigned  there  at  night,  became  on  a  sudden, 
animated,  noisy,   riotous,   and   resplendent    with   light      By 
the  smoky  flames  of  torches,  which  threw  a  red 
the  dark  fir-trees,  and   the  white  tomb  ^rave- 

diggers  worked  merrily,  humming  snatches  of  rite 

tune.  Their  laborious  and  hazardous  industry  then  com- 
manded a  very  high  price:  they  were  in  such  request  that  it 
was  necessary  to  humor  them.  They  drank  often  and  much  ; 
they  sang  long  and  loud;  and  this  to  keep  up  their  strength 
and  spirits  good,  absolute  requisites  in  such  an  empl 
ment.  If,  by  chance,  any  did  not  finish  the  grave  they  had 
begun,  some  obliging  comrade  finished  it  for  them  (fitting 
expression!),  and  placed  them  in  it  with  friendl) 

Other  distant  sound-  re-ponded  to  the  joyou  of 

the    grave-diggers;    public-houses    hail    sprung    up    in 
neighborhood   of   the   churchyards,   and    tin-   driv  the 

dead,   when  they  had  "set  down  th< 
jocosely  expressed  themse!  inched   with  their   I 

gratuities,  feasted  and   made  merry  like  !'•: 
found  them  with  a  glass  in  their  hands,  and  a  jest  on  their 
lips;   and,    strange   I  .   among   these    funeral    satellil 

who  breathed  the  very  atmosphere  of  the 
tality    was     scarcely     perceptihle.       In     the    dark,     squalid 
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quarters  of  the  town,  where,  surrounded  by  infectious  ex- 
halations, the  indigent  population  was  crowded  together, 
and  miserable  beings,  exhausted  by  severe  privation,  were 
"bespoke"  by  the  cholera,  as  it  was  energetically  said  at 
the  time,  not  only  individuals,  but  whole  families,  were  car- 
ried off  iti  a  few  hours ;  and  yet,  sometimes,  oh,  merciful 
Providence !  one  or  two  little  children  were  left  in  the  cold 
and  empty  room,  after  the  father  and  mother,  brother  and 
sister,  had  been  taken  away  in  their  shells. 

Frequently,  houses  which  had  swarmed  with  hard  work- 
ing laborers,  were  obliged  to  be  shut  up  for  want  of  tenants ; 
in  one  day,  they  had  been  completely  cleared  by  this  terrible 
visitation,  from  the  cellars,  where  little  chimney-sweepers 
slept  upon  straw,  to  the  garret,  on  whose  cold  brick  floor  lay 
stretched  some  wan  and  half-naked  being,  without  work  and 
without  bread.  But,  of  all  the  wards  of  Paris,  that  which 
perhaps  presented  the  most  frightful  spectacle  during  the 
progress  of  the  cholera,  was  the  City;  and  in  the  City,  the 
square  before  the  cathedral  of  Notre-Dame  was  almost  every- 
day the  theatre  of  dreadful  scenes:  for  this  locality  was 
frequently  thronged  with  those  who  conveyed  the  sick  from 
the  neighboring  streets  to  the  Great  Hospital.  The  cholera 
had  not  one  aspect,  but  a  thousand.  So  that  one  week  after 
Rodin  had  been  suddenly  attacked,  several  events  combin- 
ing the  horrible  and  the  grotesque  occurred  in  the  square  of 
Notre  Dame. 

Instead  of  the  Rue  d'Arcole,  which  now  leads  directly  to 
the  square,  it  was  then  approached  on  one  side,  by  a  mean 
narrow  lane,  like  all  the  other  streets  of  the  City,  and  termi- 
nating in  a  dark,  low  archway.  Upon  entering  the  square, 
the  principal  door  of  the  huge  Cathedral  was  to  the  left  of 
the  spectator,  and  facing  him  were  the  Hospital  buildings. 
A  little  beyond,  was  an  opening  which  gave  to  view  a  por- 
tion of  the  parapet  of  the  Quay  Notre-Dame.  A  placard  had 
been  recently  stuck  on  the  discolored  and  sunken  wall  of  the 
archway ;  it  contained  these  words,  traced  in  large  char- 
acters.* 


*It  is  well-known  that  at  the  time  of  the  cholera,  such  placards  were 
numerous  in  Paris,  and  were  alternately  attributed  to  opposite  parties. 
Among  others,  to  the  priests,  many  of  the  bishops  having  published 
mandatory  letters,  or  stated  openly  in  the  churches  of  their  diocese, 
that  the  Almighty  had  sent  the  cholera  as  a  punishment  to  France  for 
having  driven  away  its  lawful  sovereign,  and  assimilated  the  Catholic 
to  other  forms  of  worshin. 
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"■Vengeance!    V 

"The  Working-men  carried  to  the  hospital:  •  thr 

number   ot   patients  is   too  great;   every   i  led   with 

corpses,  drop  down  the  Seine. 
"Vengeance  and  Death  to  the  murderers  of  tl 

Two  men,   enveloped   in  cloaks,   and   half-hidden    in   the 
deep  shadow  of  the  vault,  were  listening  with  anxious  curi- 
osity to  the  threatening  murmur,  which  rose  with  in< 
force  from  among  a  tumultuous  assembly,  ied  around 

the  Hospital.    Soon,  cries  of  "Death  to  the  !— Vei 

ance!"  reached  the  ears  of  the  persons  who  were  in  ami 
under  the  arch. 

"The  posters  are  working,"  said  one;  "the  train  is  on  tire. 
When  once  the  populace  is  roused,  we  can  set  them  on  whom 
we  please." 

"I  say,"  replied  the  other  man,  "look  over  there,     1  I 
Hercules,  whose  athletic   form  towers  above  the  muh.  was 
one  of  the  most  frantic  leaders  when  M.  Hardy's   factory 
was  destroyed." 

"To  he  sure  he  was;  I  know  him  again.  Wherever 
mischief  is  to  be  done,  you  are  sure  to  find  those  vagabon 

"Now,  take  my  advice,  do  not  let  US   remain   under  this 
archway,"  said  the  other  man;  "the  wind  is  as  cold  as 
and  though  I  am  cased  in  ilannel " 

"You  are  right,  the  cholera  is  confoundedly  impolite.     B 
sides,  everything  is  going  on  well  here;  I  am  likev. 
sured  that  the  whole  of  the  Faubourg  Saint-Antoine  i-^  ready 
to  rise  in  the  republican  cause;  that  will  serve  our  ends,  ami 
our  holy  religion  will  triumph  over  revolutionary   impii 
Let  us  rejoin  Father  d'Aigrigny." 

"Where  shall  we  find  him:" 

"Xear  here,  come — come." 

The  two  hastily  disappeared. 

The  sun,  beginning  to  decline,  shed  its  golden  rays  upon 
the  blackened  sculptures  of  the  porch  of  Notre-Dame,  and 
upon   its   two   massy    towers,    rising    in    imposing    maj< 
against  a  perfectly  blue  sky,  for  during  the  last  few 
north-east  wind,  dry  and  cold,  had  driven  away  the  I 
cloud.    A  considerable  number  of  pe 
stated,    obstructed    the    approach    t 
crowded  round  the  iron  railings  that 

building,  behind  which  was   stationed   a  foment   of   in- 

fantry, the  cries  of  "Death  to  the  <i  '  be  every 
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moment  more  threatening.  The  people  who  thus  vociferated 
belonged  to  an  idle,  vagabond,  and  depraved  populace — the 
dregs  of  the  Paris  mob;  and  (terrible  spectacle!)  the  un- 
fortunate beings  who  were  forcibly  carried  through  the 
midst  of  these  hideous  groups  entered  the  Hospital,  whilst 
the  air  resounded  with  hoarse  clamors,  and  cries  of 
"Death."  Every  moment,  fresh  victims  were  brought  along 
in  litters,  and  on  stretchers ;  the  litters  were  frequently  fur- 
nished with  coarse  curtains,  and  thus  the  sick  occupants 
were  concealed  from  the  public  gaze ;  but  the  stretchers, 
having  no  covering,  the  convulsive  movements  of  the  dying 
patients  often  thrust  aside  the  sheet,  ana  exposed  to  view 
their  faces,  livid  as  corpes.  Far  from  inspiring  with  terror 
the  wretches  assembled  round  the  Hospital,  such  spectacles 
became  to  them  the  signal  for  savage  jests,  and  atrocious 
predictions  upon  the  fate  of  these  poor  creatures,  when  once 
in  the  power  of  the  doctors. 

The  big  blaster  and  Ciboule,  with  a  good  many  of  their 
adherents,  were  among  the  mob.  After  the  destruction  of 
Hardy's  factory,  the  quarryman  was  formally  expelled 
from  the  union  of  the  Wolves,  who  would  have  nothing 
more  to  do  with  this  wretch ;  since  then,  he  had  plunged 
into  the  grossest  debauchery,  and  speculating  on  his  her- 
culean strength,  had  hired  himself  as  the  officious  champion 
of  Ciboule  and  her  compeers.  With  the  exception  there- 
fore of  some  chance  passengers,  the  square  of  Notre-Dame 
was  filled  with  a  ragged  crowd,  composed  of  the  refuse  of 
the  Parisian  populace — wretches  who  call  for  pity  as  well 
as  blame ;  for  misery,  ignorance,  and  destitution,  beget  but 
too  fatally  vice  and  crime.  These  savages  of  civilization 
felt  neither  pity,  improvement,  nor  terror,  at  the  shocking 
sights  with  which  they  were  surrounded ;  careless  of  a  life 
which  was  a  daily  struggle  against  hunger,  or  the  allure- 
ments of  guilt,  they  braved  the  pestilence  with  infernal 
audacity,  or  sank  under  it  with  blasphemy  on  their  lips. 

The  tall  form  of  the  quarryman  was  conspicuous  amongst 
the  rest ;  with  inflamed  eyes  and  swollen  features,  he  yelled 
at  the  top  of  his  voice:  "Death  to  the  body-snatchers!  they 
poison  the  people." 

"That  is  easier  than  to  feed  them,"  added  Ciboule.  Then, 
addressing  herself  to  an  old  man,  who  was  being  carried 
with  great  difficulty  through  the  dense  crowd,  upon  a  chair, 
by  two  men,  the  hag  continued:     "Hey?  don't  go  in  there, 
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old  croaker;  die  here  in  the  open  air  in  :'  dying  in 

that  den,  where  you'll  be  doctored  like  an  old  rat.*' 

"Yes,*'    added    the    quarryman  ;    "and    •'  they'll    th: 

you   into   the    water   to    feast   the   fishes,    which   you    v» 
swallow  any  more." 

At    these    atrocious    cries,    the    old    man    1 
around,  and  uttered  faint  groans.     Ciboule  wished  to 
the  persons   who   were   carrying   him,   and   they   had   much 
difficulty  in  getting  rid  of  the  hag.     The  number  •  I 
patients  arriving  increased  every  moment,  and  neither 

litters  nor  stretchers  cou'd  be  obtained,  so  that  they  were 
borne  along  in  the  arms  of  the  attendants.     Several  awful 
episodes  bore  witness  to  the  startling  rapidity  of  the  in 
tion.      Two   men    were   carrying    a    stretcher    covered    with 
a  blood-stained   sheet;   one  of   them   suddenly    felt    him 
attacked  with  the  complaint;  he  stopped   short,  his  pav 
less  arms  let  go  the  stretcher;  he  turned   pale,   staggered, 
fell  upon  the  patient,  becoming  as  livid  as  him  ;   the  other 
man,  struck  with  terror,  fled  precipitately,  leaving  his  com- 
panion and  the  dying  man  in  the  midst  of  the  crowd.     Some 
drew  back  in  horror,  others  bur^t  into  a  savage  laugh. 

"The  horses  have  taken  fright,"  said  the  quarryman,  "and 
have  left  the  turn-out  in  the  lurch." 

"Help!"  cried  the  dying  man,  with  a  despairing  accent; 
"for  pity's  sake  take  me  in." 

"There's  no  more  room  in  the  pit,"  said  one,  in  a  j 
tone. 

"And   you've   no   legs   left   to   reach   the   gallery,"   added 
another. 

The  sick  man  made  an  effort  to  rise;   hut   his  strength 
failed   him;    he    fell    hack    exhausted   on    the    mattn 
sudden     movement     took     place     among     the     crowd,     the 
stretcher  was  overturned,  the  old  man  and   his  compai 
were  trodden  underfoot,  and  their  groans  wen-  drowned  in 
the  cries  of  "Death  to  the  body-snatcb  The 

renewed  with  fresh  fury,  hut  the  ferocious  hand,  who 
spected  nothing  in  their  savage  fury,  wen 
to   open   their    ranks   to   several    workmen,    wl 
cleared  the  way  for  two  of  their  friends  carrying  in  their 
arms  a  poor  artisan.      He   was    still 
and  already  livid  head  hung  down  upon  the  sh 
of  them.     A  little  child   fi  ing,  and  holdi 

one  of  the  workmen's  coats.     The  measui 
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sound  of  several  drums  was  now  heard  at  a  distance  in  the 
winding  streets  of  the  city :  they  were  beating  the  call  to 
arms,  for  sedition  was  rife  in  the  Faubourg  Saint-Antoine. 
The  drummers  emerged  from  under  the  archway,  and  were 
traversing  the  square,  when  one  of  them,  a  gray-haired 
veteran,  suddenly  slackened  the  rolling  of  his  drum,  and 
stood  still :  his  companions  turned  round  in  surprise — he 
had  turned  green ;  his  legs  gave  way,  he  stammered  some 
unintelligible  words,  and  had  fallen  upon  the  pavement 
before  those  in  the  front  rank  had  time  to  pause.  The  over- 
whelming rapidity  of  this  attack  startled  for  a  moment 
the  most  hardened  among  the  surrounding  spectators ;  for, 
wondering  at  the  interruption,  a  part  of  the  crowd  had 
rushed  towards  the  soldiers. 

At  sight  of  the  dying  man,  supported  in  the  arms  of  two 
of  his  comrades,  one  of  the  individuals,  who,  concealed 
under  the  arch,  had  watched  the  beginning  of  the  popular 
excitement,  said  to  the  drummers :  "Your  comrade  drank, 
perhaps,  at  some  fountain  on  the  road  ?" 

"Yes,  sir,"  replied  one ;  "he  was  very  thirsty ;  he  drank 
two  mouthfuls  of  water  on  the  Place  du  Chatelet." 

"Then  he  is  poisoned,"  said  the  man. 

"Poisoned?"  cried  several  voices. 

"It  is  not  surprising,"  replied  the  man,  in  a  mysterious 
tone ;  "poison  is  thrown  into  the  public  fountains ;  and 
this  very  morning  a  man  was  massacred  in  the  Rue  Beau- 
bourg  who  was  discovered  emptying  a  paper  of  arsenic  into 
a  pot  of  wine  at  a  public-house."* 

Having  sard  these  words,  the  man  disappeared  in  the 
crowd.  This  report,  no  less  absurd  than  the  tales  about  the 
poisoning  of  the  Hospital  patients,  was  received  with  a 
general  burst  of  indignation.  Five  or  six  ragged  beings, 
regular  ruffians,  seized  the  body  of  the  expiring  drummer, 
hoisted  it  upon  their  shoulders,  in  spite  of  all  the  efforts  of 
his  comrades  to  prevent  them,  and  paraded  the  square  ex- 
hibiting the  dismal  trophy.  Ciboule  and  the  quarryman  went 
before,  crying :  "Make  way  for  the  corpse !  This  is  how 
they  poison  the  people !" 

A  fresh  incident  now  attracted  the  attention  of  the 
crowd.  A  travelling-carriage,  which  had  not  been  able  to 
pass  along  the  Quai-Napoleon,  the  pavement  of  which  was 

*It  is  notorious,  that  at  this  unhappy  period  several  persons  were 
massacred,  under  a   false  accusation  of  poisoning  the  fountains,  etc, 
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up,  had    ventured  among  the  intrica  -   of  ti 

and  now  arrived  in  the  square 

the  other  side  of  the  Seine.     J, ike  mail 

were  flying  from  Tan-,  to  escape  the  \ 

mated  it.     A  man-servant  and   a   lady's   maid 

rumble,    and    they    exchanged    a    glance    of    alarm    a-    they 

passed    the    Hospital,    whilst    a    ;  in    the 

front  part  of  the  carriage  let  down  the  ':  t.. 

the  postilions  to  go  slowly,    far   fear  of   accident,   as 

crowd  was  very  dense  at  that  part  of   th  This 

young  man  was  Lord  Morinval,  and  on  the  back  seat  w 

Lord   Montbron  and   his  niece.   Lady   Moruival.     T' 

and   anxious   countenance   of    the   young   lady    showed    the 

alarm  which   she   felt;  and   Montbron,   notwithstanding   his 

firmness  of  mind,  appeared  to  be  very  uneasj  :  !  well 

as   his   niece,    frequently   had   recourse   to   a   smel 

filled  with  camphor. 

During  the  last   few  minutes,  the  carriage  had  advam 
very    slowly,    the    postilions    ma:  their    horses    with 

great  caution,  when  a  sudden  hubbub,  at  first  distant  and 
undefined,  but  soon  more  distinct,  arose  among  the  thn 
as   it  drew  near,   the   ringing   sound   of   chains   and   m< 
peculiar  to   the  artillery-wagons,   was   plainly   audil  ' 
presently  one  of  these  vehicles  came  tow  relhng- 

carriage,  from  the  direction  of  the  Qnai   Notre-Dame.     It 
seemed    strange,    that   though    the   crowd    was    so   com] 
yet  at  the  rapid  approach  of  this  wagon,  the  close  ranks  oi 
human  beings  opened  as  if  by  enchantment,  but  the  foil 
rds  which  were  passed   from  mi 
unted   for  the  prodigy:     "A   wagon    full  of   dead' 
:on  of  the  dead!"     As  we  have  already  stated,  th< 
funeral  conveyances   were  no  longer  sufficient   for  the 
moval  of   the  corpses;  a  number  of  artillery  \\  had 

been  put  into  requisition,  and  the  coffins  were  hastily  piled 
in  these  novel  hearses. 

Many  of  the  spectators  regarded  th  rith 

dismay,   but   the   quarryman   and   his   band 
horrible  jokes. 

"Make    way    for    the    omnibus    of    the 
Ciboule. 

"No  danger  of  having  one's  t 
said  the  quarryman. 

"Doubtless  they're  easy  to  please,  tl 
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"They  never  want  to  be  set  down,  at  all  events." 

"I  say,  there's  only  one  reg'lar  on  duty  as  postilion!" 

"That's  true,  the  leaders  are  driven  by  a  man  in  a  smock- 
frock." 

"Oh !  I  daresay  the  other  soldier  was  tired,  lazy  fellow ! 
and  got  into  the  omnibus  with  the  others — they'll  all  get 
out  at  the  same  big  hole." 

"Head  foremost,  you  know." 

"Yes,  they  pitch  them  head  first  into  a  bed  of  lime." 

"Why,  one  might  follow  the  dead-cart  blind-fold,  and  no 
mistake.     It's  worse  than  Montfau<;on  knacker-yards !" 

"Ha !  ha  !  ha ! — it's  rather  gamey !"  said  the  quarryman, 
alluding  to  the  infectious  and  cadaverous  odor  which  this 
funeral  conveyance  left  behind  it. 

"Here's  sport!"  exclaimed  Ciboule:  "the  omnibus  of  the 
dead  will  run  against  the  fine  coach.  Hurrah !  the  rich 
folks  will  smell  death." 

Indeed,  the  wagon  was  now  directly  in  front  of  the  car- 
riage, and  at  a  very  little  distance  from  it.  A  man  in  a 
smock-frock  and  wooden  shoes  drove  the  two  leaders,  and 
an  artilleryman  the  other  horses.  The  coffins  were  so  piled 
up  within  this  wagon,  that  its  semicircular  top  did  not 
shut  down  closely,  so  that,  as  it  jolted  heavily  over  the 
uneven  pavement,  the  biers  could  be  seen  chafing  against 
each  other.  The  fiery  eyes  and  inflamed  countenance  of  the 
man  in  the  smock-frock  showed  that  he  was  half  intoxicated ; 
urging  on  the  horses  with  his  voice,  his  heels,  and  his  whip, 
he  paid  no  attention  to  the  remonstrances  of  the  soldier, 
who  had  great  difficulty  in  restraining  his  own  animals,  and 
was  obliged  to  follow  the  irregular  movements  of  the  car- 
man. Advancing  in  this  disorderly  manner,  the  wagon 
deviated  from  its  course  just  as  it  should  have  passed  the 
travelling-carriage,  and  ran  against  it.  The  shock  forced 
open  the  top,  one  of  the  coffins  was  thrown  out,  and,  after 
damaging  the  panels  of  the  carriage,  fell  upon  the  pavement 
with  a  dull  and  heavy  sound.  The  deal  planks  had  been 
hastily  nailed  together,  and  were  shivered  in  the  fall,  and 
from  the  wreck  of  the  coffin  rolled  a  livid  corpse,  half  en- 
veloped in  a  shroud. 

At  this  horrible  spectacle,  Lady  Morinval,  who  had 
mechanically  leaned  forward,  gave  a  loud  scream,  and 
fainted.  The  crowd  fell  back  in  dismay ;  the  postilions,  no 
less  alarmed,  took  advantage  of  the  space  left  open  to  them 
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fv  the  retreat  of  the  multitude;  they  whipped  their  hoi 
and  the  carriage  dashed  on  towards  tl 
appeared  behind  the  furthermost  buildii 
the  shrill  joyous  notes  of  distant  trum;    I 
repeated  shouts  proclaimed:     "The  Cholera   M 
The  words  announced  one  of  those  episi  imbining  buf- 

foonery   with    terror,    which    marked    the    pen  id    v.  I 
pestilence  was  on   the   increase,   though   now   they  cm   with 
difficulty    he   credited.      If    the   evidence   of    e\. 
not  agree  in  ever}-  particular  with  the  accounts  given  in  the 
public  papers  of  this  masquerade,  they  might   l» 
as  the  ravings  of  some  diseased  brain,  and  not  as  th< 
o*  a  fact  which  really  occurred. 

'The  Masquerade  of  the  Cholera"  appeared,   we  say,  in 
the    square    of    Xotre-Dame.    jusl  Morinval's    can: 

gained  the  quay,  after  disengaging   itself    from   the  death- 
wagon. 


CHAPTER  XIX. 

THE    CHOLERA    MASQUERADE.  * 

A  stream  of  people,  who  preceded  the  masquerade,  made 
a  sudden  irruption  through  the  arch  into  tin-  square,  ill 
in.Ur    loud    cheers    as    they    advanced.      Childri 
there,  blowing  horns,  whilst  some  hooted  and  otl 

The  quarryman,  Ciboule,  and  their  band.,  attrai  I  this 

new  spectacle,  rushed  tumultuously  u>\. 
stead  of  the  two  eatingdiouses,  which  now   |  1- 
either  side  of  the   Rue  d'Arcole,  there  was  then 
situated  to  the  left  of   the  vaulted   p  .  and  mu< 

brated  amongst  the  joyous  community 
excellence  both  of   its  cookery  and  its  wines.     At   t 
blare  of   the  trumpets,   sounded   by   the  outriders   in   li\ 

*  We    read    in    the    Constitutionnel,    Saturd 
"The   Parisians   readily  conform  ! 
tions  with  regard  to  the  cholera,  which  pi 
from  the  disease,   not   to   be   afraid,   I 

pleasures   of    Mid-Lent   hav<  brilliant   an 

i  i    the  carnival  itself.     For  a  long   time  I 

many  balls  at  this  period  of   the  year.      Even   t;  -ecu 

made  the  subject  of  an  itinerant  caricature." 
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who  preceded  the  masquerade,  the  windows  of  the  great 
room  of  the  eating-house  were  thrown  open,  and  several 
waiters,  with  their  napkins  under  their  arms,  leaned  for- 
ward, impatient  to  witness  the  arrival  of  the  singular  guests 
they  were  expecting. 

At  length,  the  grotesque  procession  made  its  appearance 
in  the  thick  of  an  immense  uproar.  The  train  comprised  a 
chariot,  escorted  by  men  and  women  on  horseback,  clad  in 
rich  and  elegant  fancy  dresses.  Most  of  these  maskers  be- 
longed to  the  middle  and  easy  classes  of  society.  The  report 
had  spread  that  masquerade  was  in  preparation,  for  the 
purpose  of  daring  the  cholera,  and,  by  this  joyous  demon- 
stration, to  revive  the  courage  of  the  affrighted  populace. 
Immediately,  artists,  young  men  about  town,  students,  and 
so  on,  responded  to  the  appeal,  and  though  till  now  unknown 
one  to  the  other,  they  easily  fraternized  together.  Many 
brought  their  mistresses,  to  complete  the  show.  A  sub- 
scription had  been  opened  to  defray  the  expenses,  and,  that 
morning,  after  a  splendid  breakfast  at  the  other  end  of 
Paris,  the  joyous  troop  had  started  bravely  on  their  march, 
to  finish  the  day  by  a  dinner  in  the  square  of  Notre-Dame. 

We  say  bravely,  for  it  required  a  singular  turn  of  mind,  a 
rare  firmness  of  character,  in  young  women,  to  traverse,  in 
this  fashion,  a  great  city  plunged  in  consternation  and  ter- 
ror— to  fall  in  at  every  step  with  litters  loaded  with  the 
dying,  and  carriages  filled  with  the  dead — to  defy,  as  it 
were,  in  a  spirit  of  strange  pleasantry,  the  plague  that  was 
decimating  the  Parisians.  It  is  certain  that,  in  Paris  alone, 
and  there  only  amongst  a  peculiar  class,  could  such  an  idea 
have  ever  been  conceived  or  realized.  Two  men,  grotesquely 
disguised  as  postilions  at  a  funeral,  with  formidable  false 
noses,  rose-colored  crape  hat-bands  and  large  favors  of 
roses  and  crape  bows  at  their  buttonholes,  rode  before  the 
vehicle.  Upon  the  platform  of  the  car  were  groups  of  alle- 
gorical personages,  representing  Wine,  Pleasure,  Love, 
Play.  The  mission  of  these  symbolical  beings  was,  by  means 
of  jokes,  sarcasms,  and  mockeries,  to  plague  the  life  out  of 
Goodman  Cholera,  a  sort  of  funeral  and  burlesque  Cassan- 
der,  whom  they  ridiculed  and  made  game  of  in  a  hundred 
ways.  The  moral  of  the  play  was  this :  "To  brave  Cholera 
in  security,  let  us  drink,  laugh,  game,  and  make  love !" 

Wine  was  represented  by  a  huge,  lusty  Silenus,  thick-set, 
and  with  swollen  paunch,  a  crown  of   ivy  on  his  brow,  a 
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panther's  skin  across  his  shoulder,  and  in  lux  hand 
gilt  goblet,  wreathed  with  Sowers  other  than  Nil 

Moulin,  the  famous  moral  and  relig 
exhibited  to  the  astonished  and  delight* 
of  so  deep  a  scarlet,  so  majestic  an  abdomei 
such    triumphant    ami    majestic    fulness.      Ever)     m 
Ninny  Moulin  appeared  to  empty  his  cup 
burst  out  laughing  in  the  face  of 

man  Cholera,  a  cadaverous  pantaloon,  was  half-en  i  in 

a  shroud;  his  mask  of  greenish  cardboard,  with  red. 
eyes,  seemed  every  moment  to  grin  as  in  mocker)  ith . 

from  beneath  his  powdered  peruke,  surmount 
midical  cotton  night-cap,  appeared  his  neck  and  an 
of  a  bright  green  color;  his  lean  hand,  which  shook  all 
always  with  a  feverish  trembling  (not  feigned,  but  natui 
rested  upon  a  crutch-handled  cane;  finally,  as  wa- 
in a  pantaloon,  he  wore  red  stockings,  with  buckles  at  the 
knees,  and  high  slippers  of  black  beaver.     This  grotesque 
representative  of  the  cholera  was  Sleepinb 

Notwithstanding  a  slow  and  dangerous   fever,  car. 
the  excessive  use  of  brandy,  and  1  :ant  debaucl 

that    was    silently    undermining    his    constitution, 
Rennepont  had  been   induced   by    Morok  to  join   tl. 
querade.     The  brute-tamer  himself,  dre  -  the  King 

Diamonds,  represented  Play.     His   forehead  wa 
with  a  diadem  of  gilded  paper,  his  face  v.  e  and  im- 

passible, and  as  his  long,  yellow  beard  fell  down  tl 
of  his  parti-colored  robe,  Morok  looked  exactly  the  char.: 
he  personated.     From  time  to  time,  with  an  air 
mockery,  he  shook  close  to  the  eyes  of  Goodman 
large  bag  full  of  sounding  counters,  ai 
painted  all  sorts  of  playing-cards.     A  certain  stiffness  in 
right  arm  showed   that   the   lion-tamer   had   i  I    quit! 

recovered  from  the  effects  of  the  wound  which  the  panther 
had  inflicted  before  being  stabbed  by  Djalma. 

Pleasure,    who    also    r<  nted    I 

shook  her  rattle,  with  its  sonorous  gilded  '  the 

ears  of  Goodman  Cholera,     She  was  a  quick,  In 
girl,  and  her  fine  black  hair  was  crowned  wit! 
of  liberty.     For  Sleepinbui  had  t. 

of  the  poor  Bacchanal  Queen,  who  would  i 
attend  on  such  an  occasion — she.  who  had  U 
and  gav,  when  she  bore  her  part  in  a  U  but 
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not  less  amusing  masquerade.  Another  pretty  creature, 
Modeste  Bornichoux,  who  served  as  a  model  to  a  painter  of 
renown  (one  of  the  cavaliers  of  the  procession),  was  emi- 
nently successful  in  her  representation  of  Love.  He  could 
not  have  had  a  more  charming  face,  and  more  graceful  form. 
Clad  in  a  light  blue  spangled  tunic,  with  a  blue  and  silver 
band  across  her  chestnut  hair,  and  little  transparent  wings 
affixed  to  her  white  shoulders,  she  placed  one  forefinger 
upon  the  other,  and  pointed  with  the  prettiest  impertinence 
at  Goodman  Cholera.  Around  the  principal  group,  other 
maskers,  more  or  less  grotesque  in  appearance,  waved  each 
a  banner,  on  which  were  inscriptions  of  a  very  anacreontic 
character,  considering  the  circumstances : 

"Down  with  the  Cholera  !"  "Short  and  sweet !"  "Laugh 
away,  laugh  always!"  "We'll  collar  the  Cholera!"  "Love 
forever!"  "Wine  forever!"  "Come  if  you  dare,  old  terror!" 

There  was  really  such  audacious  gayety  in  this  masquer- 
ade, that  the  greater  number  of  the  spectators,  at  the 
moment  when  it  crossed  the  square,  in  the  direction  of  the 
eating-house,  where  dinner  was  waiting,  applauded  it  loudly 
and  repeatedly.  This  sort  of  admiration,  which  courage, 
however  mad  and  blind,  almost  always  inspires,  appeared 
to  others  (a  small  number,  it  must  be  confessed)  a  kind  of 
defiance  to  the  wrath  of  heaven ;  and  these  received  the 
procession  with  angry  murmurs.  This  extraordinary  spec- 
tacle, and  the  different  impressions  it  produced,  were  too 
remote  from  all  customary  facts  to  admit  of  a  just  apprecia- 
tion. We  hardly  know  if  this  daring  bravado  was  deserving 
of  praise  or  blame. 

Besides,  the  appearance  of  those  plagues,  which  from  age 
to  age  decimate  the  population  of  whole  countries,  has 
almost  always  been  accompanied  by  a  sort  of  mental  excite- 
ment, which  none  of  those  who  have  been  spared  by  the 
contagion  can  hope  to  escape.  It  is  a  strange  fever  of  the 
mind,  which  sometimes  rouses  the  most  stupid  prejudices 
and  the  most  ferocious  passions,  and  sometimes  inspires,  on 
the  contrary,  the  most  magnificent  devotion,  the  most  cour- 
ageous actions — with  some,  driving  the  fear  of  death  to  a 
point  of  the  wildest  terror — with  others,  exciting  the  con- 
tempt of  life  to  express  itself  in  the  most  audacious  bra- 
vadoes. Caring  little  for  the  praise  or  blame  it  might 
deserve,  the  masquerade  arrived  before  the  eating-house, 
and  made  its  entry  in  the  midst  of  universal  acclamations. 
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Everything  seemed  to  combine   to  this 

strange  scene,  by  the  opposition  of  the  most  singular  con- 
trasts. Thus  the  tavern,  in  which  w.  held  this 
extraordinary  feast,  being  situated  at  no  gr<  rom 
the  antique  cathedral,  and  the  gloomy  hospital,  t!  •  ious 
anthems  of  the  ancient  temple,  the  cries  of  the  dying,  and 
the  bacchanalian  songs  of  the  banqueteers,  musl 
mingle,  and  by  turns  drown  one  another.  The  masker-  now- 
got  down  from  their  chariot,  and  from  their  hoi  1  went 
to  take  their  places  at  the  repast,  which  was  waiting  for 
them.  The  actors  in  the  masquerade  are  at  table  in  the 
great  room  of  the  tavern.  They  are  joyous,  noisy,  even 
riotous.  Yet  their  gayety  has  a  strange  tone,  peculiar  to 
itself. 

Sometimes,  the  most  resolute  involuntarily  remember  that 
their  life  is  at  stake  in  this  mad  and  audacious  game  with 
destiny.  That  fatal  thought  is  rapid  as  the  icy  fever-shudder, 
which  chills  you  in  an  instant;  therefore,  from  time  to  time, 
an  abrupt  silence,  lasting  indeed  only  for  a  second,  bet: 
these  passing  emotions  which  are  almost  immediately  effaced 
by  new  bursts  of  joyful  acclamation,  for  each  one  say  I 
himself:  "No  weakness!  my  chum  and  my  girl  are  looking 
at  me !" 

And  all  laugh,  and  knock  glasses  together,  ami  challenge 
the   next   man.   and   drink   out   of    the   glass   of    the   neai 
woman.      Jacques   had   taken   off   the   mask    and    peruke    of 
Goodman   Cholera.     His   thin,   leaden    features,    his    deadly 
paleness,  the  lurid  brilliancy  of  his  hollow  i  bowed  the 

incessant  progress  of  the  slow  malady  which  was  consuming 
this  unfortunate  man.  brought  by  i  i  the  la  em- 

ity  of   weakness.     Though  he    felt   the  slow   : 
his    entrails,    he   concealed    his    pain    beneath    a    I  and 

nervous  smile. 

To  the  left  of  Jacques  was  Morok,  whose  fatal  in:' 
was  ever  on  the  increase,  and  to  his  right  the  girl  di 
as   Pleasure.     She  was  named  Marietl 
Ninny  Moulin,  in  all  his  majestic  bulk,  who  often  pr<  • 
to  be  looking  for  his  napkin  under  the  table,  in  order  to  I 
the  opportunity  of  pressing  the  knees  of  igh- 

bor.    Modeste,   the   representative   ><\    I  Mi  the 

guests  were  grouped  according  to  their 
tender  pair  together,   and   the   bach-'  here   tl 

They  had  reached  the  second  course,  and  the 
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the  wine,  the  good  cheer,  the  gay  speeches,  and  even  the 
singularity  of  the  occasion,  had  raised  their  spirits  to  a  high 
degree  of  excitement,  as  may  be  gathered  from  the  extraor- 
dinary incidents  of  the  following  scene. 


CHAPTER  XX. 

THE      DEFIANCE. 

Two  or  three  times,  without  being  remarked  by  the  guests, 
one  of  the  waiters  had  come  to  whisper  to  his  fellows,  and 
point  with  expressive  gesture  to  the  ceiling.  But  his  com- 
rades had  taken  small  account  of  his  observations  or  fears. 
not  wishing,  doubtless,  to  disturb  the  guests,  whose  mad 
gayety  seemed  ever  on  the  increase. 

"Who  can  doubt  now  of  the  superiority  of  our  manner  of 
treating  this  impertinent  Cholera?  Has  he  dared  even  to 
touch  our  sacred  battalion?"  said  a  magnificent  mountebank- 
Turk,  one  of  the  standard-bearers  of  the  masquerade. 

"Here  is  all  the  mystery,"  answered  another.  "It  is 
Very  simple.  Only  laugh  in  the  face  of  the  plague,  and  it 
will  run  away  from  you." 

"And  right  enough  too,  for  very  stupid  work  it  does," 
added  a  pretty  little  Columbine,  emptying  her  glass. 

"You  are  right,  my  darling ;  it  is  intolerably  stupid  work," 
answered  the  Clown  belonging  to  the  Columbine ;  "here 
you  are,  very  quiet,  enjoying  life,  and  all  on  a  sudden  you 
die  with  an  atrocious  grimace.  Well !  what  then  ?  Clever, 
isn't  it?     I  ask  you,  what  does  it  prove?" 

"It  proves,"  replied  an  illustrious  painter  of  the  romantic 
school,  disguised  like  a  Roman  out  of  one  of  David's  pictures, 
"it  proves  that  the  Cholera  is  a  wretched  colorist,  for  he 
has  nothing  but  a  dirty  green  on  his  pallet.  Evidently  he 
is  a  pupil  of  Jacobus,  that  king  of  classical  painters,  who 
are  another  species  of  plagues." 

"And  yet,  master."  added  respectfully  a  pupil  of  the 
great  painter,  "I  have  seen  some  cholera  patients  whose 
convulsions  were  rather  fine,  and  their  dying  looks  first- 
rate  !" 

"Gentlemen,"  cried  a  sculptor  of  no  less  celebrity,  "the 
question  lies  in  a  nutshell.     The   Cholera   is   a   detestable 
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colorist,    but    a    good    draughtsman.  shows    you    the 

skeleton  in  no  time.    By  heaven !  how  hi  the  fli 

• — Michael  Angelo  would  be  nothing  to  him." 

"True,"  cried  they  all,  with  one  voice;  "the  Cholera  i 
bad  colorist,  but  a  good  draughtsman." 

"Moreover,  gentlemen,"  added  Ninny  Moulin,  with  comic 
gravity,  "this   plague  brings  with   it   a   providential 
as  the  great  Bossuel  would  have  said." 

"The  lesson!  the  lesson!" 

"Yes,  gentlemen;  I  seem  to  hear  a  voice  from  above,  pro- 
claiming: 'Drink  of  the  best,  empty  your  purse,  and  kiss 
your  neighbor's  wife;  for  your  hours  are  perhaps  numbered, 
unhappy  wretch !'  " 

So   saying,   the   orthodox    Silenus   took    advantage   of    a 
momentary  absence  of   mind   on  the  part   of    Modeste,   his 
neighbor,    to    imprint    on    the    blooming    cheek    of    I 
long,  loud  kiss.     The  example  was  contagious,  and  a  storm 
of  kisses  was  mingled  with  bur-ts  of  laughter. 

"Ha!  blood  and  thunder!"  cried  the  irreat  painter  as  he 
gayly  threatened  Xinny  Moulin;  "you  are  very  lucky  thai 
to-morrow  will  perhaps  be  the  end  of  the  world,  or  else  1 
should  pick  a  quarrel  with  you  for  having  kissed  my  lovely 
Love." 

"Which  proves  to  you,  O  Rubens!  O  Raphael!  the 
thousand  advantages  of  the  Cholera,  whom  I  declare  to  be 
essentially  sociable  and  caressing." 

"And  philanthropic,"  said  one  of  the  gu<  'thanks  to 

him,  creditors  take  care  of  the  health  of  their  debtors.    Tins 
morning  a   usurer,    who    feels   a    particular    interest    in 
existence,  brought  me  all  sorts  of  anti-choleraic  drugs,  and 
begged  me  to  make  use  of  them." 

"And  I!"  said  the  pupil  of  the  great  paint         "My  tailor 
wished  to  force  me  to  wear  a  flannel  band  next  to  the  skin, 
because  I  owe  him  a  thousand  crowns.     Bui    1   answered, 
'Oh,  tailor,  give  me  a  receipt  in  full,  and  I  will  wrap  m\ 
up  in  flannel,  to  preserve  you  my  custom  !' 

"O  Cholera,  I  drink  to  thee!"  said  Ninny  Moulin,  by  v. 
of  grotesque   invocation.     "You   arc   not    Despair;   on   the 
contrary,  you  are  the  emblem  of  Hour  How- 

many  husbands,  how  many  wive-,  longed  for  a  number 
(alas!  too  uncertain  chance)  in  the  lottery  of  widowhood  I 
You  appear,   and   their   hearts  are  gladdened.       I  bank 
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you,  benevolent  pest !  their  chances  of  liberty  are  increased 
a  hundredfold." 

"And  how  grateful  heirs  ought  to  be !  A  cold — a  heat — 
a  trifle — and  there,  in  an  hour,  some  old  uncle  becomes  a 
revered  benefactor !" 

"And  those  who  are  always  looking  out  for  other  people's 
places — what  an  ally  they  must  find  in  the  Cholera !" 

"And  how  true  it  will  make  many  vows  of  constancy !" 
said  Modeste,  sentimentally.  "How  many  villains  have 
sworn  to  a  poor,  weak  woman,  to  love  her  all  their  lives, 
who  never  meant  (the  wretches!)  to  keep  their  word  so 
well !" 

"Gentlemen,"  cried  Ninny  Moulin,  "since  we  are  now, 
perhaps,  at  the  eve  of  the  end  of  the  world,  as  yonder  cele- 
brated painter  has  expressed  it,  I  propose  to  play  the  world 
topsy-turvy:  I  beg  these  ladies  to  make  advances  to  us,  to 
tease  us,  to  excite  us,  to  steal  kisses  from  us,  to  take  all 
sorts  of  liberties  with  us,  and  (we  shall  not  die  of  it) 
even  to  insult  us.  Yes,  I  declare  that  I  will  allow  myself  to 
be  insulted.  So,  Love,  you  may  offer  me  the  greatest  insult 
that  can  be  offered  to  a  virtuous  and  modest  bachelor," 
added  the  religious  writer,  leaning  over  towards  his  neigh- 
bor, who  repulsed  him  with  peals  of  laughter ;  and  the 
proposal  of  Ninny  Moulin  being  received  with  general  hilar- 
ity, a  new  impulse  was  given  to  the  mirth  and  riot. 

In  the  midst  of  the  uproar,  the  waiter,  who  had  before 
entered  the  room  several  times,  to  whisper  uneasily  to  his 
comrades,  whilst  he  pointed  to  the  ceiling,  again  appeared 
with  a  pale  and  agitated  countenance ;  approaching  the  man 
who  performed  the  office  of  butler,  he  said  to  him,  in  a  low 
voice,  tremulous  with  emotion :     "They  are  come !" 

"Who?" 

"You  know — up  there" ;  and  he  pointed  to  the  ceiling. 

"Oh !"  said  the  butler,  becoming  thoughtful ;  "where  are 
they?" 

"They  have  just  gone  upstairs ;  they  are  there  now," 
answered  the  waiter,  shaking  his  head  with  an  air  of  alarm ; 
"yes,  they  are  there!" 

"What  does  master  say?" 

"He  is  very  vexed,  because "  and  the  waiter  glanced 

round  at  the  guests.  "He  does  not  know  what  to  do;  he 
has  sent  me  to  you." 

"What  the  devil  have  I  to  do  with  it?"  said  the  other.. 
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wiping  his  forehead.     "It  was  to  tx  '.  and  Cannot 

be  helped." 

"I  will  not  remain  here  till  they  begin." 

"Yci  may  as  well  go,  for  your  In- 
attention.   Tell  master  we  must  wait  for  ti 

The  above  incident  was  scarcely  perceived  in  the  m 
the  growing  tumult  of  the  joyous  feast     But,  the 

guests,  one  alone  laughed  not,  drank  not.    This  was  I 
With  fixed  and  lurid  eye,  he  gazed  upon  vacancy, 
to  what  was  passing  around  him.  the  unhappy  man  thou 
of  the  Bacchanal  Queen,  who  had  1  <  .   and  brill 

in  the  midst  of   similar   saturnalia.     The   remembrance 
that  one  being,   whom  he  still   loved   with  an  extravagant 
love,  was  the  only  thought  that   from  time  to  time 
him  from  his  besotted  state. 

It  is  strange,  but  Jacques  had  only  consented  to  join  tl 
masquerade   because  the  mad   scene   reminded   him   of 
merry  day  he  had  spent  with  Cephyse — that  famous  bn 
fast,  after  a  night  of  dancing,  in  which  the  Bacchanal  ' 

:i  some  extraordinary  presentiment,  had  pro] 
hrious    toast    with    regard    to    this    ver  which 

was    then    reported   to   be   approaching    Fi  "  to    the 

Cholera!"  had  she  said.     "Let  him  spare  those 
live,  and  kill  at  the  same  moment  those  who  dread  to  p 

And  now,  at  this  time,  remembering  those  mournful 
words.  Jacques  was  absorbed  in  painful  thought.  Morok 
perceived  his  absence  of  mind,  and  said  aloud  to  him, 
"You  have  given  over  drinking.  Jacques.  Il;i\  -  you  had 
enough  wine?  Then  you  will  want  brandy.  I  will  .-- 
some." 

"I    want    neither    wine    nor    brandy."    an  Jacqu 

abruptly,  and  he  fell  back  into  a  sombri 

"Well,  you  may  be  right,"  resumed  Morok,  in  a 
tone,  and  raising  his  voice  -till  higher.     "You  d 
take  care  of  yourself.     1  was  wr< 
times.     There  would  be  as  much  temerity  in   fa 
of  brandy  as  the  barrel  of  a 

On   hearing   his   curate   as    a    to]  in    qu< 

Sleepinbuff  looked  angrily  at  Morok.     "You  think  it  i 

:irdice  that  I  will  not  drink  brandy'"  cried  th 
nate  man,  whose  half-extinguish* 
defend  what  he  called  his  dignity.     "Is  it 
that  I  refuse,  d'ye  think,  Morok?    Answer  me!" 
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"Come,  my  good  fellow,  we  have  all  shown  our  pluck 
today,"  said  one  of  the  guests  to  Jacques;  "you,  above  all, 
who,  being  rather  indisposed,  yet  had  the  courage  to  take 
the  part  of  Goodman  Cholera." 

"Gentlemen,"  resumed  Morok,  seeing  the  general  atten- 
tion fixed  upon  himself  and  Sleepinbuff,  "I  was  only  joking ; 
for  if  my  comrade  (pointing  to  Jacques)  had  the  impru- 
dence to  accept  my  offer,  it  would  be  an  act,  not  of  courage, 
but  of  foolhardiness.  Luckily,  he  has  sense  enough  to  re- 
nounce a  piece  of  boasting  so  dangerous  at  this  time, 
and  I " 

"Waiter !"  cried  Jacques,  interrupting  Morok  with  angry 
impatience,  "two  bottles  of  brandy,  and  two  glasses !" 

"What  are  you  going  to  do?"  said  Morok,  with  pretended 
uneasiness.    "Why  do  you  order  two  bottles  of  brandy?" 

"For  a  duel,"  said  Jacques,  in  a  cool,  resolute  tone. 

"A  duel !"  cried  the  spectators,  in  surprise. 

"Yes,"  resumed  Jacques,  "a  duel  with  brandy.  You 
pretend  there  is  as  much  danger  in  facing  a  bottle  of  brandy 
as  a  loaded  pistol ;  let  us  each  take  a  full  bottle,  and  see 
who  will  be  the  first  to  cry  quarter." 

This  strange  proposition  was  received  by  some  with  shouts 
of  joy,  and  by  others  with  genuine  uneasiness. 

"Bravo !  the  champions  of  the  bottle !"  cried  the  first. 

"No,  no ;  there  would  be  too  much  danger  in  such  a  con- 
test," said  the  others. 

"Just  now,"  added  one  of  the  guests,  "this  challenge  is 
as  serious  as  an  invitation  to  fight  to  the  death." 

"You  hear,"  said  Morok,  with  a  diabolical  smile,  "you 
hear,  Jacques?    Will  you  now  retreat  before  the  danger?" 

At  these  words,  which  reminded  him  of  the  peril  to  which 
he  was  about  to  expose  himself,  Jacques  started,  as  if  a 
sudden  idea  had  occurred  to  him.  He  raised  his  head 
proudly,  his  cheeks  were  slightly  flushed,  his  eye  shone  with 
a  kind  of  gloomy  satisfaction,  and  he  exclaimed  in  a  firm 
voice :  "Hang  it,  waiter !  are  you  deaf  ?  I  asked  you  for 
two  bottles  of  brandy." 

"Yes,  sir,"  said  the  waiter,  going  to  fetch  them,  although 
himself  frightened  at  what  might  be  the  result  of  this  bac- 
chanalian struggle.  But  the  mad  and  perilous  resolution  of 
Jacques  was  applauded  by  the  majority. 

Ninny  Moulin  moved  about  on  his  chair,  stamped  his  feet, 
and    shouted    with    all    his    might :      "Bacchus    and    drink ! 
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bottles  and   glasses!   the   throat-   are   dry!    brand  the 

rescue!     Largess!  largess!" 

And,  like  a  true  champion  of  the  tollman* 
Modeste.  adding,  to  excuse  the  liberty:     "] 
the  Queen  of  Beauty,  and  I  am  only  anticipating  the  i 
happiness !" 

"Brandy    to    the    rescue!"    repeated    they    all,    in    ch. 
"Largess !" 

'"Gentlemen,"    added    Ninny    Moulin,    with    enthusiasm, 
"shall  we  remain  indifferent  to  the  noble  example 
Goodman  Cholera?     He  said  in  his  pride,  'brandy  !'     Let  us 
gloriously  answer,  'punch!'" 

"Yes,  yes!  punch!" 

"Punch  to  the  rescue!" 

"Waiter!"   shouted   the   religious   writer,    with   the   voice 
of  a  Stentor,  "waiter!  have  you  a  pan,  a  caldron,  a  h 
head,  or  any  other  immensity,  in  which  we  can  brew  a  mon- 
ster punch  ?" 

"A   Babylonian  punch'" 

"A  lake  of  punch !" 

"An  ocean  of   punch!" 

Such  was  the  ambitious  crescendo  that  followed  the  prop* 
osition  of  Ninny  Moulin. 

"Sir,"  answered  the  waiter,  with  an  air  of  triumph, 
just  happen  to  have  a  large  copper  caldron,  quit  It 

has  been  used,  and  would  hold  at  least  thirty  bottl< 

"Bring  the  caldron !"  said  Ninny  Moulin,  majestically. 

"The  caldron  forever!"  shouted  the  chorus. 

"Put  in  twenty  bottles  of  brandy,  six  1<>;.  .  a 

dozen  lemons,  a  pound  of  cinnamon,  and  then — fire!  t:: 
shouted  the  religious  writer,  with  the  most  vociferous 
clamations. 

"Yes,  yes!  fire!"  repeated  the  chorus! 

The  proposition  of  Ninny  Moulin  pave  a  new  i' 
the   general    gayety;    the    most    extravagant    remarks    v. 
mingled  with  the  sound  of  kisses,  take-      I 
pretext  that  perhaps  there  would  be  no  I 
must  make  the  most  of  the  present.  in 

one  of  the  moments  of  silence  which  sometii 
midst  of  the  greatest  tumult,  a  succession  ol 
ured  taps  sounded  above  the  ceiling  of  the  ban 
All  remained  silent,  and  listened. 


368  THE    WANDERING    JEW 

CHAPTER  XXI. 

BRANDY    TO    THE    RESCUE. 

After  the  lapse  of  some  seconds,  the  singular  rapping 
which  had  so  much  surprised  the  guests,  was  again  heard, 
but  this  time  louder  and  longer. 

"Waiter !"  cried  one  of  the  party,  "what  in  the  devil's 
name  is  knocking?" 

The  waiter,  exchanging  with  his  comrades  a  look  of  un- 
easiness  and   alarm,    stammered   out   in   reply :      "Sir it 

is it  is " 

"Well !  I  suppose  it  is  some  crabbed,  cross-grained  lodger, 
some  animal,  the  enemy  of  joy,  who  is  pounding  on  the 
floor  of  his  room  to  warn  us  to  sing  less  loud,"  said  Ninny 
Moulin. 

"Then,  by  a  general  rule,"  answered  sententious'iy  the 
pupil  of  the  great  painter,  "if  lodger  or  landlord  ask  for 
silence,  tradition  bids  us  reply  by  an  infernal  uproar,  des- 
tined to  drown  all  his  remonstrances.  Such,  at  least,"  added 
the  scapegrace,  modestly,  "are  the  foreign  relations  that  I 
have  always  seen  observed  between  neighboring  powers." 

This  remark  was  received  with  general  laughter  and  ap- 
plause. During  the  tumult,  Morok  questioned  one  of  the 
waiters,  and  then  exclaimed  in  a  shrill  tone,  which  rose  above 
the  clamor:     "I  demand  a  hearing!" 

"Granted !"  cried  the  others,  gayly.  During  the  silence 
which  followed  the  exclamation  of  Morok,  the  noise  was 
again  heard ;  it  was  this  time  quicker  than  before. 

"The  lodger  is  innocent,"  said  Morok,  with  a  strange 
smile,  "and  would  be  quite  incapable  of  interfering  with 
your  enjoyment." 

"Then  why  does  he  keep  up  that  knocking?"  said  Ninny 
Moulin,  emptying  his  glass. 

"Like  a  deaf  man  who  has  lost  his  ear-horn?"  added  the 
young  artist. 

"It  is  not  the  lodger  who  is  knocking,"  said  Morok,  in  a 
sharp,  quick  tone;  "for  they  are  nailing  him  down  in  his 
coffin."  A  sudden  and  mournful  silence  followed  these 
words. 

"His  coffin — no,  I  am  wrong,"  resumed  Morok ;  "her 
coffin,  I  should  say,  or  more  properly  their  coffin ;  for,  in 
these  pressing  times,  they  put  mother  and  child  together." 


THE    WANDERING    J]  W 

"A  woman!"  cried  Pleasure,  addressing  the  writer; 

it  a  woman  that  is  dead?" 

"Yes.  ma'am-  a  poor  young  woman  aboul  twenty   ] 
of  age,"  answered  the   waiter   in   a   sorrowful    t.  Her 

little  girl,  that  she  was  nursing,  died  soon  after — all  in 
than  two  hours.      My  master   is   very  sorry  that   you   la 
and  gents  should  he  disturbed  in  this  way;  hut  he  could  not 
foresee  this  misfortune,   as  yesterday   morning  the  young 
woman    was   quite   well,    and    singing    with    all    her    might 
— no  one  could  have  been  gayer  than  she  w 

Upon  these  words,  it  was  as  if  a  funeral  pall  had  been 
suddenly  thrown  over  a  scene  lately  so  full  of  joy;  all  the 
ruhicund  and  jovial  faces  took  an  expression  of  sadness;  no 
one  had  the  hardihood  to  make  a  jest  of  mother  and  child, 
nailed  down  together  in  the  same  coffin.  The  silence  he- 
came  so  profound,  that  one  could  hear  each  breath  oppres 
by  terror:  the  last  blows  of  the  hammer  seemed  to  .strike- 
painfully  on  every  heart;  it  appeared  as  if  each  sad  feeling, 
until  now  repressed,  was  about  to  replace  that  animation 
and  gayety,  which  had  been  more  factitious  than  sin< 
The  moment  was  decisive.  It  was  necessary  to  strike  an 
immediate  blow,  and  to  raise  the  spirits  of  the  guests,  for 
many  pretty  rosy  faces  began  to  grow  pale,  many  scarlet 
ears  became  suddenly  white;  Ninny  Moulin's  were  of  the 
number. 

On  the   contrary,   Sleepinbuff   exhibited    an    inci  of 

audacity;  he  drew  up  his  figure,  bent  down  from  the 
of   exhaustion,  and,   with  a  cheek   slightly   flushed,   he 
claimed:     "Well,  waiter?  are  those  bottles  of  brandy  i 
big?  and  the  punch?    Devil  and  all!  are  the  dead  to  frigl 
the  living?" 

"He's    right!      Down    with    sorrow,    and 
punch!"  cried  several  of  the  guests,  who  felt  the  ni 
of  reviving  their  courage. 

"Forward,   punch!" 

"Begone,  dull  care!" 

"Jollity  forever!" 

"Gentlemen,  here  is  the  punch."    said   a   waiter,   opening 
the  door.     At  sight  of  the  flaming  bei  which  was  to 

reanimate  their   enfeebled   spirits,   the   room   ran-    witli   the 
loudest  applause. 

The  sun  had  just  set.    The  room  was  lar  ble 

of   dining  a   hundred   guests;   and    the    windows    WW 
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narrow,  and  half  veiled  by  red  cotton  curtains.  Though  it 
was  not  yet  night,  some  portions  of  this  vast  saloon  were 
almost  entirely  dark.  Two  waiters  brought  the  monster- 
punch,  in  an  immense  brass  kettle,  brilliant  as  gold,  sus- 
pended from  an  iron  bar,  and  crowned  with  flames  of 
changing  color.  The  burning  beverage  was  then  placed 
upon  the  table,  to  the  great  joy  of  the  guests,  who  began  to 
forget  their  past  alarms. 

''Now,"  said  Jacques  to  Morok,  in  a  taunting  tone,  "while 
the  punch  is  burning,  we  will  have  our  duel.  The  company 
shall  judge."  Then,  pointing  to  the  two  bottles  of  brandy, 
which  the  waiter  had  brought,  Jacques  added:  "Choose 
your  weapon !" 

"Do  you  choose,"  answered  Morok. 

"Well !  here's  your  bottle — and  here's  your  glass.  Ninny 
Moulin  shall  be  umpire." 

"I  do  not  refuse  to  be  judge  of  the  field,"  answered  the 
religious  writer,  "only  I  must  warn  you,  comrade,  that  you 
are  playing  a  desperate  game,  and  that  just  now,  as  one  of 
these  gentlemen  has  said,  the  neck  of  a  bottle  of  brandy  in 
one's  mouth,  is  perhaps  more  dangerous  than  the  barrel  of 
a  loaded  pistol." 

"Give  the  word,  old  fellow !"  said  Jacques,  interrupting 
Ninny  Moulin,  "or  I  will  give  it  myself." 

"Since  you  will  have  it  so — so  be  it !" 

"The  first  who  gives  in  is  conquered,"  said  Jacques. 

"Agreed !"  answered  Morok. 

"Come,  gentlemen,  attention !  we  must  follow  every 
movement,"  resumed  Ninny  Moulin.  "Let  us  first  see  it 
the  bottles  are  of  the  same  size — equality  of  weapons  being 
the  foremost  condition." 

During  these  preparations,  profound  silence  reigned  in 
the  room.  The  courage  of  the  majority  of  those  present, 
animated  for  a  moment  by  the  arrival  of  the  punch,  was 
soon  again  depressed  by  gloomy  thoughts,  as  they  vaguely 
foresaw  the  danger  of  the  contest  between  Morok  and 
Jacques.  This  impression,  joined  to  the  sad  thoughts  occa- 
sioned by  the  incident  of  the  coffin,  darkened  by  degrees 
many  a  countenance.  Some  of  the  guests,  indeed,  continued 
to  make  a  show  of  rejoicing,  but  their  gayety  appeared 
forced.  Under  certain  circumstances,  the  smallest  things 
will  have  the  most  powerful  effect.  We  have  said  that, 
after  sunset,  a  portion  of  this  large  room  was  plunged  in 
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obscurity:  therefore,  the  guests  who  sat  in  the  ren* 
ners  of  the  apartment,  had  no  other  lighl  than  the  i        tion 
of   the   flaming   punch.     Now   it    is   well    known,   that 
flame  of  burning  spirit  throws  a  livid,  bluish  tint  over  the 
countenance;  it  was  therefore  a  strange,  aln  rightful 

spectacle,  to  see  a  number  of  the  .  who  hap; 

at  a  distance  from  the  windows,  in  this  ghastlj  Fan- 

tastic light. 

The  painter,  more  struck  than  all  the  rest  by  this  ef 
of  color,  exclaimed:     "Look!  at  this  end  of  the  table. 
might  fancy  ourselves  feasting  with  cholera-patients, 
such  fine  blues  and  greens." 

This  jest  was  not  much  relished.  Fortunately,  the  loud 
voice  of  Ninny  Moulin  demanded  attention,  and  for  a 
moment  turned  the  thoughts  of  the  company. 

"The   lists  are  open,"   cried   the   religious   writer,   really 
more  frightened  than  he  chose  to  appear.     "Are  you  re. 
brave  champions  ?"  he  added. 

"We  are  ready,"  said   Morok  and  Jacqu< 

"Present!  fire!"  cried  Ninny  Moulin,  clapping  his  hair 
And  the  two  drinkers  each  emptied  a  tumbler  full  of  brandy 
at  a  draught. 

Morok  did  not  even  knit  his  brow:  his  marble   face  re- 
mained impassible;  with  a  steady  hand  he  replaced  hi 
upon  the  table.      But   Jacques,   as  he  put   down   hi 
could  not  conceal  a  slight  convulsive  trembling,  cat: 
internal  suffering. 

"Bravely  done!"  cried   Ninny  Moulin.     "The  quarter  of 
a  bottle  of  brandy  at  a  draught — it  is  glorious  !     \"  one 
here  would  be  capable  of  such  prowess.     And  now.  worthy 
champions,  if  you  believe  me,  you  will  stop  where  you  ; 

"Give  the  word!"  answered  Jacques,  intrepidly.  And, 
with  feverish  and  shaking  hand,  he  seized  the  bottle:  then 
suddenly,  instead  of  filling  his  glass,  he  said  to  Morok  :  "Bah  ! 
we  want  no  glasses.  It  is  braver  to  drink  from  the  bottle. 
I  dare  you  to  it!" 

Morok's  only  answer  was  to  shrug  his  shoulders,  and  r. 
the  neck  of  the  bottle  to  his  lips.     J  imi- 

tate  him.      The    thin,    yellowish,    transparent    .  I 

perfect  view  of  the  progressive  diminution   • 
The  stony  countenance  of  Morok,  and  the  pale  thin  I 
Jacques,  on  which  already  stood  large  di 
were  now.  as  well  as  the  features  oi  the  other  g  .Uu- 
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minded  by  the  bluish  light  of  the  punch ;  every  eye  was  fixed 
upon  Morok  and  Jacques,  with  that  barbarous  curiosity 
which  cruel  spectacles  seem  involuntarily  to  inspire. 

Jacques  continued  to  drink,  holding  the  bottle  in  his  left 
hand;  suddenly,  he  closed  and  tightened  the  fingers  of  his 
right  hand  with  a  convulsive  movement ;  his  hair  clung  to 
his  icy  forehead,  and  his  countenance  revealed  an  agony  of 
pain.  Yet  he  continued  to  drink;  only,  without  removing 
his  lips  from  the  neck  of  the  bottle,  he  lowered  it  for  an 
instant,  as  if  to  recover  breath.  Just  then,  Jacques  met  the 
sardonic  look  of  Morok,  who  continued  to  drink  with  his 
accustomed  impassibility.  Thinking  that  he  saw  the  expres- 
sion of  insulting  triumph  in  Morok's  glance,  Jacques  raised 
his  elbow  abruptly,  and  drank  with  avidity  a  few  drops 
more.  But  his  strength  was  exhausted.  A  quenchless  fire 
devoured  his  vitals.  His  sufferings  were  too  intense,  and  he 
could  no  longer  bear  up  against  them.  His  head  fell  back- 
wards., his  jaws  closed  convulsively,  he  crushed  the  neck  of 
the  bottle  between  his  teeth,  his  neck  grew  rigid,  his  limbs 
writhed  with  spasmodic  action,  and  he  became  almost  sense- 
less. 

"Jacques,  my  good  fellow!  it  is  nothing,"  cried  Morok, 
whose  ferocious  glance  now  sparkled  with  diabolical  joy. 
Then,  replacing  his  bottle  on  the  table,  he  rose  to  go  to  the 
aid  of  Ninny  Moulin,  who  was  vainly  endeavoring  to  hold 
Sleepinbuff. 

This  sudden  attack  had  none  of  the  symptoms  of  cholera. 
Yet  terror  seized  upon  all  present ;  one  of  the  women  was 
taken  with  hysterics,  and  another  uttered  piercing  cries  and 
fainted  away.  Ninny  Moulin,  leaving  Jacques  in  the  hands 
of  Morok,  ran  towards  the  door  to  seek  for  help, — when  that 
door  was  suddenly  opened,  and  the  religious  writer  drew 
back  in  alarm,  at  the  sight  of  the  unexpected  personage  who 
appeared  on  the  threshold. 


CHAPTER  XXIT. 

MEMORIES. 


The  person  before  whom  Ninny  Moulin  stopped  in  suc'u 
extreme  astonishment  was  the  Bacchanal  Queen. 
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Pale  and  wan,  with  hair  in  disorder,  hollow  cheeks,  sunk 
eyes,  and  clothed  almost  in  rags,  this  brilliant  and  joj 
heroine  of  so  many  mad  orgies  was  now   only  the  shadow 
of  her   former  self.     Misery  and  grief   were  imj  on 

that  countenance,  once  so  charming.  Hardly  had  she  enb 
the  room,  when  Cephyse  paused;  her  mournful  and  unquiet 
gaze  strove  to  penetrate  the  half-obscurity  of  the  apartment, 
in  search  of  him  she  longed  to  see.  Suddenly  the  girl  started, 
and  uttered  a  loud  scream.  She  had  just  perceived,  at  the 
other  side  of  a  long  tahle,  by  the  bluish  light  of  the  punch, 
Jacques  struggling  with  Morok  and  one  of  the  guests,  who 
were  hardly  ahle  to  restrain  his  convulsive  movements. 

At  this  sight  Cephyse,  in  her  first  alarm,  carried  away  by 
her  affection,  did  what  she  had  so  often  done  in  the  intoxi- 
cation of  joy  and  pleasure.  Light  and  agile,  instead  of  losing 
precious  time  in  making  a  long  circuit,  she  sprang  at  i 
upon  the  table,  passed  nimbly  through  the  array  of  plates 
and  bottles,  and  with  one  spring  was  by  the  side  of  the 
sufferer. 

"Jacques!"  she  exclaimed,  without  yet  remarking  the  lion- 
tamer,  and  throwing  herself  on  the  neck  of  her  lover. 
"Jacques!  it  is  I — Cephyse!" 

That    well-known    voice,    that    heart-piercing    cry,    which 
came  from  the  bottom  of  the  soul,  seemed  not  unheard  by 
Sleepinbuff.     He  turned  his  head  mechanically  towards  the 
Bacchanal  Queen,  without  opening  his  ryes,  and  heaved  a 
deep   sigh;   his   stiffened   limbs   relaxed,   a   slight    trembling 
succeeded  to  the  convulsions,  and  in  a  few  seconds  bi^  heavy 
eyelids  were  raised  with  an  effort,  so  as  to  uncover  his  dull 
and   wandering  gaze.     Mute   with   astonishment,   the 
tators  of  this  scene  felt  an  uneasy  curiosity.    I  !eph)  se,  Kneel- 
ing beside  her  lover,  bathed  his  hands  in  her  teai 
them  with  kisses,  and  exclaimed,  in  a  voice  broken  b 
"It  is  I — Cephyse — I  have  found  you  again — it  was  not  my 
f emit  that  I  abandoned  you!     Forgive  me,  for  — " 

"Wretched  woman!"  cried  Morok,  irritated  at  this  m< 
ing,  which  might,  perhaps,  be  fatal  to  his  pro: 
wish  to  kill   him?     In  his  present  state,  this  agitation 
death.     Begone!"     So  saying,  he  seized  Cepl 
by  the  arm,  just  as  Jacques,  waking,  as  it  were,  from  a  pain- 
ful dream,   began  to  distinguish   what   was   passu  iund 
him. 

"You!    It  is  you!"  cried  the  Bacchanal  Queen,  in  am* 
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ment,  as  she  recognized  Morok,  "who  separated  me  from 
Jacques !" 

She  paused ;  for  the  dim  eye  of  the  victim,  as  it  rested 
upon  her,  grew  suddenly  bright. 

"Cephyse!"  murmured  Jacques;  "is  it  you?" 

"Yes,  it  is  I,"  answered  she,  in  a  voice  of  deep  emotion; 
'who  have  come — I  will  tell  you " 

She  was  unable  to  continue,  and,  as  she  clasped  her  hands 
together,  her  pale,  agitated,  tearful  countenance  expressed 
her  astonishment  and  despair  at  the  mortal  change  which 
had  taken  place  in  the  features  of  Jacques.  He  understood 
the  cause  of  her  surprise,  and  as  he  contemplated,  in  his 
turn,  the  suffering  and  emaciated  countenance  of  Cephyse, 
he  said  to  her,  "Poor  girl !  you  also  have  had  to  bear  much 
grief,  much  misery — I  should  hardly  have  known  you." 

"Yes,"  replied  Cephyse,  "much  grief — much  misery — and 
worse  than  misery,"  she  added,  trembling,  whilst  a  deep 
blush  overspread  her  pale  features. 

"Worse  than  misery?"  said  Jacques,  astonished. 

"But  it  is  you  who  have  suffered,"  hastily  resumed 
Cephyse,  without  answering  her  lover. 

"Just  now,  I  was  going  to  make  an  end  of  it — your  voice 
has  recalled  me  for  an  instant — but  I  feel  something  here," 
and  he  laid  his  hand  upon  his  breast,  "which  never  gives 
quarter.  It  is  all  the  same  now — I  have  seen  you — I  shall 
die  happy." 

"You  shall  not  die,  Jacques ;  I  am  here " 

"Listen  to  me,  my  girl.  If  I  had  a  bushel  of  live  coal  in 
my  stomach,  it  could  hardly  burn  me  more.  For  more  than 
a  month,  I  have  been  consuming  my  body  by  a  slow  fire. 
This  gentleman,"  he  added,  glancing  at  Morok,  "this  dear 
friend,  always  undertook  to  feed  the  flame.  I  do  not  regret 
life ;  I  have  lost  the  habit  of  work,  and  taken  to  drink  and 
riot ;  I  should  have  finished  by  becoming  a  thorough  black- 
guard ;  I  preferred  that  my  friend  here  should  amuse  him- 
self with  lighting  a  furnace  in  my  inside.  Since  what  I 
drank  just  now,  I  am  certain  that  it  flames  like  yonder 
punch." 

"You  are  both  foolish  and  ungrateful,"  said  Morok,  shrug- 
ging his  shoulders ;  "you  held  out  your  glass,  and  I  filled  it 
■ — and,  faith,  we  shall  drink  long  and  often  together  yet." 

For  some  moments,  Cephyse  had  not  withdrawn  her  eyes 
from  Morok.     "I  tell  you,  that  you  have  long  blown  the 
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fire,    in    which    I    have    burnt    my    skin.  uned    1 

addressing  Morok  in  a  feeble  vo  i  that  thej   n 

think   I    die   of   cholera.      It    would 

frightened  by  the  part   I   played.      I   do  not   therefore   re- 
proach  you,    my   affectionate    friend,*'   added    he,    with   a 
sardonic  smile;  "you  dug  my  grave  gayly- -and   sometil 
when,   seeing  the  great  dark  hole,   into  which    I    was  about 
to   fall,   I   drew  back  a  step — but  you,  my   I  nt    friend, 

still  pushed  me   forward,   saying,  'Go  on,  my  boy,  go  • 
— and  I  went  on — and  here  I  am " 

So  saying,    SleepinburT   burst   into  a   bitter   laugh,   which 
sent  an  icy  shudder  through  the  spectators  of  this  -cue. 

"My  good  fellow."  said  Morok,  coolly,  "listen  to  me,  and 
follow  my  advice " 

"Thank  you!    I  know  your  advice — and.  instead  of    listen- 
ing to  you,  I  prefer  speaking  to  my  poor  Cephyse.     B< 
I   go   down   to   the  moles,   I   should   like  to   tell   her   what 
weighs  on  my  heart." 

"Jacques,"  replied  Cephyse,  "do  not  talk  so.     I  tell  3 
you  shall  not  die." 

"Why,  then,  my  brave  Cephyse,  T  shall  owe  my  life  to 
you,"  returned  Jacques,  in  a  tone  of  serious  feeling,  which 
surprised  the  spectators.     "Yes,"  resumed  he,  "when  1  came 
to  myself,   and   saw  you   so  poorly  clad,    I    felt   sometl 
good  about  my  heart — do  you  know  why? — it  u 
I  said  to  myself,  'Poor  girl !  she  has  kept  her  word  brav 
she  has  chosen  to  toil,  and   want,  and   suffer — rather  than 
take  another  love — who  would  have  given  her  what    I 
her  as  long  as  I  could' — and  that  thoughl  j  se,  rei 

my  soul.    I  needed  it,  for  I  was  burning — and  1  burn  still," 
added  he,  clinching  his  fists  with  pain;  "but  that  made 
happy — it  did  me  good — thanks,  my  good,  br... 
yes,  you  are  good  and  brave — and  you   were  right;   for   I 
never  loved  any  but  you  in  the  wide  world;  and  if,  in 
degradation,  I  had  one  thought  that  raised  me  a  little 
the  filth,  and  made  me  regret  that   I    Was  not 
thought  was  of   you!     Thanks  then,  n 
said  Jacques,   whose   hot   and    shining   1 
moist";  "thanks  once  again,"  and  he  reached  his  cold  hand 
to  Cephyse;  "if  I  die.  I  shall  die  happy— if  I  I  shall 

happy  also.     Give  me  your  hand,  my  brave  Cephysel- 
have  acted  like  a  good  and  honest  create. 

Instead   of   taking   the   hand   which   Jacques   otfered   her. 
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Cephyse,  still  kneeling,  bowed  her  head,  and  dared  not  raise 
her  eyes  to  her  lover. 

"You  don't  answer,"  said  he,  leaning  over  towards  the 
young  girl ;  "you  don't  take  my  hand — why  is  this  ?" 

The  unfortunate  creature  only  answered  by  stifled  sobs. 
Borne  down  with  shame,  she  held  herself  in  so  humble,  so 
supplicating  an  attitude,  that  her  forehead  almost  touched 
the  feet  of  her  lover. 

Amazed  at  the  silence  and  conduct  of  the  Bacchanal 
Queen,  Jacques  looked  at  her  with  increasing  agitation; 
suddenly  he  stammered  out  with  trembling  lips,  "Cephyse, 
I  know  you.  If  you  do  not  take  my  hand,  it  is  be- 
cause  " 

Then,  his  voice  failing,  he  added,  in  a  dull  tone,  after  a 
moment's  silence,  "When,  six  weeks  ago,  I  was  taken  to 
prison,  did  you  not  say  to  me,  'Jacques,  I  swear  that  I  will 
work — and  if  need  be,  live  in  horrible  misery — but  I  will  live 
true!'  That  was  your  promise.  Now,  I  know  you  never 
speak  false ;  tell  me  you  have  kept  your  word,  and  I  shall 
believe  you." 

Cephyse  only  answered  by  a  heart-rending  sob,  as  she 
pressed  the  knees  of  Jacques  against  her  heaving  bosom. 
By  a  strange  contradiction,  more  common  than  is  generally 
thought — this  man,  degraded  by  intoxication  and  debauchery, 
who,  since  he  came  out  of  prison,  had  plunged  in  every 
excess,  and  tamely  yielded  to  all  the  fatal  incitements  of 
Morok,  yet  received  a  fearful  blow,  when  he  learned,  by  the 
mute  avowal  of  Cephyse,  the  infidelity  of  this  creature, 
whom  he  had  loved  in  spite  of  degradation.  The  first  im- 
pulse of  Jacques  was  terrible.  Notwithstanding  his  weak- 
ness and  exhaustion,  he  succeeded  in  rising  from  his  seat, 
and,  with  a  countenance  contracted  by  rage  and  despair, 
he  seized  a  knife,  before  they  had  time  to  prevent  him,  and 
turned  it  upon  Cephyse.  But  at  the  moment  he  was  about 
to  strike,  shrinking  from  an  act  of  murder,  he  hurled  the 
knife  far  away  from  him,  and  falling  back  into  the  chair, 
covered  his  face  with  his  hands. 

At  the  cry  of  Ninny  Moulin,  who  had,  though  late,  thrown 
himself  upon  Jacques  to  take  awav  the  knife,  Cephyse 
raised  her  head  :  Jacques's  woeful  dejection  wrung  her  heart ; 
she  rose,  and  fell  upon  his  neck,  notwithstanding  his  resist- 
ance, exclaiming  in  a  voice  broken  by  sobs,  "Jacques,  if 
you  knew!  if  you  only  knew — listen — do  not  condemn  me 
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without  hearing  me —  I  will  tell  you  all,  T  swear  to  vou — 
without   falsehood — this   man,"   and   she   pointed   to    Morok, 
"will  not  dare  deny  what  I  say;  he  came,  and  told  m 
have  the  courage  to " 

"I  do  not  reproach  you.  I  have  no  right  to  reproach 
you.  Let  me  die  in  peace.  I  ask  nothing  but  that  now," 
said  Jacques,  in  a  still  weaker  voice,  as  he  repulsed  Cephj 
Then  he  added,  with  a  grievous  and  bitter  smile,  "Luckily, 
I  have  my  dose.  I  knew — what  I  was  doing — when  I 
accepted  the  duel  with  brandy." 

"No,  you  shall  not  die,  and  you  shall  hear  me,"  cried 
Cephyse,  with  a  bewildered  air:  "you  shall  hear  me.  ami 
everybody  else  shall  hear  me.  They  shall  see  that  it  is  not 
my  fault.  Is  it  not  so,  gentlemen?  Do  I  not  deserve  pity? 
You  will  entreat  Jacques  to  forgive  me;  for  if  driven  by 
misery — finding  no  work —  I  was  forced  to  this — not  for  the 
sake  of  any  luxury — you  see  the  rags  I  wear — but  to  get 
bread  and  shelter  for  my  poor,  sick  sister — dying,  and  < 
more  miserable  than  myself — would  you  not  have  pity  upon 
me?  Do  you  think  one  finds  pleasure  in  one's  infamy?" 
cried  the  unfortunate,  with  a  burst  of  frightful  laughter; 
then  she  added,  in  a  low  voice,  and  with  a  shudder,  "<  Hi, 
if  you  knew,  Jacques!  it  is  so  infamous,  so  horrible,  that  f 
preferred  death  to  falling  so  low  a  second  time.  1  should 
have  killed  myself,  had  I  not  heard  you  were  here."  Then, 
seeing  that  Jacques  did  not  answer  her,  but  shook  his  head 
mournfully  as  he  sank  down  though  still  supported  by  Ninny 
Moulin,  Cephyse  exclaimed,  as  she  lifted  her  clasped  hands 
towards  him,  "Jacques!  one  word — for  pity's  sake — forgive 
me!" 

"Gentlemen,  pray  remove  this  woman,"  cried  Morok; 
"the  sight  of  her  causes  my  friend  too  painful  emotions." 

"Come,  my  dear  child,   be  reasonable,"   said    several   of 
the  guests,  who,  deeply  moved  by  this  scene,  w<  re  endeavor- 
ing to   withdraw   Cephyse    from   it ;   "leave   him.   and   c 
with  us ;  he  is  not  in  any  danger." 

"Gentlemen!  oh,  gentlemen!"  cried  the  unfortunate 
creature,  bursting  into  tears,  and  raising  her  hands  in  sup- 
plication ;  "listen  to  me — I  will  do  all  that  yon  wish  me — I 
will  go — but,  in  heaven's  name,  send  for  help,  and  do  not 
let  him  die  thus.  Look,  what  pain  he  suffers!  what  horrible 
convulsions!" 
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"She  is  right,"  said  one  of  the  guests,  hastening  towards 
the  door ;  "we  must  send  for  a  doctor." 

"There  is  no  doctor  to  be  found,"  said  another;  "they 
are  all  too  busy." 

"We  will  do  better  than  that,"  cried  a  third;  "the  Hos- 
pital is  just  opposite,  and  we  can  carry  the  poor  fellow 
thither.  They  will  give  him  instant  help.  A  leaf  of  the 
table  will  make  a  litter,  and  the  table-cloth  a  covering." 

"Yes,  yes,  that  is  it,"  said  several  voices ;  "let  us  carry 
him  over  at  once." 

Jacques,  burnt  up  with  brandy,  and  overcome  by  his  in- 
terview with  Cephyse,  had  again  fallen  into  violent  convul- 
sions. It  was  the  dying  paroxysm  of  the  unfortunate  man. 
They  were  obliged  to  tie  him  with  the  ends  of  the  cloth,  so 
as  to  secure  him  to  the  leaf  which  was  to  serve  for  a  litter, 
which  two  of  the  guests  hastened  to  carry  away.  They 
yielded  to  the  supplication  of  Cephyse,  who  asked,  as  a  last 
favor,  to  accompany  Jacques  to  the  Hospital.  When  the 
mournful  procession  quitted  the  great  room  of  the  eating- 
house,  there  was  a  general  flight  among  the  guests.  Men 
and  women  made  haste  to  wrap  themselves  in  their  cloaks, 
in  order  to  conceal  their  costumes.  The  coaches,  which  had 
been  ordered  in  tolerable  number  for  the  return  of  the 
masquerade,  had  luckily  arrived.  The  defiance  had  been  fully 
carried  out,  the  audacious  bravado  accomplished,  and  they 
could  now  retire  with  the  honors  of  war.  Whilst  a  part  of 
the  guests  were  still  in  the  room,  an  uproar,  at  first  distant, 
but  which  soon  drew  nearer,  broke  out  with  incredible  fury 
in  the  square  of  Notre-Dame. 

Jacques  had  been  carried  to  the  outer  door  of  the  tavern. 
Morok  and  Ninny  Moulin,  striving  to  open  a  passage  through 
the  crowd  in  the  direction  of  the  Hospital,  preceded  the 
litter.  A  violent  reflux  of  the  multitude  soon  forced  them 
to  stop,  whilst  a  new  storm  of  savage  outcries  burst  from 
the  other  extremity  of  the  square,  near  the  angle  of  the 
church. 

"What  is  it  then?"  asked  Ninny  Moulin  of  one  of  those 
ignoble  figures  that  was  leaping  up  before  him.  "What  are 
those  cries?" 

"They  are  making  mince-meat  of  a  poisoner,  like  him  they 
have  thrown  into  the  river,"  replied  the  man.  "If  you 
want  to  see  the  fun,  follow  me  close,"  added  he,  "and  peg 
away  with  your  elbows,   for   fear  you  should  be  too  late." 
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Hardly   had    the    wretch    pronounced    tl  than    a 

dreadful    shriek    sounded    above    the    i 

through  which  the  1  of  the  lit:  •(!  by  Moi 

were  with  difficulty  making  their  way.     It   .•.  who 

uttered  that  cry.     Jacqi    -       me  of  the  seven  h<  the 

Rennepont    family)    had    just    expired    in    b 

a  strange   fatality,  at  the  very  moment   that  the  ring 

exclamation  of  Cephyse  announced  that  death,  anotl 

rose  from  that  part  of  the  square  where  they  wen  :ing 

the  poisoner.    That  distant,  supplicating  cry,  tremulous  with 

horrihle  alarm,   like   the   last   appeal   of   a   man 

beneath   the   blows   of    his   murderers,    chilled    the    soul    oi 

Morok  in  the  midst  of  his  execrable  triumph. 

'"Damnation!"  cried  the  skilful  assassin,  who  had  seled 
drunkenness   and   debauchery    fur   his   murderous   but    1< 
weapons;   "it  is  the  voice  of   the   Abbe  d'Aigrigny,   whom 
thev  have  in  their  clutches!" 


CHAPTER  XXIII. 

THE    POISONER 

It   is   necessary  to   go   back   a   little   before   relating   the 
adventure  of  Father  dAigrigny,  whose  cry  of  distress 
so  deep  an  impression  upon  Morok  just  at  the  moment  of 
Jacques   Rennepont's  death.     We  have   said   that   the   most 
absurd  and  alarming  reports  were  circulating  in  not 

only  did  people  talk  of  poison  given  to  the  sick,  or  thn 
into  the  public  fountains,  but  it  was  also  said  that  v, 
had  been  surprised  in  the  act  of  putting  arsenic  into  the 
which  are  usually  kept  all  ready  on  the  coual 
shops.     Goliath  was  on  his  way  to  rejoin  Morok.  after  deliv- 
ering a  message  to  Father  d'Aigrigny,  who  was  w  in  a 
house  on  the  Place  de  I'Archeveche.     He  entered   a   wine- 
shop in  the  Rue  de  la  Calandre,  to 
and  having  drunk  two  glasses  of  w: 
for  them.     Whilst  the  woman  of  the  h- 
change,    Goliath,    mechanically   and    very    U 
his  hand  on  the  mouth  of  one  of  the  pots  that  happened  to 
be  within  his  reach. 

The  tall  stature  of  this  man  and  his  repi:'  « 
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countenance  had  already  alarmed  the  good  woman,  whose 
fears  and  prejudices  had  previously  been  roused  by  the  pub- 
lic rumors  on  the  subject  of  poisoning ;  but  when  she  saw 
Goliath  place  his  hand  over  the  mouth  of  one  of  her  pots, 
she  cried  out  in  dismay :  "Oh !  my  gracious !  what  are  you 
throwing  into  that  pot?"  At  these  words,  spoken  in  a  loud 
voice,  and  with  the  accent  of  terror,  two  or  three  of  the 
drinkers  at  one  of  the  tables  rose  precipitately,  and  ran 
to  the  counter,  while  one  of  them  rashly  exclaimed:  "It  is 
a  poisoner!" 

Goliath,  not  aware  of  the  reports  circulated  in  the  neigh- 
borhood, did  not  at  first  understand  of  what  he  was  accused. 
The  men  raised  their  voices  as  they  called  on  him  to 
answer  the  charge ;  but  he,  trusting  to  his  strength,  shrugged 
his  shoulders  in  disdain,  and  roughly  demanded  the  change, 
which  the  pale  and  frightened  hostess  no  longer  thought 
of  giving  him. 

"Rascal !"  cried  one  of  the  men,  with  so  much  violence 
that  several  of  the  passers-by  stopped  to  listen ;  "you  shall 
have  your  change  when  you  tell  us  what  you  threw  in  the 
pot!" 

"Ha !  did  he  throw  anything  into  the  wine-pot  ?"  said 
one  of  the  passers-by. 

"It  is,  perhaps,  a  poisoner,"  said  another. 

"He  ought  to  be  taken  up,"  added  a  third. 

"Yes,  yes,"  cried  those  in  the  house — honest  people  per- 
haps, but  under  the  influence  of  the  general  panic ;  "he 
must  be  taken  up,  for  he  has  been  throwing  poison  into  the 
wine-pots." 

The  words  "He  is  a  poisoner"  soon  spread  through  the 
group,  which,  at  first  composed  of  three  or  four  persons, 
increased  every  instant  around  the  door  of  the  wine-shop. 
A  dull,  menacing  clamor  began  to  rise  from  the  crowd ; 
the  first  accuser,  seeing  his  fears  thus  shared  and  almost 
justified,  thought  he  was  acting  like  a  good  and  courageous 
citizen  in  taking  Goliath  by  the  collar,  and  saying  to  him: 
"Come  and  explain  yourself  at  the  guard-house,  villain!" 

The  giant,  already  provoked  at  insults  of  which  he  did 
not  perceive  the  real  meaning,  was  exasperated  at  this  sud- 
den attack ;  yielding  to  his  natural  brutality,  he  knocked 
his  adversary  down  upon  the  counter,  and  began  to  ham- 
mer him  with  his  fists.  During  this  collision,  several 
bottles  and  two  or  three  panes  of  glass  were  broken  with 
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much  noise,  whilst  the  woman  of  the  house,  more  and  n 
frightened,  cried  out  with  all  her  might  :  "Help!  a  poisoner! 
Help !  murder !" 

At  the  sound  of  the  breaking  windows  and  the- 
distress,  the  passers-by,  of  whom  the  greater  number  be- 
lieved in  the  stories  about   the  poisoners,   rushed   into  the 
shop  to  aid  in  securing  Goliath,     But  the  latter,  thanks  t<> 
his  herculean  strength,  after  struggling  for  some  mom< 
with  seven  or  eight  persons,  knocked  down  two  of  his  n 
furious    assailants,    disengaged    himself    from    the    others, 
drew  near  the  counter,  and,  taking  a  vigorous  spring,  rushed 
head-foremost,  like  a  bull   about  to  butt,   upon   the  crowd 
that  blocked  up  the  door;  then,  forcing  a  passage,  by  the 
help  of  his  enormous  shoulders  and  athletic  arms,  he  made 
his  way  into  the  street,  and  ran  with  all  speed  in  the  direc- 
tion of  the  square  of   Xotre-Dame.  his  garments  torn,  his 
head  bare,  and  his  countenance  pale  and   full  of  rage.     Im- 
mediately, a  number  of  persons   from   amongst   the  ci< 
started   in   pursuit   of    Goliath,    and   a   hundred    voic 
"Jaimed :      "Stop — stop  the  poisoner  !" 

Hearing  these  cries,  and  seeing  a  man  draw  near  with  a 
wild  and  troubled  look,  a  butcher,  who  happened  to  he  ] 
ing  with  his  large,  empty  tray  on  his  head,  threw  it  against 
Goliath's  shins,  and  taken  by  surprise,  he  stumbled  and  fell. 
The  butcher,  thinking  he  had  performed  as  heroic  an  action 
as  if  he  had  encountered  a  mad  dog.  Hung  himself  on  ( ioliath, 
and   rolled   over   with   him   on   the    pavement,    exclaiming: 
"Help!  it  is  a  poisoner!     Help!   help!"     This  scene  took 
place   not    far    from    the    Cathedral,    but    at    some    distance 
from  the  crowd  which  was  pressing  round  the 
as  well  as  from  the  eating-house  in  which  the  masquerade 
of  the  cholera  then  was.     The  day  was  now  drawing  I 
close.     On  the  piercing  call  of  the  butcher,  ral  groi 

at  the  head  of  which  were  Ciboule  and  the  quarryman,  flew 
towards   the   scene  of   the   struggle,   while   those   who   had 
pursued  the  pretended  poisoner  from  the  Rue  de  la  Calan 
reached  the  square  on  their  side. 

At    sight    of    this    threatening   crow!    advancing    t< 
him,  Goliath,  whilst  he  continued  to  defend  hims<  linst 

the  butcher,  who  held  him.  with  the  tenacity  of  a  b\ 
felt   that  he  was   lost   unless  he  could   rid   himself   of    this 
adversary   before   the   arrival   of    the   rest;    with   a    fur: 
blow  of  the  fist,  therefore,  he  broke  the  jaw  of  the  him; 
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who  just  then  was  above  him,  and  disengaging  himself 
from  his  hold,  he  rose,  and  staggered  a  few  steps  forward. 
Suddenly  he  stopped.  He  saw  that  he  was  surrounded. 
Behind  him  rose  the  walls  of  the  cathedral ;  to  the  right 
and  left,  and  in  front  of  him,  advanced  a  hostile  multitude. 
The  groans  uttered  by  the  butcher,  who  had  just  been 
lifted  from  the  ground  covered  with  blood,  augmented  the 
fury  of  the  populace. 

This  was  a  terrible  moment  for  Goliath:  still  standing 
alone  in  the  centre  of  a  ring  that  grew  smaller  every  second, 
he  saw  on  ail  sides  angry  enemies  rushing  towards  him,  and 
uttering  cries  of  death.  As  the  wild  boar  turns  round  once 
or  twice,  before  resolving  to  stand  at  bay  and  face  the 
devouring  pack,  Goliath,  struck  with  terror,  made  one  or  two 
abrupt  and  wavering  movements.  Then,  as  he  abandoned  the 
possibility  of  flight,  instinct  told  him  that  he  had  no  mercy 
to  expect  from  a  crowd  given  up  to  blind  and  savage  fury — 
a  fury  the  more  pitiless  as  it  was  believed  to  be  legitimate. 
Goliath  determined,  therefore,  at  least  to  sell  his  life  dearly ; 
he  sought  for  a  knife  in  his  pocket,  but,  not  finding  it,  he 
threw  out  his  left  leg  in  an  athletic  posture,  and  holding  up 
his  muscular  arms,  hard  and  stiff  as  bars  of  iron,  waited 
with  intrepidity  for  the  shock. 

The  first  who  approached  Goliath  was  Ciboule.  The  hag, 
heated  and  out  of  breath,  instead  of  rushing  upon  him, 
paused,  stooped  down,  and  taking  off  one  of  the  large 
wooden  shoes  that  she  wore,  hurled  it  at  the  giant's  head 
with  so  much  force  and  with  so  true  an  aim  that  it  struck 
him  right  in  the  eye,  which  hung  half  out  of  its  socket. 
Goliath  pressed  his  hands  to  his  face,  and  uttered  a  cry  of 
excruciating  pain. 

"I've  made  him  squint!"  said  Ciboule,  with  a  burst  of 
laughter. 

Goliath,  maddened  by  the  pain,  instead  of  waiting  for  the 
attack,  which  the  mob  still  hesitated  to  begin,  so  greatly 
were  they  awed  by  his  appearance  of  herculean  strength — - 
the  only  adversary  worthy  to  cope  with  him  being  the 
quarryman,  who  had  been  borne  to  a  distance  by  the  surg- 
ing of  the  crowd — Goliath,  in  his  rage,  rushed  headlong  upon 
the  nearest.  Such  a  struggle  was  too  unequal  to  last  long; 
but  despair  redoubled  the  Colossus's  strength,  and  the  com- 
bat was  for  a  moment  terrible.  The  unfortunate  man  did 
not  fall  at  once.     For  some  seconds,  almost  buried  amid  a 
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swarm  of   furious  assailant-,  one  saw  now  his  mighty  arm 
rise  and  fall  like  a  sledge  hammer,  b  upon  skulb  and 

faces,  and  now  his  enormous  head,  livid  and  Woo  iwn 

hack  by   some  of   the  combatants   hanging    to   h 
hair.     Here  and  there  sudden  openings  as  I         -.na- 

tions of  the  crowd  bore  witness  to  the  incredible 
Goliath's  defence.     But  when  the  quarryman  I   in 

reaching  him,  Goliath  was  overpowered  and  thrown 
A  long,  savage  cheer  in  triumph  announced  this   tall;   tor, 
under  such  circumstances,  to  ";/<>   under"  i  die."     In- 

stantly a  thousand  hreathlos  and  angry  voices  n  the 

cry  of  "Death  to  the  poisoner !" 

Then  began  one  of  thi  nes  of  massacre  and    tortu 

worthy   of   cannibals,   horrible   to   relate,   and    the   more   in- 
credible,  that    they   happen    almost    always    in    the    pn 
and  often  with  the  aid,  of  honest  and  humane  •.  who, 

blinded  by  false  notions  and  stupid  prejudices,  allow  them- 
selves to  be  led  into  all  sorts  of  barbarity,  under  the  idea 
performing  an  act  of  inexorable  justio  it    Frequently 

happens,  the  sight  of  the  blood   which   flowed   in   torn 
from  Goliath's  wounds  inflamed  to  madness  the  rage  <>i  his 
assailants.     A  hundred  fists  struck  at  the  unhappy  man;  he- 
was  stamped  under  foot,  his  face  and  chest  W  iten  in. 
Ever  and   anon,    in   the   midst    of    furious   cries   of    "Death 
to  the  poisoner!"   heavy   blows   were   audible,    followed   by 
stifled   groans.      It   was   a    frightful    butchery.      Each    indi- 
vidual, yielding  to  a  sanguinary  frenzy,  came  in  turn  t 
his  blow,  or  to  tear  of!  hi-  morsel  of  flesh.     Women  - 
women — mothers! — came  to  spend  their  rage  on  this  n 
lated    form. 

There  was  one  moment  of  frightful  terror.    With  hi 
all   bruised   and   covered   with   mud,   his   garn 
his  chest  bare,  red,  gaping  with  wound  liath,  ;. 

himself  of  a  moment's  weariness  mi  the  part  of  hi 
who   believed   him   already    finished,    si: 
those  convulsive  si  frequent  in  the  '  ny,  in  i 

himself   to  his    feet    i<>r  a    few   seconds;    then,    ;  ••  itli 

wounds  and  loss  of  blood,  striking  about  hi 
as  if  to  parry  blows  that  were  no  I01  ruck,  hi 

these  words,  which  came  from  his  mouth,  accomp 
crimson   torrent:      "Mercy!      I    am    no    | 
This  sort  of  resurrection  prod  no. 
crowd,  that  for  an  instant  they   fell   lack  affrighted. 
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clamor  ceased,  and  a  small  space  was  left  around  the  victim. 
Some  hearts  began  even  to  feel  pity ;  when  the  quarryman, 
seeing  Goliath  blinded  with  blood,  groping  before  him  with 
his  hands,  exclaimed  in  ferocious  allusion  to  a  well-known 
game :     "Now  for  blind-man's  buff." 

Then,  with  a  violent  kick,  he  again  threw  down  the  victim, 
whose  head  struck  twice  heavily  on  the  pavement. 

Just  as  the  giant  fell,  a  voice  from  amongst  the  crowd 
exclaimed  :    "It  is  Goliath !  stop !  he  is  innocent." 

It  was  Father  d'Aigrigny,  who,  yielding  to  a  generous  im- 
pulse, was  making  violent  efforts  to  reach  the  foremost  rank 
of  the  actors  in  this  scene,  and  who  cried  out,  as  he  came 
nearer,  pale,  indignant,  menacing:  "You  are  cowards  and 
murderers !  This  man  is  innocent.  I  know  him.  You 
shall  answer  for  his  life." 

These  vehement  words  were  received  with  loud  mur- 
murs. 

"You  know  that  poisoner,"  cried  the  quarryman,  seizing 
the  Jesuit  by  the  collar;  "then  perhaps  you  are  a  poisoner 
too." 

"Wretch,"  exclaimed  Father  d'Aigrigny,  endeavoring  to 
shake  himself  loose  from  the  grasp,  "do  you  dare  to  lay 
hand  upon  me?" 

"Yes,  I  dare  do  anything,"  answered  the  quarryman. 

"He  knows  him :  he's  a  poisoner  like  the  other,"  cried  the 
crowd,  pressing  round  the  two  adversaries ;  whilst  Goliath, 
who  had  fractured  his  skull  in  the  fall,  uttered  a  long  death- 
rattle. 

At  a  sudden  movement  of  Father  d'Aigrigny,  who  disen- 
gaged himself  from  the  quarryman,  a  large  glass  phial  of 
peculiar  form,  very  thick,  and  filled  with  a  greenish  liquor, 
fell  from  his  pocket,  and  rolled  close  to  the  dying  Goliath. 
At  sight  of  this  phial,  many  voices  exclaimed  together:  "It 
is  poison  !    Only  see !    He  had  poison  upon  him." 

The  clamor  redoubled  at  this  accusation,  and  they  pressed 
so  close  to  Abbe  d'Aigrigny,  that  he  exclaimed :  "Do  not 
touch  me !  do  not  approach  me !" 

"If  he  is  a  poisoner,"  said  a  voice,  "no  more  mercy  for 
him  than  for  the  other." 

"I  a  poisoner  ?"  said  the  abbe,  struck  with  hof ror. 

Ciboule  had  darted  upon  the  phial ;  the  quarryman  seized 
it  from  her,  uncorked  it,  and  presenting  it  to  Father  d'Ai- 
grigny, said  to  him:     "Now  tell  us!  what  is  that?" 
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"It  is  not  poison,"  cried  Father  d" 

"Then  drink  it!"  returned  the  quarr 

"Yes,  yes!  let  him  drink  it!"  cried  the  m 

"Never."  answered  Father  d'Aigrigny,  ii  me  alarm. 

And  he  drew  back  as  he  spoke,  pushing  avt  phial  with 

his  hand. 

"Do  you  see?     It  is  poison.     He  dares  not  drink  it."  they 
exclaimed.     Hemmed   in   on   every   side.   Father  d'Aigr 
stumbled  against  the  body  of  Goliath. 

"My    friends,"    cried    the    Jesuit,    win.,    without    being    a 
poisoner,  found  himself  exposed  to  a  terrible  alternative 
his  phial  contained  aromatic  salts  of  extraordinary  strength, 
designed    for    a    preservative    against    the    cholera,    and 
dangerous  to  swallow  as  any  poison,  "my  good  trie;. 
are  in  error.    I  conjure  yon.  in  the  name  of  heaven " 

"If  that  is  not  poison,  drink  it!"  interrupted  the  quarry- 
man,  as  he  again  offered  the  bottle  to  the  Jesuit. 

"If   he  does  not  drink   it,   death   to  the  poisoner  of   the 
poor !" 

"Yes! — death  to  him!  death  to  him!" 

"Unhappy    men!"  cried    Father    d'Aigrigny,    whilst     his 
hair  stood  on  end   with  terror;   "do  you  mean   to   mill 
me.' 

"What   about   all   those,   that  you   and   your   mate   have 
killed,  you  wretch?" 

"But  it  is  not  true — and " 

"Drink,  then!"  repeated  the  inflexible  quarryman :  "I  a^k 
you  for  the  last  time." 

"To  drink  that  would  be  death,"  cried  Father  d'Aigrigny. 

"Oh!   only   hear   the   wretch!"   cried    the   mob,    pressing 
closer  to  him;  "he  has  confessed — he  has 

"He  has  betrayed  himself  !"* 

"He  said,  'to  drink  that  would  be  death  !'  " 

"But   listen   to  me,"   cried   the   abbe,   cla  hands 

together  ;  "this  phial  is " 

Furious  cries   interrupted   Father  d'Aigrigny. 
make  an  end  of  that  one!"  cried  the  quarryman.   spurning 
Goliath  with  hi-    ;     I       "I   will   begin   thi  And 

seized   Father  d'Aigrigny  by  the  throat. 


*  This  fact  is  historical    A  man  was  murdered  became  a  plu'al  full 
of   ammonia   was    found   upon   him.     On   his    reft: 
populace,  persuaded  that  the  bottle  contained  p- 
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At  these  words,  two  different  groups  formed  themselves. 
One,  led  by  Ciboule,  "made  an  end"  of  Goliath,  with  kicks 
and  blows,  stones  and  wooden  shoes ;  his  body  was  soon 
reduced  to  a  horrible  thing,  mutilated,  nameless,  formless — ■ 
a  mere  inert  mass  of  filth  and  mangled  flesh.  Ciboule  gave 
her  cloak,  which  they  tied  to  one  of  the  dislocated  ankles  of 
the  body,  and  thus  dragged  it  to  the  parapet  of  the  quay. 
There,  with  shouts  of  ferocious  joy,  they  precipitated  the 
bloody  remains  into  the  river.  Now  who  does  not  shudder 
at  the  thought  that,  in  a  time  of  popular  commotion,  a  word, 
a  single  word,  spoken  imprudently,  even  by  an  honest  man, 
and  without  hatred,  will  suffice  to  provoke  so  horrible  a 
murder. 

"Perhaps  it  is  a  poisoner !"  said  one  of  the  drinkers  in 
the  tavern  of  the  Rue  de  la  Calandre — nothing  more — and 
Goliath  had  been  pitilessly  murdered. 

What  imperious  reasons  for  penetrating  the  lowest 
depths  of  the  masses  with  instruction  and  with  light — to 
enable  unfortunate  creatures  to  defend  themselves  from 
so  many  stupid  prejudices,  so  many  fatal  superstitions,  so 
much  implacable  fanaticism ! — How  can  we  ask  for  calm- 
ness, reflection,  self-control,  or  the  sentiment  of  justice  from 
abandoned  beings,  whom  ignorance  has  brutalized,  and 
misery  depraved,  and  suffering  made  ferocious,  and  of  whom 
society  takes  no  thought,  except  when  it  chains  them  to  the 
galleys,  or  binds  them  ready  for  the  executioner !  The  ter- 
rible cry  which  had  so  startled  Morok  was  uttered  by  Father 
d'Aigrigny  as  the  quarryman  laid  his  formidable  hand  upon 
him,  saying  to  Ciboule:  "Make  an  end  of  that  one — I  will 
begin  this  one !" 


CHAPTER  XXIV. 

IN    THE    CATHEDRAL. 

Night  was  almost  come,  as  the  mutilated  body  of  Goliath 
was  thrown  into  the  river.  The  oscillations  of  the  mob  had 
carried  into  the  street,  which  runs  along  the  left  side  of  the 
cathedral,  the  group  into  whose  power  Father  d'Aigrigny 
had  fallen.  Having  succeeded  in  freeing  himself  from  the 
grasp  of   the  quarryman,   but   still   closely  pressed  by  the 
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multitude    that    surrounded    him,    a  "Death    to    the 

poisoner!"   he   retrcatc-i   step   by  the 

blows  that  were  dealt  him.     By  presenc  mind,  a 

and  courage,  recovering  at  that  critical  moment  hi 
tary  energy,  he  had  hitherto  been  able  to  i 
main  firm  on  his  feet—  knowing,  by  the  exam]  ath, 

that  to  fall  was  to  die.     Though  he  had  little  hope  of  1 
heard  to  any  purpose,  the  abbe  continued  to  call    for  ! 
with  all  his  might.     Disputing  the  ground  inch  by  inch,  be 
manoeuvred  so  as  to  draw  near  one  of  the  lateral  wall 
the  church,  and  at  length  succeeded  in  ensconcing  him 
in  a  corner  formed  by  the  projection  of  a  buttress,  and  cl 
by  a  little  door. 

This   position   was    rather    favorable.      Leaning    with    his 
back  against  the  wall.  Father  d'Aigrigny  was  sheltered  r 
the  attacks  of  a  portion  of  his  assailants.     But  the  quarry- 
man,  wishing  to  deprive  him  of  this  last  chance  of  safety, 
rushed  upon  him.   with  the   intention  of   dragging  him 
into  the  circle,  where  he  would  have  been  trampled  under 
foot.     The  fear  of  death  gave  Father  d'Aigrigny  extraor- 
dinary strength,  and  he  was  able  once  more  to  repulse  the 
quarryman.  and  remain  entrenched  in  the  corner  where  he 
had  taken  refuge.     The  resistance  of  the  victim  redoul 
the  rage  of  the  assailants.     Cries  of  murderous  import  re- 
sounded with  new  violence.     The  quarryman  again   rushed 
upon  Father  d'Aigrigny.   saying,   "Follow  me,   friends!  this 
lasts  too  long.     Let  us  make  an  end  of  it." 

Father  d'Aigrigny   saw   that  he   was   lost.      His   strength 
was  exhausted,  and  he  felt  himself  sinking;  his  legs  treml 
under  him,  and  a  cloud  obscured  his  sight  ;  the  bowling 
the   furious  mob  began  to  sound  dull   upon   his  ear.     The 
effects  of  violent  contusions,  received  during  the  stnu 
both   on  the  head   and  chest,   were   now   very    ; 
Two  or  three  times,  a  mixture  of  blood  and  foam  I  the 

lips  of  the  abbe :  his  position  was  a  desperate  one. 

"To  be  slaughtered  by  these  brutes,  afte  th 

so  often  in  war!"    Such  was  the  tho  I'Aigri- 

gny,  as  the  quarryman  rushed  upon  him. 

Suddenly,  at  the  very  moment  when  the  abb  to 

the   instinct   of    self-preservation,   uttered    •  ill    for 

help,   in  a  heart-piercing  voice,  the  door  which 

leaned  opened  behind  him.  and  a  firm  hand  caught  hold 
him,  and  pulled  him  into  the  church.     Thanks  to  this  m 
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ment,  performed  with  the  rapidity  of  lightning,  the  quarry- 
man,  thrown  forward  in  his  atempt  to  seize  Father  d'Ai- 
grigny,  could  not  check  his  progress,  and  found  himself  just 
opposite  to  the  person  who  had  come,  as  it  were,  to  take  the 
place  of  the  victim. 

The  quarryman  stopped  short,  and  then  fell  back  a  couple 
of  paces,  so  much  was  he  amazed  at  this  sudden  apparition, 
and  impressed,  like  the  rest  of  the  crowd,  with  a  vague  feel- 
ing of  admiration  and  respect  at  sight  of  him  who  had  come 
so  miraculously  to  the  aid  of  Father  d'Aigrigny.  It  was 
Gabriel.  The  young  missionary  remained  standing  on  the 
threshold  of  the  door.  His  long  black  cassock  was  half  lost 
in  the  shadows  of  the  cathedral ;  whilst  his  angelic  counte- 
nance, with  its  border  of  long  light  hair,  now  pale  and  agi- 
tated by  pity  and  grief,  was  illumined  by  the  last  faint  rays 
of  twilight.  This  countenance  shone  with  so  divine  a  beauty, 
and  expressed  such  touching  and  tender  compassion,  that 
the  crowd  felt  awed  as,  with  his  large  blue  eyes  full  of 
tears,  and  his  hands  clasped  together,  he  exclaimed,  in  a 
sonorous  voice :  "Have  mercy,  my  brethren !  Be  humane — 
be  just !" 

Recovering  from  his  first  feeling  of  surprise  and  involun- 
tary emotion,  the  quarryman  advanced  a  step  towards  Ga- 
briel, and  said  to  him :  "No  mercy  for  the  poisoner !  we  must 
have  him !   Give  him  up  to  us,  or  we  go  and  take  him !" 

"You  cannot  think  of  it,  my  brethren,"  answered  Ga- 
briel ;  "the  church  is  a  sacred  place — a  place  of  refuge  for 
the  persecuted." 

"We  would  drag  our  prisoner  from  the  altar!"  answered 
the  quarryman,  roughly ;  "so  give  him  up  to  us." 

"Listen  to  me,  my  brethren,"  said  Gabriel,  extending  his 
arms  towards  them. 

"Down  with  the  shaveling !"  cried  the  quarryman ;  "let 
us  go  in  and  hunt  him  up  in  the  church !" 

"Yes,  yes !"  cried  the  mob,  again  led  away  by  the  violence 
of  this  wretch,  "down  with  the  black  gown!" 

"They  are  all  of  a  piece!" 

"Down  with  them!" 

"Let  us  do  as  we  did  at  the  archbishop's!" 

"Or  at  Saint-Germain-l'Auxerrois !" 

"What  do  our  likes  care  for  a  church?" 

"If  the  priests  defend  the  poisoners,  we'll  pitch  them  into 
the  water  too !" 
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«-< 


'Yes.   y<. 

"I'll  show  you  the  lead!"  cried  thi  ryman;  and  [ 

lowed  by  Ciboule,  and  a  good  numb  i  .  he 

rushed  towards  Gabriel. 

The  missionary,  who  for  some  moments  had  ..  I  the 

increasing  fury  of  the  crowd,  had  foreseen  this  n 
hastily  retreating  into  the  church,  he  su  1.  in  - 

the  efforts  of  the  assailants,  in  nearly  closing  tin 

in  barricading  it  by  the  help  of  a  w len  bar,  which  I 

in  such  a  manner  as  would  enable  the  door  t 
few  minutes. 

Whilst  he  thus  defended  the  entrance.  Gabriel  shoui 
Father  d'Aigrigny:    "Fly.   father!   fly  through   the  vestry! 

the  other  doors  are  fastened." 

The  Jesuit,  overpowered  by  fatigue,  c  I  with  contu- 

sions, bathed  in  cold  sweat,  feeling  his  strength  altogether 
fail,  and  too  soon  fancying  himself  in  safety,  had  sunk,  half 
fainting,  into  a  chair.    At  the  voice  of  Gabriel,  he  rose  with 
difficulty,  and.  with  a  trembling  step,  endeavored   to  r< 
the  choir,  separated  from  the  rest  of  the  church  by  an  ; 
railing. 

"Quick,    father!"   added   Gabriel,    in   alarm,    usi 
effort  to  maintain  the  door,  which  was  now  \ 
sailed.    "Make  haste!    In  a  few  minutes  it  will  t*  ate. 

All  alone!"  continued  the  missionary,  in  despair,  "a! 
arrest  the  progress  of  these  madmen  !" 

He  was  indeed  alone.    At  the  first  outbreak  of  the  attack, 
three  or  four  sacristans  and  other  mem!  ali- 

ment were  in  the  church;  but,   struck  with  terror,  ai 
membering  the  sack  of  the  archbishop's  pala  int- 

Germain-TAuxerrois,    they    had    immediatel)    tal  Jit. 

Some  of  them  had  concealed   themselves   in   the 
and   others  fled   into  the   vestry,    the  •'>   they 

locked  after  them,  thus  cutting  off  th< 
Father    d'Aigrigny.     The    latter. 

roused  by  the  missionary's  portentive  warn:  :ui- 

self  on  by  means  of  the  chairs  he  met  with  on  hi 
made  vain  efforts  to  reach  the  ch 
ing  a  few  steps,  vanquished  by  his 
and  fell  upon  the  pavement,  deprive 
At  the  same  moment,  Gabriel,  in 
ergy  with  which  the  desire  to  save  Father 
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inspired  him,  felt  the  door  giving  way  beneath  the  formid- 
able pressure  from  without. 

Turning  his  head,  to  see  if  the  Jesuit  had  at  least  quitted 
the  church,  Gabriel,  to  his  great  alarm,  preceived  that  he 
was  lying  motionless  at  a  few  steps  from  the  choir.  To 
abandon  the  half-broken  door,  to  run  to  Father  d'Aigrigny, 
to  lift  him  in  his  arms,  and  drag  him  within  the  railing  of 
the  choir,  was  for  the  young  priest  an  action  rapid  as 
thought;  for  he  closed  the  gate  of  the  choir  just  at  the  in- 
stant that  the  quarryman  and  his  band,  having  finished 
breaking  down  the  door,  rushed  in  a  body  into  the  church. 

Standing  in  front  of  the  choir,  with  his  arms  crossed  upon 
his  breast,  Gabriel  waited  calmly  and  intrepidly  for  this 
mob,  still  more  exasperated  by  such  unexpected  resistance. 

The  door  once  forced,  the  assailants  rushed  in  with  great 
violence.  But  hardly  had  they  entered  the  church,  than  a 
strange  scene  took  place.  It  was  nearly  dark ;  only  a  few 
silver  lamps  shed  their  pale  light  round  the  sanctuary, 
whose  far  outlines  disappeared  in  the  shadow.  On  suddenly 
entering  the  immense  cathedral,  dark,  silent,  and  deserted, 
the  most  audacious  were  struck  with  awe,  almost  with  fear 
in  presence  of  the  imposing  grandeur  of  that  stony  solitude. 
Outcries  and  threats  died  away  on  the  lips  of  the  most  furi- 
ous. They  seemed  to  dread  awaking  the  echoes  of  those 
enormous  arches,  those  black  vaults,  from  which  oozed  a  sep- 
ulchral dampness,  which  chilled  their  brows,  inflamed  with 
anger,  and  fell  upon  their  shoulders  like  a  mantle  of  ice. 

Religious  tradition,  routine,  habit,  the  memories  of  child- 
hood, have  so  much  influence  upon  men,  that  hardly  had 
they  entered  the  church,  than  several  of  the  quarryman's 
followers  respectfully  took  off  their  hats,  bowed  their  bare 
heads,  and  walked  along  cautiously,  as  if  to  check  the  noise 
of  their  footsteps  on  the  sounding  stones.  Then  they  ex- 
changed a  few  words  in  a  low  and  fearful  whisper.  Others 
timidly  raised  their  eyes  to  the  far  heights  of  the  topmost 
arches  of  that  gigantic  building,  now  lost  in  obscurity,  and 
felt  almost  frightened  to  see  themselves  so  little  in  the  midst 
of  that  immensity  of  darkness.  But  at  the  first  joke  of  the 
quarryman,  who  broke  this  respectful  silence,  the  emotion 
soon  passed  away. 

"Blood  and  thunder!"  cried  he;  "are  you  fetching  breath 
to  sing  vespers?  If  they  had  wine  in  the  font,  well  and 
Kood !" 
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These  words  were  received  with  a  !  .^li- 

ter. "All  this  time  the  villain  will  escape 
\nd  we  shall  be  done,"  added  Cibouli 

"One  would  think  we  had  cowards  here,  who  are 
of  the  sacristans  !"  cried  the  quarryman. 

"Never !"  replied  the  others  in  chorus;  "v. 

"Forward  !" 

"Yes,    yes — forward!"    was   repeated    on    all  \nd 

the  animation,  which  had  been  calmed  down  for  a  n 
was  redouhled  in  the  midst  of  renewed  tumult.    Some 
ments  after,  the  eyes  of  the  assailair  rned 

to  the  twilight,  were  aide  to  distinguish  in  the  midsl  of  the 
faint  halo  shed  around  by  a  silver  lamp,  the  imposing  coun- 
tenance of  Gabriel,  as  he  stood  before  the  iron  railing  of  the 
choir. 

"The  poisoner  is  here,  hid  in  some  corner.*'  cried  the 
quarryman.  "We  must  force  this  parson  to  give  us  back 
the  villain." 

"He  shall  answer  for  him !" 

"He  took  him  into  the  church." 

"He  shall  pay  for  both,  if  we  do  not  find  the  other'" 

As  the  first  impression  of  involuntary  resped 
from  the  minds  of  the  crowd,  their  voices  rose  the  lou 
and  their   faces  became  the  more  savage  and   threaten 
because  they  all  felt  ashamed  of  their  momentary  hesitation 
and  weakness. 

"Yes,  yes!"  cried  many  voices,  trembling  with  ra^re,  "we 
must  have  the  life  of  one  or  the  other!" 

"Or  of  both  !" 

"So  much  the  worse  for  this  priest,  if  he  \ 
us  from  serving  out  our  |  r!" 

"Death  to  him!  death  to  him!" 

With  this  burst  of  ferocious  yells,  which  v. 
echoed  from  the  groined  arches  of  t!i-  Iral,  th< 

maddened  by  rage,   rushed  toward-  the  choir 
of  which  Gabriel  was  standing.   The  young  mis 
when    placed   on   the   c 
Mountains,  yet  entreated  heaven   to 

had  too  much  courage  in  his  heart.  {<<•<  much  •  in  his 

soul,   not   to   ri>k    1.  a  tl 

Father  d'Aigrigny's — the  very  man   wh  bin! 

by  such  cowardly  and  cruel  hyp' 
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CHAPTER  XXV. 

THE    MURDERERS. 

The  quarryman,  followed  by  his  gang,  ran  towards  Ga- 
briel, who  had  advanced  a  few  paces  from  the  choir-railing, 
and  exclaimed,  his  eyes  sparkling  with  rage :  "Where  is  the 
poisoner?    We  wil!  have  him!" 

"Who  has  told  you,  my  brethren,  that  he  is  a  poisoner?" 
replied  Gabriel,  with  his  deep,  sonorous  voice.  "A  poisoner ! 
Where  are  the  proofs — witnesses  or  victims?" 

"Enough  of  that  stuff!  we  are  not  here  for  confession," 
brutally  answered  the  quarryman,  advancing  towards  him 
in  a  threatening  manner.  "Give  up  the  man  to  us;  he  shall 
be  forthcoming,  unless  you  choose  to  stand  in  his  shoes?" 

"Yes,  yes!"  exclaimed  several  voices;  "they  are  'in'  with 
one  another !    One  or  the  other  we  will  have !" 

"Very  well,  then ;  since  it  is  so,"  said  Gabriel,  raising  his 
head,  and  advancing  with  calmness,  resignation,  and  fear- 
lessness ;  "he  or  me,"  added  he ; — "it  seems  to  make  no 
difference  to  you — you  are  determined  to  have  blood — take 
mine,  and  I  will  pardon  you,  my  friends ;  for  a  fatal  delusion 
has  unsettled  your  reason." 

These  words  of  Gabriel,  his  courage,  the  nobleness  of  his 
attitude,  the  beauty  of  his  countenance,  had  made  an  impres- 
sion on  some  of  the  assailants,  when  suddenly  a  voice  ex- 
claimed:    "Look!  there  is  the  poisoner,  behind  the  railing!" 

"Where — where?"  cried  they. 

"There — don't  you   see? — stretched   on  the  floor." 

On  hearing  this,  the  mob,  which  had  hitherto  formed  a 
compact  mass,  in  the  sort  of  passage  separpting  the  two 
sides  of  the  nave,  between  the  rows  of  chairs,  dispersed  in 
every  direction,  to  reach  the  railing  of  the  choir,  the  last 
and  only  barrier  that  now  sheltered  Father  cTAigrigny. 
During  this  manoeuvre,  the  quarryman,  Ciboule,  and  others, 
advanced  towards  Gabriel,  exclaiming,  with  ferocious  joy: 
"This  time  we  have  him.    Death  to  the  poisoner !" 

To  save  Father  d'Aigrigny,  Gabriel  would  have  allowed 
himself  to  be  massacred  at  the  entrance  of  the  choir;  but,  a 
little  further  on,  the  railing,  not  above  four  feet  in  height, 
would  in  another  instant  be  scaled  or  broken  through.  The 
missionary  lost  all  hope  of  saving  the  Jesuit  from  a  fright- 
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ful  death.   Yet  he  exclaimed:   "Si  deluded  people!" 

— and.  extending  his  arms,  he  threw  himself  in  front  of  the 

crowd. 

His  words,  gesture,  and  countenance,  wei 
an  authority  at  once  so  affectionate  and 
there  was  a  momentary  hesitation  amongst   tl 
to  this  hesitation  soon  succeeded  the  most   furiou 
"Death;  death!" 

"You  cry  for  his  death?"  cried  Gabriel,  growing  still 
paler. 

"Yes!  yes!" 

"'Well,  let  him  die."  cried  the  missionary,  inspired  with  a 
sudden  thought;  "let  him  die  on  the  instant!" 

These  words  of  the  young  priest  struck  the  crowd  with 
amazement.  For  a  few  moments,  they  all  stood  mute,  mo- 
tionless, and  as  it  were,  paralyzed,  looking  at  Gabriel  in 
stupid  astonishment. 

"This  man  is  guilty,  you  say,"  resumed  the  young  mis- 
sionary,   in    a    voice    tremhling    with    emotion.     "You    have 
condemned  him  without  proof,  without  witnesses — no  mat- 
ter, he  must  die.    You  reproach  him  with  being  a 
where  are  his  victims?    You  cannot  tell — but  no  matter:  he 
is  condemned.    You  refuse  to  hear  his  defense,  tin 
right  of  every  accused  person — no  matter ;  the  senteno 
pronounced.    You  are  at  once  his  accusers,  judges,  and  i 
cutioners.     Be   it   so! — You   have   never   seen   till    now 
unfortunate  man,  he  has  done  you  no  harm,  he  has  perl 
not  done  harm  to  any  one — yet  you  take  upon  youi  the 

terrible  responsibility  of   his  death — understand   me  m 
of  his  death.    Be  it  so  then!  your  conscio 
vou-vtI  will  believe  it.    He  must  die;  the  sacred: 
house  will  not  save  him — " 

"No,  no!"  cried  many  furioi  es. 

"No,"    resumed    Gabriel,    with    in<  warmth 

you  have  determined  to  shed  his  blood,  and   • 
it,  even  in  the  Lord's  temple.    It   i>.  you  our  ri 

You  are  doing  an  act  of  terrible  justice.    But  why  tl 
manv  vigorous  arms   to  make  an   end   of   one   dyinj 
Why   these   outcries?   this    fury'   tin-    violence?     I-    it    tl 
that  the  people,  the  strong  and  equitable  people,  are  wont 
to  execute  their  judgn  X".  no;   when 

right,  they  strike  their  enemies,  it  is  with  the  calmi 
the  judge,  who,  in  freedom  of  soul  and  consckn 
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sentence.  No,  the  strong  and  equitable  people  do  not  deal 
their  blows  like  men  blind  or  mad,  uttering  cries  of  rage,  as 
if  to  drown  the  sense  of  some  cowardly  and  horrible  murder. 
No,  it  is  not  thus  that  they  exercise  the  formidable  right,  to 
which  you  now  lay  claim — for  you  will  have  it " 

"Yes,  we  will  have  it !"  shouted  the  quarryman,  Ciboule, 
and  others  of  the  more  pitiless  portion  of  the  mob ;  whilst 
a  great  number  remained  silent,  struck  with  the  words  of 
Gabriel,  who  had  just  painted  to  them,  in  such  lively  colors, 
the  frightful  act  they  were  about  to  commit. 

"Yes,"  resumed  the  quarryman,  "it  is  our  right ;  we  have 
determined  to  kill  the  poisoner!" 

So  saying,  and  with  bloodshot  eyes,  and  flushed  cheek, 
the  wretch  advanced  at  the  head  of  a  resolute  group,  making 
a  gesture  as  though  he  would  have  pushed  aside  Gabriel, 
who  was  still  standing  in  front  of  the  railing.  But  instead 
of  resisting  the  bandit,  the  missionary  advanced  a  couple  of 
steps  to  meet  him,  took  him  by  the  arm,  and  said  in  a  firm 
voice :    "Come !" 

And  dragging,  as  it  were,  with  him  the  stupefied  quarry- 
man, whose  companions  did  not  venture  to  follow  at  the 
moment,  struck  dumb  as  they  were  by  this  new  incident, 
Gabriel  rapidly  traversed  the  space  which  separated  him 
from  the  choir,  opened  the  iron  gate,  and,  still  holding  the 
quarryman  by  the  arm,  led  him  up  to  the  prostrate  form  of 
Father  d'Aigrigny,  and  said  to  him:  "There  is  the  victim. 
He  is  condemned.    Strike!" 

"I !"  cried  the  quarryman,  hesitating ;    "I — all  alone  !" 

"Oh !"  replied  Gabriel,  with  bitterness,  "there  is  no  dan- 
ger. You  can  easily  finish  him.  Look !  he  is  broken  down 
with  suffering;  he  has  hardly  a  breath  of  life  left;  he  will 
make  no  resistance.    Do  not  be  afraid !" 

The  quarryman  remained  motionless,  whilst  the  crowd, 
strangely  impressed  with  this  incident,  approached  a  little 
nearer  the  railing,  without  daring  to  come  within  the  gate. 

"Strike  then !"  resumed  Gabriel,  addressing  the  quarry- 
man, whilst  he  pointed  to  the  crowd  with  a  solemn  gesture ; 
"there  are  the  judges ;  you  are  the  executioner." 

"No !"  cried  the  quarryman,  drawing  back,  and  turning 
away  his  eyes ;  "I'm  not  the  executioner — not  I !" 

The  crowd  remained  silent.  For  a  few  moments,  not  a 
word,  not  a  cry,  disturbed  the  stillness  of  the  solemn  cathe- 
dral.  In  a  desperate  case,  Gabriel  had  acted  with  a  profound 
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knowledge  of   the  human   heart.     When   the   multitude,   in- 
flamed with  blind  rage,  rushes  with  unor  upon 

a  single  victim,  and  each  man  strikes  his  Iful 

species  of  combined   murder  appear-  horribli 

because  they  all  share  in  the  common  crin  '  then 

shouts,  the  sight  of  blood,  the  rate  defence  of  the  man 

they  massacre,   finish  by  producing  in- 

toxication;   but,    amongst    all    those    furious    madmen,    v 
take  part  in  the  homicide,  select  one,  and  place  him 
face  with  the  victim,  no  longer  capable  of   resistance,  and 
say  to  him,   "Strike!" — he  will  hardly  ever  dare   to  d" 

It  was  thus  with  the  quarryman;  the  wretch  treml 
the  idea  of  committing  a  murder  in  cold  blood,  "all  alone.** 
The  preceding  scene  had  passed  very  rapidly;  amongst  the 
companions  of  the  quarryman,  nearest  to  the  railing,  some 
did  not  understand  an  impression,  which  they  would  them- 
selves have  felt  as  strongly  as  this  bold  man.  if  it  had  ' 
said  to  them:    "Do  the  office  of  executioner!'    These,  th< 
fore,  began  to  murmur  aloud  at  his  weakness.    "He 
not  finish  the  poisoner,"  said  one. 

"The  coward!" 

"He  is  afraid." 

"He  draws  back."    Hearing  these  words,  the  quarryman 
ran  to  the  gate,  threw  it  wide  open,  and,  pointing  t<>  F.v 
d'Aigrigny,  exclaimed:    "If  there  is  one  here  braver  than  I 
am,  let  him  go  and  finish  the  job — let  him  be  the  executioner 
—come!" 

On   this   proposal   the   murmurs   ceased.     A    deep 
reigned  once  more  in  the  cathedral.    All  those  COUntenai 
but  now  so  furious,  became  sad,  confused,  aln* 
The  deluded  mob  began  to  appreciate  the  U  .ward- 

ice  of   the  action   it  had   been   about    to  commit     Nol 
durst  go  alone  to  strike  the  half -expiring  man.  nly, 

Father  d'Aigrigny  uttered  a  dying  rati  1  and 

of  his  arms  stirred  with  a  convulsive  movement 
fell  back  upon  th-  s  as  if  he  had  jtl 

Gabriel  uttered  a  cry  of  anguish,  and  threw  1  n  his 

knees    close    to    Father    d'Aigrigny,    exclaiming 
Heaven!  he  is  dead!'' 

There  is  a  singular  variableness  in  the  mind  of  a  crowd, 
susceptible  alike  to  good  or  evil  im;  \t  the  heart  - 

piercing  cry  of  Gabriel,  all   these  people,   who.   a   momeni 
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before,  had  demanded,  with  loud  uproar,  the  massacre  of 
this  man,  felt  touched  with  a  sudden  pity.  The  words :  "He 
is  dead!"  circulated  in  low  whispers  through  the  crowd, 
accompanied  by  a  slight  shudder,  whilst  Gabriel  raised  with 
one  hand  the  victim's  heavy  head,  and  with  the  other  sought 
to  feel  if  the  pulse  still  beat  beneath  the  ice-cold  skin. 

"Mr.  Curate,"  said  the  quarryman,  bending  towards  Ga- 
briel, "is  there  really  no  hope?" 

The  answer  was  waited  for  with  anxiety,  in  the  midst  of 
deep  silence.  The  people  hardly  ventured  to  exchange  a 
few  words  in  whispers. 

"Blessed  be  God!"  exclaimed  Gabriel,  suddenly.  "His 
heart  beats." 

"His  heart  beats,"  repeated  the  quarryman,  turning  his 
head  towards  the  crowd,  to  inform  them  of  the  good  news. 

"Oh !  his  heart  beats !"  repeated  the  others,  in  whispers. 

"There  is  hope.  We  may  yet  save  him,"  added  Gabriel 
with  an  expression  of  indescribable  happiness. 

"We  may  yet  save  him,"  repeated  the  quarryman,  me- 
chanically. 

"We  may  yet  save  him,"  muttered  the  crowd. 

"Quick,  quick,"  resumed  Gabriel,  addressing  the  quarry- 
man ;  "help  me,  brother.  Let  us  carry  him  to  a  neigh- 
boring house,  where  he  can  have  immediate  aid." 

The  quarryman  obeyed  with  readiness.  Whilst  the  mis- 
sionary lifted  Father  d'Aigrigny  by  holding  him  under  the 
arms,  the  quarryman  took  the  legs  of  the  almost  inanimate 
body.  Together,  they  carried  him  outside  of  the  choir.  At 
sight  of  the  formidable  quarryman,  aiding  the  young  priest 
to  render  assistance  to  the  man  whom  he  had  just  before 
pursued  with  menaces  of  death,  the  multitude  felt  a  sudden 
thrill  of  compassion.  Yielding  to  the  powerful  influence  of 
the  words  and  example  of  Gabriel,  they  felt  themselves 
deeply  moved,  and  each  became  anxious  to  offer  services. 

"Mr.  Curate,  he  would  perhaps  be  better  on  a  chair,  that 
one  could  carry  upright,"  said  Ciboule. 

"Shall  I  go  and  fetch  a  stretcher  from  the  hospital?" 
asked  another. 

"Mr.  Curate,  let  me  take  your  place;  the  body  is  too 
heavy  for  you." 

"Don't  trouble  yourself,"  said  a  powerful  man,  approach- 
ing the  missionary  respectfully ;  "I  can  carry  him  alone." 
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"Shall  I  run  and  fetch  a  coach,  Mr.  Curat 
vagabond,  taking  off  his  red  cap. 

"Right,"  said  the  quarryman;  "run  mv  hud. 

"But  first,  ask  Mr.  (."urate  it"  you  art.-  |  !,," 

said   Ciboule,   stopping   the   impatient    n 

"True,"  added  one  of  the  bystanders;  'v.  n  a 

church,  and  Mr.  Curate  has  the  command.    H< 

''Yes,  yes;  go  at  once,  my  child,"  said  Gabriel  to  the 
obliging  young  vagabond. 

Whilst  the  latter  was  making  his  way  through  the  i 
a  voice  said:    "I've  a  little   wicker-bottle   of    brand 
that  be  of  any  use 

"Xo  doubt,"  answered  Gabriel,  hastily:  "pray  give  it 
here.  We  can  rub  his  temples  with  the  spirit,  and  make 
him  inhale  a  little." 

"Pass    the   bottle,"   cried    Ciboule ;    "but    don't    put    your 
noses  in  it!"   And.  passed  with  caution  from  hand  to  hand 
the  flask  reached  Gabriel  in  safety. 

Whilst  waiting  for  the  coming  of  the  coach.  Father  d'Ai- 
grigny  had  been  seated  on  a  chair.  Whi 
natured  people  carefully  supported  the  abbe,  the  missionary 
made  him  inhale  a  little  brandy.  In  a  few  minutes,  the 
spirit  had  a  powerful  influence  on  the  Jesuit;  he  made  some 
slight  movements,  and  his  oppressed  bosom  heaved  with 
a   deep   sigh. 

"He  is   saved — he  will   live,"  cried   Gabriel,   in   a  trium- 
phant voice:  "he  will  live,  my  broth' 

"Oh!  glad  to  hear  it!"  exclaimed  many  \ 

"Oh,  yes!  be  glad,  my  brothers!"  :  !  Gabriel;  "i 

instead  of  being  weighed  down  with  the  r  me, 

you    will    have    a    just    and    charitable    action    t 
ber.    Let  us  thank  God,  that  he  has  changed   your  blind 
fury  into  a  sentiment  of  compassion!    I  Him. 

that  neither  you,  nor  those  you  love,  may  ever  i 
to  such  frightful  danger  as  this  unfortunate  man  1:  . 
escaped.    Oh,  my  brothers!"  added  Gabriel,  as  be  | 
to  the  image  of  Christ  with  touching  emotion,  whicl 
municated  itself  the  more  easily  to  oth< 
sion  of  his  angelic  countenance;  "oh,  my  br< 
never  forget,  that  I  Ik.  who  died  upon  that  i 
fence  of   the   oppressed,    for   the   ol 
people    like    to    ourselves,    pronounce,  1    tl 
words  so  sweet  to  the  heart;    'Love  ye  01  her! — Let 
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us  never  forget  it;  let  us  love  and  help  one  another,  and  we 
poor  people  shall  then  become  better,  happier,  just.  Love 
— yes,  love  ye  one  another — and  fall  prostrate  before  that 
Saviour,  who  is  the  God  of  all  that  are  weak,  oppressed,  and 
suffering  in  this  world !" 

So  saying,  Gabriel  knelt  down.  All  present  respectfully 
followed  his  example,  such  power  was  there  in  his  simple 
and  persuasive  words.  At  this  moment,  a  singular  incident 
added  to  the  grandeur  of  the  scene.  We  have  said  that  a 
few  seconds  before  the  quarryman  and  his  band  entered  the 
body  of  the  church,  several  persons  had  fled  from  it.  Two 
of  these  had  taken  refuge  in  the  organ-loft,  from  which 
retreat  they  had  viewed  the  preceding  scene,  themselves  re- 
maining invisible.  One  of  these  persons  was  a  young  man 
charged  with  the  care  of  the  organ,  and  quite  musician  enough 
to  play  on  it.  Deeply  moved  by  the  unexpected  turn  of 
an  event  which  at  first  appeared  so  tragical,  and  yield- 
ing to  an  artistical  inspiration,  this  young  man,  at  the 
moment  when  he  saw  the  people  kneeling  with  Gabriel, 
could  not  forbear  striking  the  notes.  Then  a  sort  of  har- 
monious sigh,  at  first  almost  insensible,  seemed  to  rise  from 
the  midst  of  this  immense  cathedral,  like  a  divine  aspira- 
tion. As  soft  and  aerial  as  the  balmy  vapor  of  incense,  it 
mounted  and  spread  through  the  lofty  arches.  Little  by 
little  the  faint,  sweet  sounds,  though  still  as  it  were 
covered,  changed  to  an  exquisite  melody,  religious,  melan- 
choly, and  affectionate,  which  rose  to  heaven  like  a  song  of 
ineffable  gratitude  and  love.  And  the  notes  were  at  first  so 
faint,  so  covered,  that  the  kneeling  multitude  had  scarcely 
felt  surprise,  and  had  yielded  insensibly  to  the  irresistible 
influence  of  that  enchanting  harmony. 

Then  many  an  eye,  until  now  dry  and  ferocious,  became 
wet  with  tears — many  hard  hearts  beat  gently,  as  they  re- 
membered the  words  pronounced  by  Gabriel  with  so  tender 
an  accent :  "Love  ye  one  another !"  It  was  at  this  moment 
that  Father  d'Aigrigny  came  to  himself — and  opened  his 
eyes.  He  thought  himself  under  the  influence  of  a  dream. 
He  had  lost  his  senses  in  sight  of  a  furious  populace,  who, 
with  insult  and  blasphemy  on  their  lips,  pursued  him  with 
cries  of  death  even  to  the  sanctuary  of  the  temple.  He 
opened  his  eyes — and,  by  the  pale  light  of  the  sacred  lamps, 
to  the  solemn  music  of  the  organ,  he  saw  that  crowd,  just 
now    so   menacing    and    implacable,    kneeling   in   mute    and 
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reverential  emotion,  and  humbly  bowing  their  hea 

the  majesty  of  the  shrine. 


Some  minutes  after,  Gabriel,  carried  almost  in  triumph 
on  the  shoulders  of  the  crowd,  entered  the  coach,  in  which 
Father    d'Aigrigny,    who    by    d<  had    com] 

covered  his  souses,  was  already  reclinin 
the  Jesuit,  the  coach  stopped  before  the  door  of  a  1 
the  Rue  de  Vaugirard;  he  had  the  strength  and  i 
enter  this  dwelling  alone;   Gabriel   was  not   admitted,   but 
we  shall  conduct  the  reader  thither. 


CHAPTER   XXVI. 


THE    PATIENT. 


At  the  end  of  the  Rue  de  Vaugirard,  there  was  then  a 
very    high    wall,    with    only    one    small    doorway    in    al! 
length.      On   opening   this    door,   you    entered    a   yard    sur- 
rounded by  a  railing,  with  screens  like  Venetian   blind- 
prevent  your  seeing  between  the  rail  ,  art- 
yard,  you  come  to  a  fine  large  garden,  symmetrically  planl 
at  the  end  of  which  stood  a  building  two  stories  high,  l< 
ing  perfectly  comfortable,  without  luxury,  but  with  all  that 
cozy  simplicity   which   betokens   discreet   opulence.      A 
days    had    elapsed    since    Father    d'Aigrigny    had    t> 
courageously   rescued   by   Gabriel    from    the    popular    fi 
Three  ecclesiastics,  wearing  black  gowns,  white  band-. 
square  caps,  were  walking  in  the  garden   with  a 
measured   step.     The  youngest   seemed   to   be   about    thirty 
years  of   age;   his  countenance   was   pal                      ind    im- 
pressed with  a  certain  ascetic  austerity.      His  1 
ions,  aged  between  fifty  or  sixty,  bad.  on  tl 
at  once  hypocritical  and  cunning;  their  round,  n 
shone   brightly   in   the   sunshine,    whilst    their   tri| 
buried  in  fat,  descended  in  soft  fold 
of  their  bands.     According  to  the  rul 
belonged  to  the  Society  of  Jesus  I,  which 
ing  only  two  together,  these  three  n            rs  ol    the  1 
hood  never  quitted  each  other  a  momei 
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"I  fear,"  said  one  of  the  two,  continuing  a  conversation 
already  begun,  and  speaking  of  an  absent  person,  "I  fear, 
that  the  continual  agitation  to  which  the  reverend  father 
has  been  a  prey,  ever  since  he  was  attacked  with  the  cholera, 
has  exhausted  his  strength,  and  caused  the  dangerous  relapse 
which  now  makes  us  fear  for  his  life." 

"They  say,"  resumed  the  other,  "that  never  was  there 
seen  anxiety  like  to  his." 

"And  moreover,"  remarked  the  young  priest,  bitterly, 
"it  is  painful  to  think,  that  his  reverence  Father  Rodin  has 
given  cause  for  scandal,  by  obstinately  refusing  to  make  a 
public  confession,  the  day  before  yesterday  when  his  situa- 
tion appeared  so  desperate,  that,  between  two  fits  of  a  de- 
lirium, it  was  thought  right  to  propose  to  him  to  receive  the 
last  sacraments." 

"His  reverence  declared  that  he  was  not  so  ill  as  they 
supposed,"  answered  one  of  the  fathers,  "and  that  he 
would  have  the  last  duties  performed  when  he  thought 
necessary." 

"The  fact  is,  that  for  the  last  ten  days,  ever  since  he  was 
brought  here  dying,  his  life  has  been,  as  it  were,  only  a  long 
and  painful  agony;  and  yet  he  continues  to  live." 

"I  watched  by  him  during  the  first  three  days  of  his 
malady,  with  M.  Rousselet,  the  pupil  of  Dr.  Baleinier,"  re- 
sumed the  youngest  father ;  "he  had  hardly  a  moment's 
consciousness,  and  when  the  Lord  did  grant  him  a  lucid 
interval,  he  employed  it  in  detestable  execrations  against 
the  fate  which  had  confined  him  to  his  bed." 

"It  is  said,"  resumed  the  other,  "that  Father  Rodin 
made  answer  to  his  Eminence  Cardinal  Malipieri,  who  came 
to  persuade  him  to  die  in  an  exemplary  manner,  worthy  of 
a  son  of  Loyola,  our  blessed  founder" — at  these  words,  the 
three  Jesuits  bowed  their  heads  together,  as  if  they  had 
been  all  moved  by  the  same  spring — "it  is  said,  that  Father 
Rodin  made  answer  to  his  eminence :  T  do  not  need  to  con- 
fess publicly ;  I  want  to  live,  and  I  will  live.'  " 

"I  did  not  hear  that,"  said  the  young  priest,  with  an  in- 
dignant air;  "but  if  Father  Rodin  really  made  use  of  such 
expressions,  it  is " 

Here,  no  doubt,  reflection  came  to  him  just  in  time,  for  he 
stole  a  sidelong  glance  at  his  two  silent,  impassible  com- 
panions, and  added:  "It  is  a  great  misfortune  for  his  soul; 
but  I  am  certain,  his  reverence  has  been  slandered." 
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"It  was  only  as  a  calumnious  report,  that   I   mentioi 
those  words,"   said  the  otlu-r  priest,   exchanging   a   glance 

with  his  companion. 

One  of  the  garden  gates  opened,  and  one  of  the  tl. 
reverend   fathers  exclaimed,  at  the  sight   of   the   pe 
who  now  entered:     "Oh!  here   is   his   Emin<  ardinal 

Malipieri,  coming  to  pay  a  visit  to  Father  Rodin." 

"May  this  visit  of  his  eminence,"  said  the  young  pri< 
calmly,  "be  more  profitable  to  Father  Rodin  than  the  la 

Cardinal  Malipieri  was  crossing  the  garden,  on  his  way  to 
the  apartment  occupied  by  Rodin. 


Cardinal  Malipieri,  whom  we  saw  assisting  at  the  sort  of 
council  held  at  the  Princess  de  Saint-Dizier's,  now  on  his 
way  to  Rodin's  apartment,  was  dressed  as  a  layman,  but  en- 
veloped in  an  ample  pelisse  of  puce-colored  satin,  winch 
haled  a  strong  odor  of  camphor,  for  the  prelate  had  taken 
care  to  surround  himself  with  all  sorts  of  anti-cholera 
specifics.  Having  reached  the  second  story  of  the  house,  the 
cardinal  knocked  at  a  little  gray  door.  Nobody  answering. 
he  opened  it,  and,  like  a  man  to  whom  the  locality  was  well 
known,  passed  through  a  sort  of  antechamber,  and  entei 
a  room  in  which  was  a  turn-up  bed.  On  a  black  wood  table 
were  many  phials,  which  had  contained  different  medicines. 
The  prelate's  countenance  seemed  uneasy  and  morose;  his 
complexion  was  still  yellow  and  bilious;  the  brown  circle 
which   surrounded   his   black,   squinting   eyes   ap;  >till 

darker  than  usual. 

Pausing  a  moment,  he  looked  round  him  almost  in   tear, 
and  several  times  stopped  to  smell  at  his  anti-cholera  bottle. 
Then,  seeing  he  was  alone,  he  approached  a  glass  over  the 
chimney-piece,  and  examined  with  much  attention  the  color 
of  his  tongue;  after  some  minutes  spent  in  this  careful  in- 
vestigation, with  the  result  of   which   he  appeared   tolerably 
satisfied,  he  took  some  preservative  lozcnLT^  out  of  a  gol 
box,  and  allowed  them  to  melt  in  his  month,  whilst  he 
his  eyes  with  a  sanctified  air.     Having  taken  these  sanil 
precautions,   and   again   pressed   his   bottle   to   his   nose,   the 
prelate  prepared   to  enter  the  third    room,    when    he   hi 
a    tolerably    loud    noise    through    the    thin    partition    which 
separated  him  from  it,  and,  stopping  to  listen,  all  that    . 
said  in  the  next  apartment  easily  reached  his  ear. 
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"Now  that  my  wounds  are  dressed,  I  will  get  up,"  said  a 
weak,  but  sharp  and  imperious  voice. 

"Do  not  think  of  it,  reverend  father,"  was  answered  in  a 
stronger  tone ;  "it  is  impossible." 

"You  shall  see  if  it  is  impossible,"  replied  the  other  voice. 

"But,  reverend  father,  you  will  kill  yourself.  You  are  not 
in  a  state  to  get  up.  You  will  expose  yourself  to  a  mortal 
relapse.    I  cannot  consent  to  it." 

To  these  words  succeeded  the  noise  of  a  faint  struggle, 
mingled  with  groans  more  angry  than  plaintive,  and  the 
voice  resumed:  "No,  no,  father;  for  your  own  safety,  I  will 
not  leave  your  clothes  within  your  reach.  It  is  almost  time 
for  your  medicine ;  I  will  go  and  prepare  it  for  you." 

Almost  immediately  after,  the  door  opened,  and  the  prelate 
saw  enter  a  man  of  about  twenty-five  years  of  age,  carrying 
on  his  arm  an  old  olive  great-coat  and  threadbare  black 
trousers,  which  he  threw  down  upon  a  chair. 

This  personage  was  Ange  Modeste  Rousselet,  chief  pupil 
of  Dr.  Baleinier ;  the  countenance  of  the  young  practitioner 
was  mild,  humble,  and  reserved ;  his  hair,  very  short  in 
front,  flowed  down  upon  his  neck  behind.  He  made  a  slight 
gfart  in  surprise  on  perceiving  the  cardinal,  and  bowed  twice 
very  low,  without  raising  his  eyes. 

"Before  anything  else,"  said  the  prelate,  with  his  marked 
Italian  accent,  still  holding  to  his  nose  his  bottle  of  camphor, 
"have  any  choleraic  symptoms  returned?" 

"No,  my  lord ;  the  pernicious  fever,  which  succeeded  the 
attack  of  cholera,  still  continues." 

"Very  good.  But  will  not  the  reverend  father  be  reason- 
able?    What  was  the  noise  that  I  just  heard?" 

"His  reverence  wished  absolutely  to  get  up  and  dress  him- 
self ;  but  his  weakness  is  so  great,  that  he  could  not  have 
taken  two  steps  from  the  bed.  He  is  devoured  by  im- 
patience, and  we  fear  that  this  agitation  will  cause  a  mortal 
relapse." 

"Has  Dr.  Baleinier  been  here  this  morning?" 

"He  has  just  left,  my  lord." 

"What  does  he  think  of  the  patient?" 

"He  finds  him  in  the  most  alarming  state,  my  lord.  The 
night  was  so  bad.  that  he  was  extremely  uneasy  this  morn- 
ing. Father  Rodin  is  at  one  of  those  critical  junctures,  when 
a  few  hours  may  decide  the  life  or  death  of  the  patient.  Dr. 
Baleinier  is  now  gone  to  fetch  what  is  necessary  for  a  very 


Tin:  WAND]         ,  j]  w 

painful   operation,   which   he   is   about  rform   on    the 

reverend   father." 

"Has  Father  d'Aigrigny  1 

"Father  d'Aigrigny  is  himself  very  unwell,  a 
nence  knows;  he  has  not  been  able  to  leave  his  i 
last  three  clays." 

"1  inquired  about  him  as  1  came  up,"  answered  tl 
"and  I  shall  see  him  directly.  But,  to  return  I 
Rodin,  have  you  sent  for  his  con!  since  he  is  in 

perate  state,  and  about  to  undergo  a  serious  operation?" 

"Dr.  Baleinier  spoke  a  word  to  him  about  it,  a 
about    the    last    sacraments;    but    Father    Rodin    exclain 
with  great  irritation,  that  they  did  not  leave  him  a  mi 
peace,  that  he  had  as  much  care  as  any  one  for 
tion,  and  that " 

"Per  Bacco !  I  am  not  thinking  of  him,"  cried  the  cardi- 
nal,  interrupting  Ange   Modeste   Rousselet   with   his   p; 
oath,  and  raising  his  sharp  voice  to  a  still  higher  bey;  "i 
am  not  thinking  of  him,  but  of  the  interests  of  tlie  Company. 
It  is  indispensable  that  the  reverend    l'ath< 
the  sacraments  with  the  most   splendid  solemnity,  and 
his  end  should  not  only  be  Christian,  but  exemplary. 
the  people  in  the  house,  and  even  stra:  should  be  in- 

vited to  the  spectacle,  so  that  his  edifying  death  may  |  I 
duce  an  excellent  sensation." 

"That  is  what  Fathers  Grison  and  Brunei  ha\ 
endeavored  to  persuade  his   reverence,   my   loi 
Eminence  knows  with   what   impatience   bather    Rodin 
ceived  this  advice,  and  Dr.  Baleinier  did  not  venture 
sist,  for  fear  of  advancing  a  fatal  crisis." 

"Well.  I  will  venture  to  do  it:  for  in  thes 
lutionary   impiety,   a   solemnly   Christian    death    v. 
duce  a  very  salutary  effect  on  the  public.     It   would 
be  proper  to  make  the  necessary  preparation  embalm 

the  reverend    father:   he   might    then   lie   it 
days,  with  lighted  taj  according  to  Romish 

secretary  would  furnish  the  n  f or  tl 

very  splendid  and  imposing;  from  hi 
Father    Rodin    is   entitl 
sumptuous  style.     He  must  have  at  I 
and  a  dozen  funeral  lamps,  burn- 
just   over   the   body,   and   light    it    from   al 
would  be  excellent.     We  mil  i  distribute   little   tr 
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to  the  people,  concerning  the  pious  and  ascetic  life  of  his 
reverence " 

Here  a  sudden  noise,  like  that  of  some  piece  of  metal 
thrown  angrily  on  the  floor,  was  heard  from  the  next  room, 
in  which  was  the  sick  man,  and  interrupted  the  prelate  in 
his  description. 

"I  hope  Father  Rodin  has  not  heard  you  talk  of  embalm- 
ing him,  my  lord,"  said  Rousselet,  in  a  whisper :  "his  bed 
touches  the  partition,  and  almost  everything  is  audible 
through  it." 

"If  Father  Rodin  has  heard  me,"  answered  the  cardinal, 
sinking  his  voice,  and  retiring  to  the  other  end  of  the  room, 
"this  circumstance  will  enable  me  to  enter  at  once  on  the 
business ;  but,  in  any  case,  I  persist  in  believing  that  the 
embalming  and  the  lying  in  state  are  required  to  make  a 
good  effect  upon  the  public.  The  people  are  already  fright- 
ened at  the  cholera,  and  such  funeral  pomp  would  have  no 
small  influence  on  the  imagination." 

"I  would  venture  to  observe  to  your  Eminence,  that  here 
the  laws  are  opposed  to  such  exhibitions." 

"The  laws — already  the  laws!"  said  the  cardinal,  angrily; 
"has  not  Rome  also  hzr  laws?  And  is  not  every  priest  a 
subject  of  Rome?    Is  it  not  time " 

But,  not  choosing,  doubtless,  to  begin  a  more  explicit  con- 
versation with  the  young  doctor,  the  prelate  resumed,  "We 
will  talk  of  this  hereafter.  But,  tell  me,  since  my  last  visit, 
has  the  reverend  father  had  any  fresh  attacks  of  delirium?" 

"Yes,  my  lord ;  here  is  the  note,  as  your  Eminence  com- 
manded." So  saying  Rousselet  delivered  a  paper  to  the 
prelate.  We  will  inform  the  reader  that  this  part  of  the 
conversation  between  Rousselet  and  the  cardinal  was  carried 
on  at  a  distance  from  the  partition,  so  that  Rodin  could  hear 
nothing  of  it,  whilst  that  which  related  to  the  embalming 
had  been  perfectly  audible  to  him. 

The  cardinal,  having  received  the  note  from  Rousselet, 
perused  it  with  an  expression  of  lively  curiosity.  When  he 
had  finished,  he  crumpled  it  in  his  hand,  and  said,  without 
attempting  to  dissemble  his  vexation,  "Always  nothing  but 
incoherent  expression.  Not  two  words  together,  from 
which  you  can  draw  any  reasonable  conclusion.  One  would 
really  think  this  man  had  the  power  to  control  himself  even 
in  his  delirium,  and  to  rave  about  insignificant  matters 
only." 
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Then,  addressing  Rousselet,  "You  i  hat  you  ha 

reported    everything    that    escaped    from    him    during    his 

delirium  ?" 

"With  the  exception  of  the  same  phras<  ted 

over  and  over  again,  your  Eminence  may  I  ired  that   I 

have  not  omitted  a  single  word,  however  unmeaning." 

"Show  me  into  Father   Rodin's  room,"  said  the  prela 
after  a  moment's  silence. 

"But,   my  lord,"  answered   the  young  doctor,   with 
hesitation,  "the  fit  has  only  left  him  about  an  hour,  and  the 
reverend   father  is  still   very   weak.'' 

"The  more's  the  reason,"   replied  the  prelate,   somewhat 
indiscreetly.      Then,    recollecting    himself,    he    added,    "He 
will  the  better  appreciate  the  consolations   I    have  to  oi 
Should  he  be  asleep,  awake  him,  and  announce  my  visit." 

"I  have  only  orders  to  receive  from  your  Eminence,"  S 
Rousselet,  bowing,  and  entering  the  next  room. 

Left  alone,  the  cardinal  said  to  himself,   with  a  pensive 
air.  "I  always  come  hack  to  that.     When  he  was  suddenly 
attacked    by    the    cholera.    Father    Rodin    believed    him 
poisoned  by  order  of  the  Holy  See.     He  must  then  have  I 
plotting  something  very  formidable  against   Rome, 
tain    so   abominable    a    fear.      Can    our    suspicious    he    well 
founded?     Is    he   acting   secretly   and    powerfully    on    the 
Sacred  College?    But  then  for  what  end'    This  it  has  been 
impossible  to   penetrate,   so   faithfully   has   the   secret    1 
kept  by  his  accomplices.     I  had  hoped  that,  during  his  de- 
lirium, he  would  let   slip  some  word  that  would  put   us  on 
the  trace  of  what  we  are  so  much  intei         I   to  discover. 
With  so  restless  and  active  a  mind,   delirium   is  often   the 
exaggeration  of   some  dominant   idea;  yet   here    I    have   the 
report  of  five  different  fits — and  nothing — no,  nothing  but 
vague,  unconnected  phrases." 

The  return  of   Rousselet  put  an  end  to  the- 
"I   am   sorry  to   inform   my   lord   that    the  nd    father 

obstinately  refuses  to  see  any  one.     He  says  that  I 
absolute  repose.     Though   very   weak,   he   has  a   savage  and 
angry-  look,  and  I  should  not  he  surprised  if 
your  Eminence  talk  about  embalming  him." 

The  cardinal,   interrupting   Rousselet.    said   to   him.   **] 
Father  Rodin  have  his  last  fit  of  delirium  in  the  night  ? 

"Between  three  and  half-past  five  this  morning,  my  In- 

"Between  three  and  half-past  five,"  repeated  the  pi  elate, 


406  THE    WANDERING    JEW 

as  if  he  wished  to  impress  this  circumstance  on  his  memory, 
"the  attack  presented  no  particular  symptoms?" 

"No,  my  lord ;  it  consisted  of  rambling,  incoherent  talk, 
as  your  Eminence  may  see  by  this  note." 

Then,  as  he  perceived  the  prelate  approaching  Father 
Rodin's  door,  Rousselet  added,  "The  reverend  father  will 
positively  see  no  one,  my  lord ;  he  requires  rest,  to  prepare 
for  the  operation ;  it  might  be  dangerous " 

Without  attending  to  these  observations,  the  cardinal 
entered  Rodin's  chamber.  It  was  a  tolerably  large  room, 
lighted  by  two  windows,  and  simply  but  commodiously 
furnished.  Two  logs  were  burning  slowly  in  the  fireplace, 
in  which  stood  a  coffee-pot,  a  vessel  containing  mustard- 
poultice,  etc.  On  the  chimney-piece  were  several  pieces  of 
rag,  and  some  linen  bandages.  The  room  was  full  of  that 
faint  chemical  odor  peculiar  to  the  chambers  of  the  sick, 
mingled  with  so  putrid  a  stench,  that  the  cardinal  stopped 
at  the  door  a  moment,  before  he  ventured  to  advance  further. 
A.S  the  three  reverend  fathers  had  mentioned  in  their  walk, 
Rodin  lived  because  he  had  said  to  himself,  "I  want  to 
live,  and  I  will  live." 

For,  as  men  of  timid  imaginations  and  cowardly  minds 
often  die  from  the  mere  dread  of  dying,  so  a  thousand  facts 
prove  that  vigor  of  character  and  moral  energy  may  often 
struggle  successfully  against  disease,  and  triumph  over  the 
most  desperate  symptoms. 

It  was  thus  with  the  Jesuit.  The  unshaken  firmness  of 
his  character,  the  formidable  tenacity  of  his  will  (for  the  will 
has  sometimes  a  mysterious  and  almost  terrific  power), 
{aiding  the  skilful  treatment  of  Dr.  Baleinier.  had  saved  him 
from  the  pestilence  with  which  he  had  been  so  suddenly 
attacked.  But  the  shock  had  been  succeeded  by  a  violent 
fever,  which  placed  Rodin's  life  in  the  utmost  peril.  This 
increased  danger  had  caused  the  greatest  alarm  to  Father 
d'Aigrigny,  who  felt,  in  spite  of  his  rivalry  and  jealousy, 
that  Rodin  was  the  master-spirit  of  the  plot  in  which  they 
were  engaged,  and  could  alone  conduct  it  to  a  successful 
issue. 

The  curtains  of  the  room  was  half  closed,  and  admittted 
only  a  doubtful  light  to  the  bed  on  which  Rodin  was  lying. 
The  Jesuit's  features  had  lost  the  greenish  hue  peculiar  to 
cholera  patients,  but  remained  perfectly  livid  and  cadaver- 
ous, and  so  thin,  that  the  dry,  rugged  skin  appeared  to  cling 


TUT.    WANDERING   JEW  407 

to  the  smallest  prominence  of  bone.    The  n  and  v< 

of  the  long,  lean,  vulture-like  neck  resembled  a  bui 

curds.     The  head,  covered   with  an  .   filth) 

cap.    from   beneath    which    stl ...  w    ti.i: 

rested  upon  ?  dirty  pillow;  for  Rodin  would  n 
to  change  his   linen.     His   iron-gray   heard   had   n 
shaved  for  some  time,  and  stood  out  like  the  hairs  of  a  brush. 
Under  his  shirt  he  wore  an  old  ilannel  waistcoat  lull  of  h 
He  had  one  of  his  arms  out  of  bed,  and  his  bony  hairy  hand, 
with   its  bluish  nails,   held   fast  a  cotton   handkercfa 
indescribable  color. 

You  might  have  taken  him  for  a  corpse,  had  it  n 
for  the  two  brilliant  sparks  which  still  burned  in  the  depths 
of  his  eyes.     In  that  look,  in  which  seemed  concentrated  all 
the  remaining  life  and  energy  of  the  man.  you  might   I 
the  most  restless  anxiety.     Sometimes  his  featun 
the  sharpest  pangs;  sometimes  the  twisting  of  bis  hands,  and 
his    sudden    starts,    proclaimed    his    despair    at    being    thus 
fettered  to  a  bed  of  pain,  whilst  the  serious  i:  which 

he   had   in   charge   required   all   the   activity   of    his   mind. 
Thus,   with   thoughts   continually   on    the    stretch,    his   mind 
often  wandered,  and  he  had  fits  of  delirium,  from  which  he 
woke  as  from  a  painful  dream.     By  the  prudent  ail. 
Dr.  Baleinier,  who  considered  him  not  in  a  state  to  attend 
to  matters  of   importance,   Father   d'Aigrigny   had   hid- 
evaded    Rodin's   questions    with    regard    to   the    Renin-, 
affair,   which  he  dreaded  to  see  lost   and   ruined   in 
quence  of  his  forced  inaction.    The  silence  of  Father  d'Ai 
guy  on  this  head,  and  the  ignorance  in  which  they  kept  I 
only  augmented  the  sick  man's  exasperation.     Such  was  the 
moral  and  physical  state  of  Rodin,  when  Cardinal  Malipieri 
entered  his  chamber  against  his  will. 


CHAPTER  XXVII. 

THE  LUBB. 


To  understand    fully  the  tortu: 
inactivity    by    sickness,   and   to   explain    tl 
Cardinal  Malipieri's  visit,  we  musl  ren 
views  of  the  ambitious  Jesuit,  who  believed  hii 
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ing  in  the  steps  of  Sixtus  V.,  and  expected  to  become 
his  equal.  By  the  success  of  the  Rennepont  affair,  to  attain 
to  the  generalship  of  his  Order,  by  the  corruption  of  the 
Sacred  College  to  ascend  the  pontifical  throne,  and  then,  by 
means  of  a  change  in  the  statutes  of  the  Company,  to  incor- 
porate the  Society  of  Jesus  with  the  Holy  See,  instead  of 
leaving  it  independent,  to  equal  and  almost  always  rule  the 
Papacy— such  were  the  secret  projects  of   Rodin. 

Their  possibility  was  sanctioned  by  numerous  precedents, 
for  many  mere  monks  and  priests  had  been  suddenly  raised 
to  the  pontifical  dignity.  And  as  for  their  morality,  the 
accession  of  the  Borgias  of  Julius  II.,  and  other  dubious 
Vicars  of  Christ,  might  excuse  and  authorize  the  preten- 
sions of  the  Jesuits. 

Though  the  object  of  his  secret  intrigues  at  Rome  had 
hitherto  been  enveloped  in  the  greatest  mystery,  suspicions 
had  been  excited  in  regard  to  his  private  communications 
with  many  members  of  the  Sacred  College.  A  portion  of 
that  college,  Cardinal  Malipieri  at  the  head  of  them,  had 
become  very  uneasy  on  the  subject,  and,  profiting  by  his 
journey  to  France,  the  cardinal  had  resolved  to  penetrate 
the  Jesuit's  dark  designs.  If,  in  the  scene  we  have  just 
painted,  the  cardinal  showed  himself  so  obstinately  bent  on 
having  a  conference  with  Rodin,  in  spite  of  the  refusal  of  the 
latter,  it  was  because  the  prelate  hoped,  as  we  shall  soon  see, 
to  get  by  cunning  at  the  secret,  which  had  hitherto  been  so 
well  concealed.  It  was,  therefore,  in  the  midst  of  all  these 
extraordinary  circumstances,  that  Rodin  saw  himself  the 
victim  of  a  malady,  which  paralyzed  his  strength,  at  the 
moment  when  he  had  need  of  all  his  activity,  and  of  all  the 
resources  of  his  mind.  After  remaining  for  some  seconds 
motionless  near  the  door,  the  cardinal,  still  holding  his  bottle 
under  his  nose,  slowly  approached  the  bed  where  Rodin  lay. 

The  latter,  enraged  at  this  perseverance,  and  wishing  to 
avoid  an  interview  which  for  many  reasons  was  singularly 
odious  to  him,  turned  his  face  towards  the  wall,  and  pre^ 
tended  to  be  asleep.  Caring  little  for  this  feint,  and  deter- 
mined to  profit  by  Rodin's  state  of  weakness,  the  prelate 
took  a  chair,  and,  conquering  his  repugnance,  sat  down  close 
to  the  Jesuit's  bed. 

"My  reverend  and  very  dear  father,  how  do  you  find  your- 
self?" said  he  to  him,  in  a  honeyed  tone,  which  his  Italian 
accent    seemed   to    render    still    more    hypocritical.      Rodin 
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oretended  not  to  hear,  breathed  hard,  and  made  no  answer. 

But  the  cardinal  not  without  disgust,  sh 

hand  the  arm  of  the  Jesuit,  and  I 

"My  reverend  and  very  dear   father.  answ< 

you !" 

Rodin  could  not  restrain  a  movement  of  angry  h 
but  he  continued  silent.     The  cardinal  was  not  a  mat 
discouraged   by   so   little;    he   again   shook    the   a: 
Jesuit,  somewhat  more  roughly,  repeating,  with  a  j 
less    tenacity    that    would    have    incensed    the    most    patient 
person  in  the  world:     "My  reverend  and  very  dear   lather, 
since  you  are  not  asleep,  listen  to  me,  I  entreat  of  you." 

Irritable  with  pain,  exasperated  by  the  obstinacy  of  the 
prelate,  Rodin  abruptly  turned  his  head,  fixed  on  the  Roman 
his  hollow  eyes,  shining  with  lurid  fire,  and,  with  lips  con- 
tracted by  a  sardonic  smile,  said  to  him.  bitterly:  "You 
must  be  very  anxious,  my  lord,  to  see  me  embalmed,  and  lie 
in  state  with  tapers,  as  you  were  saying  just  now.  for 
thus  to  come  to  torment  me  in  my  last  moments,  and  hasten 
my  end  !" 

"Oh,  my  good  father!  how  can  you  talk  so?"  cried  the 
cardinal,  raising  his  hands  as  if  to  call  heaven  to  witness  to 
the  sincerity  of  the  tender  interest  he  felt  for  the  Jesuit 

"I  tell  you  that  I  heard  all  just  now.  my  lord;  for  the 
partition   is  thin,"  added   Rodin,   with   redoubled   bittern 

"If  you  mean  that,  from  the  bottom  of  my  soul,  I  d 
that  you  should  make  an  exemplary  and  Christian  end,  you 
are  perfectly  right,  my  dear  father.     I  did  -  for,  after 

a  life  so  well  employed,   it  would   be  sweet   t         •         :   an 
object  of  adoration  for  the  faithful!" 

"I  tell  you.  my  lord."  cried  Rodin,  in  a  weak  and  broken 
voice,   "that  it   is   ferocious  to  expre  h   wishes   in   the 

presence  of  a  dying  man.     Yes,"  he  d,   with 

animation,  that  contrasted  strongly  with 
care   what   you   do;    for   if    I    am    too   much 
pestered — if   I   am   not   allowed   to   I  my   I 

quietly — I  give  you  notice  that  you  will   f< 
anything  but  a  Christian  manner,  and  if  yon  mean  to  pi 
by  an  edifying  spectacle,  you  will  be  deceiv 

This  burst   of   an?er   having   great' 
head  fell  back  upon  the  pillow,  and  h< 
bleeding  lips  with  his  old  cotton  handkei 

"Come,  come,  be  calm,  my  very  dear  father."  resumed  the 
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cardinal,  with  a  patronizing  air;  "do  not  give  way  to  &,uch 
gloomy  ideas.  Doubtless,  Providence  reserves  you  for 
great  designs,  since  you  have  been  already  delivered  from  so 
much  peril.  Let  us  hope  that  you  will  be  likewise  saved 
from  your  present  danger." 

Rodin  answered  by  a  hoarse  growl,  and  turned  his  face 
towards  the  wall. 

The  imperturbable  prelate  continued :  "The  views  of 
Providence  are  not  confined  to  your  salvation,  my  very  dear 
father.  Its  power  has  been  manifested  in  another  way. 
What  I  am  about  to  tell  you  is  of  the  highest  importance. 
Listen  attentively." 

Without  turning  his  head,  Rodin  muttered  in  a  tone  of 
angry  bitterness,  which  betrayed  his  intense  sufferings : 
"They  desire  my  death.  My  chest  is  on  fire,  my  head 
racked  with  pain,  and  they  have  no  pity.  Oh,  I  suffer  the 
tortures  of  the  damned !" 

"What !  already?"  thought  the  Roman,  with  a  smile  of 
sarcastic  malice ;  then  he  said  aloud :  "Let  me  persuade 
you,  my  very  dear  father — make  an  effort  to  listen  to  me; 
you  will  not  regret  it." 

Still  stretched  upon  the  bed,  Rodin  lifted  his  hands  clasped 
upon  his  cotton  handkerchief  with  a  gesture  of  despair,  and 
then  let  them  fall  again  by  his  side. 

The  cardinal  slightly  shrugged  his  shoulders,  and  laid 
great  stress  on  what  follows,  so  that  Rodin  might  not  lose 
a  word  of  it :  "My  dear  father,  it  has  pleased  Providence 
that,  during  your  fit  of  raving,  you  have  made,  without 
knowing  it,  the  most  important  revelations." 

The  prelate  waited  with  anxious  curiosity  for  the  effect  of 
the  pious  trap  he  had  laid  for  the  Jesuit's  weakened  facul- 
ties. But  the  latter,  still  turned  towards  the  wall,  did  not 
appear  to  have  heard  him  and  remained  silent. 

"You  are,  no  doubt,  reflecting  on  my  words,  my  dear 
father,"  resumed  the  cardinal ;  "you  are  right,  for  it  concerns 
a  very  serious  affair.  I  repeat  to  you  that  Providence  has 
allowed  you,  during  your  delirium,  to  betray  your  most 
secret  thoughts — happily,  to  me  alone.  They  are  such  as 
would  compromise  you  in  the  highest  degree.  In  short, 
during  your  delirium  of  last  night,  which  lasted  nearly  twe 
hours,  you  unveiled  the  secret  objects  of  your  intrigues  al 
Rome  with  many  of  the  members  of  the  Sacred  College." 

The  cardinal,  rising  softly,  stooped  over  the  bed  to  watcb 
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the  expression  of  Rodin's  countenance.     Bat  the  la; 
not  give  him  time.    As  a  galvanized  cor]  \ 
and  sudden  motion,   Rodin  sprang  into 
the  last  words  of  the  prelate. 

"He  has  betrayed  hhnsel  lid  the  cardinal,   in 

voice,  in  Italian.     Then,  resuming  hi>  &  the 

Jesuit  his  eyes,  that  sparkled  with  triumphant  j< 

Though  he  did  not  hear  the  exclamation  of  M 
remark  the  expression  of  his  countenance,  Rodin,  notwith- 
standing his   state  of   weakness,   instantly    felt    tin    impru- 
dence of  his  start.     He  pressed  his  hand  to  hi 
though  he  had  been  seized  with  a  giddiness;  then,  look 
wildly  round  him.  he  pressed  to  his  trembling  1 
cotton  handkerchief,  and  gnawed  it  mechanically 
seconds. 

"Your  emotion  and  alarm  confirm  the  sad 
have  made,"  resumed  the  cardinal,  still  more  rejoicing  at  the 
success  of  his  trick;  "and  now,  my  dear  father."  ad 
"you   will   understand   that   it  r   your   best 

enter  into  the  most  minute  detail  as  to  your  pr 
accomplices  at  Rome.     You  may  then  hope,  my  dear  fat 
for  the  indulgence  of  the  Holy  See  that  is.  if  your  ; 
are  sufficiently  explicit  to  fill  up  the  cha^m 
in  a  confession  made  during  delirium." 

Rodin,   recovered    from  his   first  surj 
too  late,  that  he  had  fallen  into  a  snar 
he  had  spoken,  but  by  his  too  significant  mova  In 

fact,  the  Jesuit  had  feared  for  a  moment  that  he  might  h 
betrayed  himself  during  his  delirium,  when  he  heard  bin 
accused    of    dark    intrigues    with    Rome;    but,    afl 
nn'nutes   of    reflection,    his   common   sense    su 
this  crafty  Roman  knew  my  - 
to  tell  me  so.     He  has  only  suspicion 
involuntary  start  just  now." 

Rodin  wiped  the  cold  sweat   from  his  bumi 
The  emotion  of  this  scene  augmented   hi 

ravated   the   dan.  ondition.      YV< 

fatigue,  he  could  not  remain  long  in  a  sit- 
soon  fell  back  upon  the  1  ■■> 

"Per  Bacco!"  .raid    the   cardinal    to   himself,   a 
the  expression  of  the  Jesuit's  face;  "if  1 
he  had  spoken,  and  so  escape  the  snare !" 
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Then,  leaning  over  the  bed,  the  prelate  asked:  "What 
is  the  matter,  my  very  dear  father?" 

"I  am  weak,  my  lord — I  am  in  pain — I  cannot  express 
what  I  suffer." 

"Let  us  hope,  my  very  dear  father,  that  this  crisis  will 
have  no  fatal  results ;  but  the  contrary  may  happen,  and  it 
behooves  the  salvation  of  your  soul  to  make  instantly  the 
fullest  confession.  Were  it  even  to  exhaust  your  strength, 
what  is  this  perishable  body  compared  to  eternal  life?" 

"Of  what  confession  do  you  speak,  my  lord?"  said  Rodin, 
in  a  feeble  and  yet  sarcastic  tone. 

"What  confession!"  cried  the  amazed  cardinal;  "why. 
with  regard  to  your  dangerous  intrigues  at  Rome." 

"What  intrigues?"  asked  Rodin. 

"The  intrigues  you  revealed  during  your  delirium,"  replied 
the  prelate,  with  still  more  angry  impatience.  "Were  not 
your  avowals  sufficiently  explicit?  Why,  then,  this  culpable 
hesitation  to  complete  them?" 

"My  avowals — were  explicit — you  assure  me?"  said  Rodin, 
pausing  after  each  word  for  want  of  breath,  but  without 
losing  his  energy  and  presence  of  mind. 

"Yes,  I  repeat  it,"  resumed  the  cardinal ;  "with  the  ex- 
ception of  a  few  chasms,  they  were  most  explicit." 

"Then  why  repeat  them?"  said  Rodin,  with  the  same 
sardonic  smile  on  his  violet  lips. 

"Why  repeat  them?"  cried  the  angry  prelate.  "In  order 
to  gain  pardon ;  for  if  there  is  indulgence  and  mercy  for  the 
repentant  sinner,  there  must  be  condemnation  and  curses 
for  the  hardened  criminal !" 

"Oh,  what  torture!  I  am  dying  by  slow  fire!"  murmured 
Rodin.  "Since  I  have  told  all,"  he  resumed,  "  I  have  nothing 
more  to  tell.     You  know  it  already." 

"I  know  all — doubtless,  I  know  all,"  replied  the  prelate, 
in  a  voice  of  thunder;  "but  how  have  I  learned  it?  By  con- 
fessions made  in  a  state  of  unconsciousness.  Do  you  think 
they  will  avail  you  anything?  No:  the  moment  is  solemn 
— death  is  at  hand,  tremble  to  die  with  a  sacrilegious  false- 
hood on  your  lips,"  cried  the  prelate,  shaking  Rodin  violently 
by  the  arm ;  "dread  the  eternal  flames,  if  you  dare  deny 
what  you  know  to  be  the  truth.    Do  you  deny  it?" 

"I  deny  nothing,"  murmured  Rodin,  with  difficulty. 
"Only  leave  me  alone !" 

"Then  heaven  inspires  you,"  said  the  cardinal,  with  a  sigh 
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of  satisfaction;  and,  thinking  he  had  nearly  attained  his 
object,  he  resumed,  "Listen  to  the  divine  word,  that  will 
guide  you,  father.     You  deny  nothing  ?" 

"I    was — delirious — and    cannot — (oh!    how    I    sutler 
added  Rodin,  by  way  of  parenthesis;  "and  cannot  therefore 
— deny — the  nonsense — I  may  have  uttert 

"But  when  this  nonsense  agrees  with  the  truth,-'  cried 
the  prelate,  furious  at  being  again  deceived  in  his  expecta- 
tion; "but  when  raving  is  an  involuntary,  providential 
revelation " 

"Cardinal  Malipieri — your  craft  is  no  match — fur  my 
agony,"  answered  Rodin,  in  a  failing  voice.  "The  j 
that  I  have  not  told  my  secret — if  I  have  a  secret — is — that 
you  want  to  make  me  tell  it!"  In  spite  of  bis  pain  and 
weakness,  the  Jesuit  had  courage  to  raise  himself  in  the  bed. 
and  look  the  cardinal  full  in  the  face,  with  a  smile  of  'hitter 
irony.  After  which  he  fell  back  on  the  pillow,  and  pre 
his  hands  to  his  chest,  with  a  long  sigh  of  anguish. 

"Damnation!  the  infernal  Jesuit  has  found  me  out!"  said 
the  cardinal  to  himself,  as  he  stamped  his  foot  with  r 
"He  sees  that  he  was  compromised  by  his  first  movement  ; 
he  is  now  upon  his  guard ;  I  shall  get  nothing  more  from  him 
— unless  indeed,  profiting  by  the  state  of  weakness  in  which 
he  is.  I  can,  by  entreaties,  by  threats,  by  terror " 

The    prelate    was    unable    to    finish.    The    door    opei 
abruptly,  and  Father  d'Aigrigny*  entered  tb  1,  exclaim- 

ing with  an  explosion  of  joy:     "Excellent  nc 


CHAPTER  XXYIII. 

GOOD     NEWS. 

By  the  alteration  in  the  countenance  of  Father  d'Aigrigny, 
his  pale  cheek,  and  the  feebleness  of  his  walk,  one  might 
that  the  terrible  scene   in  the  square  ol    Notre-Dame,   had 
violently  reacted  upon  his  health.     Vet  his  liant 

and  triumphant,  as  he  entered  Rodin's  chamber,  exclaiming  : 
"Excellent  news !" 

On  these  words,  Rodin  started.     In  spite  of  his  weakne 
he    raised    his    head,    and    his    eyes    shone    with    a   cun 
uneasy,  piercing  expression.     With  his  lean  hand,  he  beck- 
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oned  Father  d'Aigrigny  to  approach  the  bed,  and  said  to  him, 
in  a  broken  voice,  so  weak  that  it  was  scarcely  audible:  "I 
am  very  ill — the  cardinal  has  nearly  finished  me — but  if  this 
excellent  news — relates  to  the  Rennepont  affair — of  which  I 
hear  nothing — it  might  save  me  yet !" 

"Be  saved  then !"  cried  Father  d'Aigrigny,  forgetting  the 
recommendations  of  Dr.  Baleinier;  "read,  rejoice!  What 
you  foretold  is  beginning  to  be  realized!" 

So  saying,  he  drew  a  paper  from  his  pocket,  and  delivered 
it  to  Rodin,  who  seized  it  with  an  eager  and  trembling  hand. 
Some  minutes  before,  Rodin  would  have  been  really  inca- 
pable of  continuing  his  conversation  with  the  cardinal,  even 
if  prudence  had  allowed  him  to  do  so ;  nor  could  he  have 
read  a  single  line,  so  dim  had  his  sight  become.  But,  at  the 
words  of  Father  d'Aigrigny,  he  felt  such  a  renewal  of  hope 
and  vigor,  that,  by  a  mighty  effort  of  energy  and  will,  he 
rose  to  a  sitting  posture,  and,  with  clear  head,  and  look  of 
intelligent  animation,  he  read  rapidly  the  paper  that  Father 
d'Aigrigny  had  just  delivered  to  him. 

The  cardinal,  amazed  at  this  sudden  transfiguration,  asked 
himself  if  he  beheld  the  same  man,  who,  a  few  minutes 
before,  had  fallen  back  on  his  bed,  almost  insensible.  Hardly 
had  Rodin  finished  reading,  than  he  uttered  a  cry  of  stifled 
joy,  saying,  with  an  accent  impossible  to  describe:  "One 
gone !  it  works — 'tis  well !"  And,  closing  his  eyes  in  a  kind 
of  ecstatic  transport,  a  smile  of  proud  triumph  overspread 
his  face,  and  rendered  him  still  more  hideous,  by  discover- 
ing his  yellow  and  gumless  teeth.  His  emotion  was  so 
violent,  that  the  paper  fell  from  his  trembling  hand. 

"He  has  fainted,"  cried  Father  d'Aigrigny,  with  uneasi- 
ness, as  he  leaned  over  Rodin.  "It  is  my  fault,  I  forgot  that 
the  doctor  cautioned  me  not  to  talk  to  him  of  serious 
matters." 

"No ;  do  not  reproach  yourself,"  said  Rodin,  in  a  low  voice, 
half-raising  himself  in  the  bed.  "This  unexpected  joy  may 
perhaps  cure  me.  Yes — I  scarce  know  what  I  feel — but  look 
at  my  cheeks — it  seems  to  me,  that,  for  the  first  time  since 
I  have  been  stretched  on  this  bed  of  pain,  they  are  a  little 
warm." 

Rodin  spoke  the  truth.  A  slight  color  appeared  suddenly 
on  his  livid  and  icy  cheeks ;  his  voice  though  still  very  weak, 
became  less  tremulous,  and  he  exclaimed,  in  a  tone  of  convic- 
tion that  startled  Father  d'Aigrigny  and  the  prelate,  "This 
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first  success  answers  for  the  others.    I  read  the  futun 

yes  ;  our  cause  will  triumph.    Every  member  of  th< 

Rennepont  family  will  be  crushed-  -and  that 

see " 

Then,  pausing,   Rodin  threw  himself  hack  on  the  pill, 
exclaiming:    "Oh!   I  am  choked  with  joy.    My 
me." 

"But   what   is   it?"   asked   the   cardinal    of    Father   d'Ai- 
grigny. 

The    latter    replied,    in   a    tone    of    hypocritical    s.anct 
"One  of  the  heirs  of  the  Rennepont  family,  a  p 
worn  out  with  excesses  and  debauchery,  died  three  da 
at  the  close  of   some  abominable   orgies,   in   which 
braved  the  cholera  with  sacrilegious  impiety.     In  consequence 
of  the  indisposition  that  kept  me  at  home,  and  of  another 
circumstance,   I   only  received   to-day   the  certificate   of   the 
death  of  this  victim  of  intemperance  and  irreligion.     I  muat 
proclaim   it   to   the   praise   of    his    reverei.  pointing    to 

Rodin — '"that  he  told  me,  the  worst  enemies  of  the  descend- 
ants of  that  infamous  renegade  would  be  their  own  bad 
passions,  and  that  we  might  look  to  them  as  our  allies 
against  the  whole  impious  race.  And  so  it  has  happened 
with  Jacques  Rennepont." 

"\ou  see,"  said   Rodin,  in   so   faint  a  voice  that   it   v. 
almost  unintelligible,  "the  punishment  begins  already.     ' 
of  the  Renneponts  is  dead — and  believe  me — this  certifical 
and  he  pointed  to  the  paper  that  Father  d'Aigrigny  held  in 
his   hand,    "will    one   day   be    worth    forty    millions    to    the 
Society  of  Jesus — and  that — because " 

The    lips    alone    finished    the    sentence.      During 
seconds,  Rodin's  voice  had  become  so  faint,  that  it 
last  quite  imperceptible.     His  larynx,  contracted   by  violent 
emotion,  no  longer  emitted  any  sound.    The  Jesuit,  far  i: 
being  disconcerted  by  this  incident,  finished   his  phr 
it  were,  by  expressive  pantomime.     Raising  idly 

he  tapped  his  forehead  with  1 
that  it  was  to  his  ability  this  first  su 
he  soon  fell  back  again  on  the 
sinking,    with    his   cotton    handkerchief 
to  his  parched  lips.     The  good  ni 
called  it,  had  not  cured  Rodin.     For  a  momenl 
had  the  courage  to  forget  his  pain.     Hut  tl 
his   cheek   soon    disappeared ;    his    face    be-  - 
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livid.  His  sufferings,  suspended  for  a  moment,  were  so  much 
increased  in  violence,  that  he  writhed  beneath  the  coverlet, 
and  buried  his  face  in  the  pillow,  extending  his  arms  above 
his  head,  and  holding  them  stiff  as  bars  of  iron.  After  this 
crisis,  intense  as  it  was  rapid,  during  which  Father  d'Aigri- 
gny  and  the  prelate  bent  anxiously  over  him,  Rodin,  whose 
face  was  bathed  in  cold  sweat,  made  a  sign  that  he  suffered 
less,  and  that  he  wished  to  drink  of  a  potion  to  which  he 
pointed.  Father  d'Aigrigny  fetched  it  for  him,  and  while 
the  cardinal  held  him  up  with  marked  disgust,  the  abbe 
administered  a  few  spoonfuls  of  the  potion,  which  almost 
immediately  produced  a  soothing  effect. 

"Shall  I  call  M.  Rousselet?"  said  Father  d'Aigrigny,  when 
Rodin  was  once  more  laid  down  in  bed. 

Rodin  shook  his  head ;  then,  with  a  fresh  effort,  he  raised 
his  right  hand,  opened  it,  and  pointed  with  his  forefinger 
to  a  desk  in  a  corner  of  the  room,  to  signify  that,  being  no 
longer  able  to  speak,  he  wished  to  write. 

"I  understand  your  reverence,"  said  Father  d'Aigrigny; 
"but  first  calm  yourself.  Presently,  if  you  require  it,  I 
will  give  you  writing-materials." 

Two  knocks  at  the  outer  door  of  the  next  room  inter- 
rupted this  scene.  From  motives  of  prudence,  Father 
d'Aigrigny  had  begged  Rousselet  to  remain  in  the  first  of  the 
three  rooms.  He  now  went  to  open  the  door,  and  Rousselet 
handed  him  a  voluminous  packet,  saying:  "I  beg  pardon 
for  disturbing  you,  father,  but  I  was  told  to  let  you  have 
these  papers  instantly." 

"Thank  you,  M.  Rousselet,"  said  Father  d'Aigrigny;  "do 
you  know  at  what  hour  Dr.  Baleinier  will  return?" 

"He  will  not  be  long,  father,  for  he  wishes  to  perform 
before  night  the  painful  operation,  that  will  have  a  de- 
cisive effect  on  the  condition  of  Father  Rodin.  I  am  prepar- 
ing what  is  necessary  for  it,"  added  Rousselet,  as  he  pointed 
to  a  singular  and  formidable  apparatus,  which  Father 
d'Aigrigny  examined  with  a  kind  of  terror. 

"I  do  not  know  if  the  symptom  is  a  serious  one,"  said  the 
Jesuit ;  "but  the  reverend  father  has  suddenly  lost  his 
voice." 

"It  is  the  third  time  this  has  happened  within  the  last 
week,"  said  Rousselet ;  "the  operation  of  Dr.  Baleiner  will 
act  both  on  the  larynx  and  on  the  lungs." 
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"Is    the   operation    a    very    painful 
d  Aigngny. 

"There  is.  perhaps,  none  more  cruel  in 
the  young  doctor:  "and  Dr.  Baleinier  I 
its  nature  from  Father  Rodin." 

"Please  to  wait  here  for  Dr.  Baleinier,  and 
us  as  soon  as  he  arrives,"  resumed  Father 
returning  to  the  sick  chamber,  he  sat  down  ' 
and  said  to  Rodin,  as  he  showed  him  the  letter:     "H 
different  repons  with  regard  to  different   meml 
Rennepont  family,  whom  I  have  had  lo 
my  indisposition  having  kept  me  at  home  for  tl. 
days.     I  do  not  know,   father,  if  the  state  <>i   your  h< 
will  permit  you  to  hear " 

Rodin  made  a  gesture,  at  once  so  supplicating  and  p 
emptory,    that    Father    d'Aigrigny    felt    there    would    be    af 
least  as  much  danger  in  refusing  as  in  granting  his  re<ji: 
so,   turning  towards   the   cardinal,    still    in. 
having  discovered  the  Jesuit's  secret,  he  said   t.>  him   \ 
respectful    deference,    pointing    at    the    same    time    to    the 
letter:     "Have  I  the  permission  of  your  Emineno 

The  prelate  bowed,  and  replied:     "Your  affa 
my  dear  father.     The  Church  must  always  e  in  what 

rejoices  your  glorious  Company." 

Father  d'Aigrigny  unsealed  the  packet,  and   found   in 
different   notes    in    different   handwritings.      When    I 
read  the  first,  his  countenance  darkened,  and  he  said,  in  a 
grave  tone:     "A  misfortune — a  great  misfortune." 

Rodin  turned  his  head  abruptly,  and  '  at  him  v. 

an  air  of  uneasy  questioning. 

"Florine    is    dead    of     the    cholera," 
d'Aigrigny;  "and  what  is  the  worst." 
the  note  between  his  har  re  dyii 

creature  confessed  to   Mdlle.  de  Cardoville   that   she   l< 
acted  as  a  spy  under  the  orders  of  your 

Xo  doubt  the  death  of  Florine,  and 
made,  crossed  some  of  the  plans  of  I 
inarticulate  murmur,  and  his  countenance 
vexation. 

Passing  to  another  note.  Father  d'A 
"This  relates  to  Marshal  Simon,  and  U  i 
but  still  far  from  satisfactory,  as  it  ai  I 
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ation  in  his  position.  We  shall  see  if  it  merits  belief,  by 
information  from  another  source." 

Rodin  made  a  sign  of  impatience,  to  hasten  Father 
d'Aigrigny  to  read  the  note,  which  he  did  as  follows.  "  'For 
some  days,  the  mind  of  the  marshal  has  appeared  to  be  less 
sorrowful,  anxious  and  agitated.  He  lately  passed  two 
hours  with  his  daughters,  which  had  not  been  the  case  for 
some  time  before.  The  harsh  countenance  of  the  soldier 
Dagobert  is  becoming  smoother — a  sure  sign  of  some  amel- 
ioration in  the  condition  of  the  marshal.     Detected  bv  their 

J 

handwriting,  the  last  anonymous  letters  were  returned  by 
Dagobert  to  the  postman,  without  having  been  opened  by 
the  marshal.  Some  other  method  must  be  found  to  get 
them  delivered.'  " 

Looking  at  Rodin,  Father  d'Aigrigny  said  to  him:  "Your 
reverence  thinks  with  me  that  this  note  is  not  very  satis- 
factory ?" 

Rodin  held  down  his  head.  One  saw  by  the  expression  of 
his  countenance  how  much  he  suffered  by  not  being  able  to 
speak.  Twice  he  put  his  hand  to  his  throat,  and  looked  at 
Father  d'Aigrigny  with  anguish. 

"Oh !"  cried  Father  d'Aigrigny,  angrily,  when  he  had 
perused  another  note,  "for  one  lucky  chance,  to-day  brings 
some  very  black  ones." 

At  these  words  turning  hastily  to  Father  d'Aigrigny,  and 
extending  his  trembling  hands,  Rodin  questioned  him  with 
look  and  gesture.  The  cardinal,  sharing  his  uneasiness,  ex- 
claimed :    "What  do  you  learn  by  this  note,  my  dear  father  ?" 

"We  thought  the  residence  of  M.  Hardy  in  our  house  com- 
pletely unknown,"  replied  Father  d'Aigrigny,  "but  we  now 
fear  that  Agricola  Baudoin  has  discovered  the  retreat  of  his 
old  master,  and  that  he  has  even  communicated  with  him 
by  letter,  through  a  servant  of  the  house.  So,"  added  the 
reverend  father,  angrily,  "during  the  three  days  that  I  have 
not  been  able  to  visit  the  pavilion,  one  of  my  servants  must 
have  been  bought  over.  There  is  one  of  them,  a  man  blind 
of  one  eye,  whom  I  have  always  suspected — the  wretch ! 
But  no :  I  will  not  yet  believe  this  treachery.  The  conse- 
quences would  be  too  deplorable ;  for  I  know  how  matters 
stand,  and  that  such  a  corespondence  might  ruin  every- 
thing. By  awaking  in  M.  Hardy  memories  with  difficulty 
laid  asleep,  they  might  destroy  in  a  single  day  all  that  has 
been  done  since  he  inhabits  our  house.     Luckily,  this  note 


THE   WANDERING    JEW 

contains  only  doubts  and  ther  informati 

be  more  positive,  and  will  not.  1  linn  them. 

"My  dear    father,"         !   the  cardina 
The  Lord  will  not  abandon  the  goo. 

Father  d'Aigrigny  seemed  very  little  i 
surance.      He   remained   still   and   thoughtful,   whilst 
writhed  his  head  in  a  paroxysm  of  mutt 
on  this  new  check. 

"Let  us  turn  to  the  last  note."  said  Father  d' 
after  a   moment  of   thoughtful   silence.    "I    ! 
confidence  in  the  person  who  sends  it,  that  I 
the  correctness  of  the  information  it  contains.     May  it  ■ 
tradict  the  others!" 

In  order  not  to  break  the  chain  of  facts  contained  in  this 
last  note,  which  was  to  have  so  startling  an  the 

actors  in  this  scene,  we  shall  leave  it  to  the  reader  na- 

tion to  supply  the  exclamations  of  surprise,  haft  and 

fear  of  Father  d'Aigricmy,   and  the  terrific   pantomime 
Rodin,  during  the  perusal  of  this  formidal  the 

result  of  the  observations  of  a  faithful  and  st 
the  reverend  fathers.     Comparing  this  note  with  the  ..ther 
information  received,  the  results  appeared  more 
to  the  reverend  fathers.     Thus  Gabriel  fa 
quent  conferences  with  Adrienne,  who  before  was  uukn 
to   him.      Agricola    Baudoin   had    opened    a   commun 
with  Francis  Hardy,  and  the  officers  of  justice  w< 
track  of  the  authors  and  insi  of  the  riot  whi 

led  to  the  burning  of  the  f acton-  of  Baron  Tr 
It  seemed  almost  certain  that  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville  h 
an  interview  with  Prince  Djalma. 

This  combination  of   facts    -  I   that,    faithful   : 

threats  she  had  uttered  to  Rodin,  when  she  had  unn 
the  double  perfidy  of  the  reverend  father.  Mdll 
ville  was  actively  engaged  in  uniting  the  scatu 
of   her   family,  to   form  a   league   :■■ 
enemies,  whose  detestable  project  - 
encountered,  could  hardlv  have  a  char., 
reader  will   now  understand   the   tr 
note  on  Father  d'Aigrigny  and  Rodin- 
powerless  on  a  bed  of  pain  at  the  moment  when  tlv 
folding,  raised  with  so  much  lal 
around  him. 
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CHAPTER  XXIX. 

THE      OPERATION. 

We  have  given  up  the  attempt  to  paint  the  countenance, 
attitude,  and  gesticulation  of  Rodin  during  the  reading  of 
this  note,  which  seemed  to  ruin  all  his  most  cherished  hopes. 
Everything  was  failing  at  once,  at  the  moment  when  only 
superhuman  trust  in  the  success  of  his  plans  could  give 
him  sufficient  energy  to  strive  against  mortal  sickness.  A 
single,  absorbing  thought  had  agitated  him  even  to  delirium : 
What  progress,  during  his  illness,  had  been  made  in  this 
immense  affair?  He  had  first  heard  a  good  piece  of  news, 
the  death  of  Jacques  Rennepont ;  but  now  the  advantages 
of  this  decease,  which  reduced  the  number  of  the  heirs  from 
seven  to  six,  were  entirely  lost.  To  what  purpose  would  be 
this  death,  if  the  other  members  of  the  family,  dispersed 
and  persecuted  with  such  infernal  perseverance,  were  to 
unite  and  discover  the  enemies  who  had  so  long  aimed  at 
them  in  darkness?  If  all  those  wounded  hearts  were  to  con- 
sole, enlighten,  support  each  other,  their  cause  would  be 
gained,  and  the  inheritance  rescued  from  the  reverend 
fathers.    What  was  to  be  done  ? 

Strange  power  of  the  human  will ! — Rodin  had  one  foot  in 
the  grave ;  he  was  almost  at  the  last  gasp ;  his  voice  had 
failed  him.  And  yet  that  obstinate  nature,  so  full  of  energy 
and  resources,  did  not  despair.  Let  but  a  miracle  restore 
his  health,  and  that  firm  confidence  in  the  success  of  his 
projects  which  has  given  him  power  to  struggle  against 
disease,  tells  him  that  he  could  yet  save  all — but  then  he 
must  have  health  and  life!  Health!  life!  His  physician 
does  not  know  if  he  will  survive  the  shock — if  he  can  bear 
the  pain — of  a  terrible  operation.  Health !  life !  and  just 
now  Rodin  heard  talk  of  the  solemn  funeral  they  had  pre- 
pared for  him.  And  yet — health,  life,  he  will  have  them. 
Yes ;  he  has  willed  to  live — and  he  has  lived — why  should 
he  not  live  longer?     He  will  live — because  he  has  willed  it. 

All  that  we  have  just  written  passed  though  Rodin's  mind 
in  a  second.  His  features,  convulsed  by  the  mental  torment 
he  endured,  must  have  assumed  a  very  strange  expression, 
for  Father  d'Aigrigny  and  the  cardinal  looked  at  him  in 
silent  consternation.     Once  resolved  to  live,  and  to  sustain 
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a  desperate  struggle  with  the  Rennepont  family,  Rodin  acted 
in  consequence.  For  a  few  moments  Father  d'Aigrigny  and 
the  prelate  believed  themselves  under  the  influence  of  a 
dream.  By  an  effort  of  unparalleled  energy,  and  as  if 
moved  by  hidden  mechanism,  Rodin  sprang  from  the  bed, 
dragging  the  sheet  with  him,  and  trailing  it,  like  a  shroud, 
behind  his  livid  and  fleshless  body.  The  room  was  cold  ; 
the  face  of  the  Jesuit  was  bathed  in  sweat;  his  naked  and 
bony  feet  left  their  moist  print  upon  the  stones. 

"What  are  you  doing?  It  is  death!"  cried  Father  d'Ai- 
grigny, rushing  towards  Rodin,  to  force  him  to  lie  down 
again. 

But  the  latter,  extending  one  of  his  skeleton  arms,  as  hard 
as  iron,  pushed  aside  Father  d'Aigrigny  with  inconceivable 
vigor,  considering  the  state  of  exhaustion  in  which  he  had 
so  long  been. 

"He  has  the  strength  of  a  man  in  a  fit  of  epilepsy,"  said 
Father  d'Aigrigny,  recovering  his  balance. 

With  a  steady  step  Rodin  advanced  to  the  desk  on  which 
Dr.  Baleinier  daily  wrote  his  prescriptions.  Seating  him- 
self before  it,  the  Jesuit  took  pen  and  paper,  and  began  to 
write  in  a  firm  hand.  His  calm,  slow,  and  sure  movements 
had  in  them  something  of  the  deliberateness  remarked 
in  somnambulists.  Mute  and  motionless,  hardly  knowing 
whether  they  dreamed  or  not,  the  cardinal  and  Father 
d'Aigrigny  remained  staring  at  the  incredible  coolness  of 
Rodin,  who,  half -naked,  continued  to  write  with  perfect 
tranquillity. 

"But,  father,"  said  the  Abbe  d'Aigrigny,  advancing  to- 
wards him,  "this  is  madness!" 

Rodin  shrugged  his  shoulders,  stopped  him  with  a  gesture 
and  made  him  a  sign  to  read  what  he  had  just  written. 

The  reverend  father  expected  to  see  the  ravings  of  a  dis- 
eased brain;  but  he  took  the  note,  whilst  Rodin  commenced 
another. 

"My  lord,"  exclaimed  Father  d'Aigrigny.  "read  this !' 

The  cardinal  read  the  paper,  and  returning  it  to  the 
reverend  father  with  equal  amazement,  added:  "It  is  full 
of  reason,  ability,  and  resources.  We  shall  thus  be  abl< 
neutralize  the  dangerous  combination  of  Abbe  Gabriel  and 
Mdlle.  de  Cardoville,  who  appear  to  be  the  most  formidable 
leaders  of  the  coalition." 

"It  is  really  miraculous,"  said  Father  d'Aigrigny. 
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"Oh,  my  dear  father !"  whispered  the  cardinal,  shaking 
his  head ;  "what  a  pity  that  we  are  the  only  witnesses  of 
this  scene !  What  an  excellent  miracle  we  could  have  made 
of  it !     In  one  sense,  it  is  another  Raising  of  Lazarus !" 

"What  an  idea,  my  lord!"  answered  Father  d'Aigrigny, 
in  a  low  voice.  "It  is  perfect — and  we  must  not  give  it 
up—" 

This  innocent  little  plot  was  interrupted  by  Rodin,  who, 
turning  his  head,  made  a  sign  to  Father  d'Aigrigny  to 
approach,  and  delivered  to  him  another  sheet,  with  this  note 
attached :    "To  be  executed  within  an  hour." 

Having  rapidly  perused  the  paper,  Father  d'Aigrigny 
exclaimed :  "Right !  I  had  not  thought  of  that.  Instead 
of  being  fatal,  the  correspondence  between  Agricola  and  M. 
Hardy  may  thus  have  the  best  results.  Really,"  added  the 
reverend  father  in  a  low  voice  to  the  prelate,  while  Rodin 
continued  to  write,  "I  am  quite  confounded.  I  read — I  see 
and  yet  I  can  hardly  believe  my  eyes.  Just  before,  ex- 
hausted and  dying — and  now  with  his  mind  as  clear  and 
penetrating  as  ever.  Can  this  be  one  of  the  phenomena  of 
somnambulism,  in  which  the  mind  alone  governs  and  sus- 
tains the  body?" 

Suddenly  the  door  opened,  and  Dr.  Baleinier  entered  the 
room.  At  sight  of  Rodin,  seated  half -naked  at  the  desk, 
with  his  feet  upon  the  cold  stones,  the  doctor  exclaimed,  in 
a  tone  of  reproach  and  alarm:  "But,  my  lord — but,  father — ■ 
it  is  murder  to  let  the  unhappy  man  do  this! — If  he  is 
delirious  from  fever,  he  must  have  the  strait-waistcoat,  and 
be  tied  down  in  bed." 

So  saying,  Dr.  Baleinier  hastily  approached  Rodin,  and 
took  him  by  the  arm.  Instead  of  finding  the  skin  dry  and 
chilly,  as  he  expected,  he  found  it  flexible,  almost  damp. 
Struck  with  surprise,  the  doctor  sought  to  feel  the  pulse  of 
the  left  hand,  which  Rodin  resigned,  to  him,  whilst  he  con- 
tinued working  with  the  right. 

"What  a  prodigy !"  cried  the  doctor,  as  he  counted  Rodin's 
pulse;  "for  a  week  past,  and  even  this  morning,  the  pulse 
has  been  abrupt,  intermittent,  almost  insensible,  and  now 
it  is  firm,  regular — I  am  really  puzzled — what  then  has 
happened?  I  can  hardly  believe  what  I  see,"  added  the 
doctor,  turning  towards  Father  d'Aigrigny  and  the  cardinal. 

"The  reverend  father,  who  had  first  lost  his  voice,  was 
next  seized  with  such  furious  and  violent  despair  caused  by 
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the  receipt  of  bad  news,"'  answered  I  v   "that 

we  feared  a  moment  for  his  life;  while  now,  on  tl 
trary,    the    reverend    father    has    gained    sufficient    strength 
to  go  to  his  desk,  and  write  for  some  minutes,  with 
ness   of   argument   and   expression,    which    has 
both  the  cardinal  and  myself." 

"There  is  no  longer  any  doubt  of   it,"  cried   the 
"The  violent  despair  has  caused  a  degree  of  emotion, 
will  admirably  prepare  the  reactive  crisis,  that    I    am 
almost  certain  of  producing  by  the  operation-" 

"You     persist     in     the     operation?"     whispered     Father 
d'Aigrigny,  whilst  Rodin  continued  to  write. 

"I  might  have  hesitated  this  morning;   but,   disposed   as 
he  now  is  for  it,  I  must  profit  by  the  moment  ■  lent, 

which  will  be  followed  by  greater  depression." 

Then,  without  the  operation "  said  the  cardinal. 

"This  fortunate  and  unexpected  crisis  will  soon  be  over, 
and  the  reaction  may  kill  him,  my  lord." 

"Have  you  informed  him  of  the  serious  nature  of   the 
operation  ?" 

"Pretty  nearly,  my  lord." 

"But  it  is  time  to  bring  him  to  the  point." 

"That  is  what  I  will  do,  my  lord,"  said  Dr.   Baleinier ; 
and  approaching   Rodin,   who  continued  to   write,   he   thus 
adressed  him,  in  a  firm  voice:     "My  reverend  father,  do 
wish  to  be  up  and  well  in  a  week  ?" 

Rodin  nodded,  full  of  confidence,  as  much  as  to  say:     "I 
am  up  already." 

"Do    not    deceive    yourself,"    replied    the    doctor.      "This 
crisis  is  excellent,  but  it  will  not  last,  and  if  we  won! 
by  it,  we  must  proceed  with  the  operation  of  which  I   have 
spoken  to  you — or.  I  tell  you  plainly,  I  answer  for  nothing 
after  such  a  shock." 

Rodin  was  the  more  struck  with  these  Wt  lialf  an 

hour  ago,  he  had  experienced  the  short  duration  of  the  im- 
provement  occasioned   by   Father   d'Aigrigny's 
and  as  already  he  felt  increased  oppression  on  the  ch< 

Dr.  Baleinier,  wishing  to  decide  him.  added:     "In  a  word. 
father,  will  you  live  or  die?" 

Rodin  wrote  rapidly  this  answer,   which  he 
doctor:     "To  live,  I  would  let  you  cut  me  limb  from  limb 
I  am  ready  for  anything."    And  he  made  a  movement  I 

"I  must  tell  you,  reverend  father,  BO  a-  not  to  take  j 
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surprise,"  added  Dr.  Baleinier,  "that  this  operation  is  cruelty 
painful." 

Rodin  shrugged  his  shoulders  and  wrote  with  a  firm 
hand :    "Leave  me  my  head ;  you  may  take  all  the  rest." 

The  doctor  read  these  words  aloud,  and  the  cardinal  and 
Father  d'Aigrigny  looked  at  each  other  in  admiration  of 
this  dauntless  courage. 

"Reverend  father,"  said  Dr.  Baleinier,  "you  must  lie 
down." 

Rodin  wrote:  "Get  everything  ready.  I  have  still  some 
orders  to  write.    Let  me  know  when  it  is  time." 

Then  folding  up  a  paper,  which  he  had  sealed  with  a 
wafer,  Rodin  gave  these  words  to  Father  d'Aigrigny :  "Send 
this  note  instantly  to  the  agent  who  addressed  the  anony- 
mous letters  to  Marshal  Simon." 

"Instantly,  reverend  father,"  replied  the  abbe ;  "I  will 
employ  a  sure  messenger." 

"Reverend  father,"  said  Baleinier  to  Rodin,  "since  you 
must  write,  lie  down  in  bed,  and  write  there,  during  our 
little   preparations." 

Rodin  made  an  affirmative  gesture,  and  rose.  But  already 
the  prognostics  of  the  doctor  were  realized.  The  Jesuit 
could  hardly  remain  standing  for  a  second ;  he  fell  back  into 
a  chair,  and  looked  at  Dr.  Baleinier  with  anguish,  whilst  his 
breathing  became  more  and  more  difficult. 

The  doctor  said  to  him:  "Do  not  be  uneasy.  But  we 
must  make  haste.     Lean  upon  me  and  Father  d'Aigrigny." 

Aided  by  these  two  supporters,  Rodin  was  able  to  regain 
the  bed.  Once  there,  he  made  signs  that  they  should  bring 
him  pen,  ink,  and  paper.  Then  he  continued  to  write  upon 
his  knees,  pausing  from  time  to  time,  to  breathe  with  great 
difficulty. 

"Reverend  father,"  said  Baleinier  to  d'Aigrigny,  "are 
you  capable  of  acting  as  one  of  my  assistants  in  the  opera- 
tion?   Have  you  that  sort  of  courage?" 

"No,"  said  the  reverend  father;  "in  the  army  I  could 
never  assist  at  an  amputation.  The  sight  of  blood  is  too 
much  for  me." 

"There  will  be  no  blood,"  said  the  doctor,  "but  it  will  be 
worse.  Please  send  me  three  of  our  reverend  fathers  to 
assist  me,  and  ask  M.  Rousselet  to  bring  in  the  apparatus." 

Father  d'Aigrigny  went  out.     The  prelate  approached  the 
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doctor,  and  whispered,  pointing  to  Rodin:     "Is  In-  out  of 
danger?" 

"If  he  stands  the  operation — yes,  mv  lord." 

"Are  you  sure  that  he  can   stand   it?" 

"To  him  I  should  say  "yes,'  to  you  'I  !. 

'And  were  he  to  die,  would  there  he  time  I         minister 
the  sacrements  in  puhlic,  with  a  certain  pomp,  which 
causes  some  little  delav?" 

"His  dying  may  continue,  my  lord — a  quarter  of  an  hoi: 

"It  is  short,  but  we  must  be  satisfied  with  that."  said 
the   prelate. 

And.  going  to  one  of  the  windows,  he  began  to  tap  with 
his  fingers  on  the  glass,  while  he  thought  of  the  illumination 
effects,  in  the  event  of  Rodin's  lying  in  state.  At  this  mo- 
ment, Rousselet  entered,  with  a  large  square  box  under  his 
arm.  He  placed  it  on  the  drawers,  and  began  to  arrange 
his  apparatus. 

"How  many  have  you  prepared?"  said  the  doctor. 

"Six,  sir." 

"Four  will  do,  but  it  is  well  to  be  fullv  provided.  The 
cotton  is  not  too  thick?" 

"Look,  sir." 

"Very  good." 

"And  how  is  the  reverend  father?"  asked  the  pupil. 

"Humph!"    answered    the    doctor,    in    a    whisper. 
chest  is  terribly  clogged,  the  respiration  hissing,   the 
gone — still  there  is  a  change." 

"All  my  fear  is.  sir.  that  the  reverend  lather  will  not  l>e 
able  to  stand  the  dreadful  pain." 

"It  is  another  chance;  but.  under  the  circumstano 
must  risk  all.     Come,  my  dear  boy,  light  the  taper;  I  b 
our  assistants." 

Just   then   Father   d'Aigrigny   entered    the   r  m- 

panied  by  the  three  Jesuits,  who.  in  the  morning,  1 
in  the  garden.     The  two  old  men.   with  their   i 
and  the  young  one,  with  the  ascetic  count 
dressed  in  black,   with  their   square  ind   wl: 

appeared  perfectly  ready  to  assist  Dr.  Baleinier  in  !. 
midable  operation. 
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CHAPTER  XXX. 

THE   TORTURE. 

"Reverend  fathers,"  said  Dr.  Baleinier,  graciously,  tc 
the  three,  "I  thank  you  for  your  kind  aid.  What  you  have 
to  do  is  very  simple,  and,  by  the  blessing  of  heaven,  this 
operation  will  save  the  life  of  our  dear  Father  Rodin. 

The  three  black-gowns  cast  up  their  eyes  piously,  and 
then  bowed  altogether,  like  one  man.  Rodin,  indifferent  to 
what  was  passing  around  him,  never  ceased  an  instant 
to  write  or  reflect.  Nevertheless,  in  spite  of  his  apparent 
calmness,  he  felt  such  difficulty  in  breathing,  fhat  more 
than  once  Dr.  Baleinier  had  turned  round  uneasily,  as  he 
heard  fhe  stifled  rattling  in  the  throat  of  the  sick  man. 
Making  a  sign  to  his  pupil,  the  doctor  approached  Rodin 
and  said  to  him :  "Come,  reverend  father ;  this  is  the  im- 
portant moment.    Courage !" 

No  sign  of  alarm  was  expressed  in  the  Jesuit's  counte- 
nance. His  features  remained  impassible  as  those  of  a 
corpse.  Only,  his  little  reptile  eyes  sparkled  still  more 
brightly  in  their  dark  cavities.  For  a  moment,  he  looked 
round  at  the  spectators  of  this  scene ;  then,  taking  his  pen 
between  his  teeth,  he  folded  and  wafered  another  letter, 
placed  it  on  the  table  beside  the  bed,  and  nodded  to  Dr. 
Baleinier,  as  if  to  say:    "I  am  ready." 

"You  must  take  off"  your  flannel  waistcoat,  and  your 
shirt,  father."  Rodin  hesitated  an  instant,  and  the  doctor 
resumed :    "It  is  absolutely  necessary,  father." 

Aided  by  Baleinier,  Rodin  obeyed,  whilst  the  doctor 
added,  no  doubt  to  spare  his  modesty:  "We  shall  only 
require  the  chest,  right  and  left,  my  dear  father." 

And  now,  Rodin,  stretched  upon  his  back,  with  his  dirty 
night-cap  still  on  his  head,  exposed  the  upper  part  of  a 
livid  trunk,  or  rather,  the  bony  cage  of  a  skeleton,  for  the 
shadows  of  the  ribs  and  cartilages  encircled  the  skin  with 
deep,  black  lines.  As  for  the  arms,  they  resembled  bones 
twisted  with  cord  and  covered  with  tanned  parchment. 

"Come,  M.  Rousselet,  the  apparatus !"  said  Baleinier. 

Then  addressing  the  three  Jesuits,  he  added :  "Please 
draw  near,  gentlemen ;  what  you  have  to  do  is  very  simple, 
as  you  will  see." 
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It  was  indeed  very  simple.     The  d 
his   four  assistants  a   sort   of   little   steel   tripod   aboi 
inches  in  diameter  and  three  in  height;  the  circi  ntre 

of  this  tripod  was  filled  with  cotton;  the  instrument  was 
held  in  the  left  hand  by  means  of  a  wooden  1;  In  the 

right  hand  each  assistant  held  a  small  tin  tube  aboi 
inches  long;  at  one  end  was  a  mouthpiece  to  - 
lips  of  the  operator,  and  the  other  spread  out  so  as  to  form 
a  cover  to  the  little  tripod.  These  preparations  had  nothing 
alarming  in  them.  Father  d'Aigrigny  and  the  prelate,  who 
looked  on  from  a  little  distance,  could  not  understand  how 
this  operation  should  be  so  painful.  They  soon  understood  it. 

Dr.  Baleinier,  having  thus  provided  his  four  assistants, 
made  them  approach  Rodin,  whose  bed  had  been  rolled  into 
the  middle  of  the  room.  Two  of  them  were  placed  on  one- 
side,  two  on  the  other. 

"Now,  gentlemen,"  said  Dr.  Baleinier,  "set  light  to  the 
cotton;  place  the  lighted  part  on  the  skin  of  his  reverence, 
by  means  of  the  tripod  which  contains  the  wick;  cover  the 
tripod  with  the  broad  part  of  the  tube,  and  then  blow- 
through  the  other  end  to  keep  up  the  fire.  It  is  tery  sim- 
ple, as  you  see." 

It  was,  in  fact,  full  of  the  most  patriarchal  and  primit 
ingenuity.      Four   lighted   cotton    wicks,    so   dispi 
burn  very  slowly,  were  applied  to  the  two  sidi  Rodin's 

chest.  This  is  vulgarly  called  the  moxa.  The  trick  is  done, 
when  the  whole  thickness  of  the  skin  has  been  burnt  slowly 
through.  It  lasts  seven  or  eight  minutes.  They  say  that 
an  amputation  is  nothing  to  it.  Rodin  had  watched  tin- 
preparations  with  intrepid  curiosity.  But,  at  the  >uch 
of  the  four  fires,  he  writhed  like  a  serpent,  without  I - 
able  to  utter  a  cry.  Even  the  expression  of  pain  was 
him.  The  four  assistants  being  disturbed  by  the  sudden 
start  of  Rodin,  it  was  necessary  to  begin  again. 

••Courage,  my  dear  father!  offer  these  surrerirj  the 

Lord!"  said  Dr.  Baleinier.  in  a  sanctified  tone.  "1  told 
you  the  operation  would  be  very  painful;  but  then  it  is 
salutary  in  proportion.  Come;  you  that  have  shown  such 
decisive  resolution,  do  not  fail  at  the  last  movement!' 

Rodin  had  closed  his  eyes,  conquered  by  tl,<  ny 

of  pain.     He  now  opened  them,  and  looked  at  the 
if  ashamed  of  such  weakness.     And  yet  on  thi 
chest   were    four   large,    bleeding    wounds-  so    violent 
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been  the  first  singe.  As  he  again  extended  himself  on  the 
bed  of  torture,  Rodin  made  a  sign  that  he  wished  to  write. 
The  doctor  gave  him  the  pen,  and  he  wrote  as  follows,  by 
way  of  memorandum ;  "It  is  better  not  to  lose  any  time. 
Inform  Baron  Tripeaud  of  the  warrant  issued  against 
Leonard,  so  that  he  may  be  on  his  guard." 

Having  written  this  note,  the  Jesuit  gave  it  to  Dr.  Ba- 
leinier,  to  hand  it  to  Father  d'Aigrigny,  who  was  as  much 
amazed  as  the  doctor  and  the  cardinal,  at  such  extraordi- 
nary presence  of  mind  in  the  midst  of  such  horrible  pain. 
Rodin,  with  his  eyes  fixed  on  the  reverend  father,  seemed  to 
wait  with  impatience  for  him  to  leave  the  room  to  execute 
his  orders.  Guessing  the  thought  of  Rodin,  the  doctor 
whispered  Father  d'Aigrigny,  who  went  out. 

"Come,  reverend  father,"  said  the  doctor,  "we  must  be- 
gin again.     This  time  do  not  move." 

Rodin  did  not  answer,  but  clasped  his  hands  over  his 
head,  closed  his  eyes,  and  presented  his  chest.  It  was  a 
strange,  lugubrious,  almost  fantastic  spectacle.  The  three 
priests,  in  their  long  biack  gowns,  leaned  over  this  body, 
which  almost  resembled  a  corpse,  and  blowing  through 
their  tubes  into  the  chest  of  the  patient,  seemed  as  if  pump- 
ing up  his  blood  by  some  magic  charm.  A  sickeneing  odor 
of  burnt  flesh  began  to  spread  through  the  silent  chamber, 
and  each  assistant  heard  a  slight  crackling  beneath  the  smok- 
ing trivet ;  it  was  the  skin  of  Rodin  giving  way  to  the  action 
of  fire,  and  splitting  open  in  four  different  parts  of  his  chest. 
The  sweat  poured  from  his  livid  face,  which  it  made  to 
shine ;  a  few  locks  of  his  gray  hair  stood  up  stiff  and  moist 
from  his  temples.  Sometimes  the  spasms  were  so  violent, 
that  the  veins  swelled  on  his  stiffened  arms,  and  were 
stretched  like  cords  ready  to  break. 

Enduring  this  frightful  torture  with  as  much  intrepid 
resignation  as  the  savage  whose  glory  consists  in  despising 
pain,  Rodin  gathered  his  strength  and  courage  from  the 
hope — we  had  almost  said  the  certainty — of  life.  Such  was 
the  make  of  this  dauntless  character,  such  the  energy  of 
this  powerful  mind,  that,  in  the  midst  of  indescribable  tor- 
ments, his  one  fixed  idea  never  left  him.  During  the  rare 
intervals  of  suffering — for  pain  is  equal  even  at  this  degree 
of  intensity — Rodin  still  thought  of  the  Rennepont  inherit- 
ance, and  calculated  his  chances,  and  combined  his  meas- 
ures, feeling  that  he  had  not  a  minute  to  lose.     Dr.  Balei- 
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nier   watched  him   with   extreme  attention,   waiting    for   the 
effects  of  the  reaction  of  pain  upon  the  patten 
already  to  hreathe  with  less  difficulty. 

Suddenly  Rodin  placed   his  hand   on  his   foretk  it 

struck  with  some  new  idea,  and  turning  his  head  I 
Dr.  Baleinier,  made  a  sign  to  him  to  suspend  the 

"I  must  tell  you,  reverend   father."  answered  t! 
"that  it  is  not  half  finished,  and,  if  we  leave  off,  the  r 
will  be  more  painful " 

Rodin   made   a   sign  that  he   did   not   care,   and   that   h< 
wanted  to  write. 

"Gentlemen,  stop  a  moment."   said   Dr.   Raleinier ;  "keep 
down  your  moxas,  but  do  not  blow  the  fire." 

So  the  fire  was  to  burn  slowly,   instead   of   fierce!-.. 
still  upon  the  skin  of  the  patient.     In  spite  of  this  pain.  !«•->> 
intense,  but  still  sharp  and  keen,  Rodin,  stretched  upon 
back,  began  to  write,  holding  the  paper  above  his  head. 
the  first  sheet  he  traced  some  alphabetic  signs,  pari  i 
pher  known  to  himself  alone.     In  the  midst  of  the  I 
a  luminous  idea  had  crossed  his  mind;  fearful  ing 

it  amidst  his  sufferings,  he  now  took  note  of  it.     •  ther 

paper  he  wrote  the  following,  which  was  instantl) 
to  Father  d'Aigrigny:  "Send  B.  immediately  to 
for  the  report  of  the  last  few  days  with  regard  to  Djahna, 
and  let  B.  bring  it  hither  on  the  instant."     Father  d'Ai 
gny  went  out  to  execute  this  new  order.     The  cardinal 
proached  a  little  nearer  to  the  scene  of  the  operati  r,  in 

spite  of  the  bad  odor  of  the  room,  he  took  delight  in 
the  Jesuit  half  roasted,  having  long  cherished  a  him  the 

rancor  of  an  Italian  and  a  priest. 

"Come,  reverend  father,"  said  the 
tinue  to  be  admirably  courageous,  and  your  chest  will 
itself.     You  have  still  a  bitter  moment  to  go  through 
then  I  have  good  hope." 

The  patient  resumed  his  former  | 
Father  d'Aigrigny  returned,    Rodin  qu<  I   him   with  a 

look,  to  which  the  reverend  father  : 
sign    from    the   doctor,    the    four 
through  the  tubes   with  all   their  might.     Thi 
torture   was   so   horrible,   that,   in   S] 
Rodin  gnashed  his  teeth,   started  com. 
panded   his   palpitating   chest,   that,   after   a    \ 
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there  rose  from  his  throat  and  lungs  a  scream  of  terrific 
pain — but  it  was  free,  loud,  sonorous. 

"The  chest  is  free!"  cried  the  doctor,  in  triumph.  "The 
lungs  have  play — the  voice  returns — he  is  saved  ! — Blow, 
gentlemen,  blow ;  and,  reverend  father,  cry  out  as  much  as 
you  please :  I  shall  be  delighted  to  hear  you,  for  it  will  give 
you  relief.  Courage !  I  answer  for  the  result.  It  is  a  won- 
derful cure.     I  will  publish  it  by  sound  of  trumpet." 

"Allow  me,  doctor,"  whispered  Father  d'Aigrigny,  as  he 
approached  Dr.  Baleinier ;  "the  cardinal  can  witness,  that  I 
claimed  beforehand  the  publication  of  this  affair — as  a  mi- 
raculous fact." 

"Let  it  be  miraculous  then,"  answered  Dr.  Baleinier,  dis- 
appointed— for  he  set  some  value  on  his  own  work. 

On  hearing  he  was  saved,  Rodin  though  his  sufferings 
were  perhaps  worse  than  ever,  for  the  fire  had  now  pierced 
the  scarf-skin,  assumed  almost  an  infernal  beauty.  Through 
the  painful  contraction  of  his  features  shone  the  pride  of 
savage  triumph ;  the  monster  felt  that  he  was  becoming 
once  more  strong  and  powerful,  and  he  seemed  conscious 
the  evils  that  his  fatal  resurrection  was  to  cause.  And  so, 
of  still  writhing  beneath  the  fiames,  he  pronounced  these 
words,  the  first  that  struggled  from  his  chest:  "I  told  you 
I  should  live!" 

"You  told  us  true,"  cried  the  doctor,  feeling  his  pulse; 
"the  circulation  is  now  full  and  regular,  the  lungs  are  free. 
The  reaction  is  complete.     You  are  saved." 

At  this  moment,  the  last  shreds  of  cotton  had  burnt  out. 
The  trivets  were  withdrawn,  and  on'  the  skeleton  trunk  of 
Rodin  were  seen  four  large  round  blisters.  The  skin  still 
smoked,  and  the  raw  flesh  was  visible  beneath.  In  one  of 
his  sudden  movements,  a  lamp  had  been  misplaced,  and  one 
of  these  burns  was  larger  than  the  other,  presenting  as  it 
were  to  the  eye  a  double  circle.  Rodin  looked  down  upon 
his  wounds.  After  some  seconds  of  silent  contemplation,  a 
strange  smile  curled  his  lips.  Without  changing  his  posi- 
tion, he  glanced  at  Father  d'Aigrigny  with  an  expression 
impossible  to  describe,  and  said  to  him,  as  he  slowly  counted 
the  wounds,  touching  them  with  his  flat  and  dirty  nail : 
"Father  d'Aigrigny,  what  an  omen ! — Look  here !  one  Ren- 
nepont — two  Renneponts — three  Renneponts — four  Renne- 
ponts-  -where  is  then  the  fifth ! — Ah  !  here — this  wound  will 
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count  for  two.     They  are  twins.'**    And  he  emitted  a  little 
dry,  bitter  laugh.     Father  rigny,  the  <  nd  Dr. 

Baleinier,  alone   uad  1   the 

and  fatal  words,  which  Rodin  soon  comph 

allusion,  as  he  exclaimed,  with  prophetic   \ 

inspired  air:  "Yes.  1  say  it.     The  impious  r.. 

duced  to  ashes,  like  the  fragments  of  this  i>..,,r  flesh.     1 

it,  and  it  will  be  so.     I  said  1  would  live— and  1  do  In 


CHAPTER  XXXI. 

VICE    AND    VIRTUE. 

Two  days  have  elapsed  since  Rodin  was  miraculous!-, 
stored  to  life.    The  reader  will  not  have  forgotten  th- 
in the  Rue  Clovis,  where  the  reverend  father  had  an  apart- 
ment, and  where  also  was  the  lodging  of  Philemon,  inhabited 
by  Rose-Pompon.    It  is  about  three  o'clock  in  the 
A  bright  ray  of  light,  penetrating  through  a  round  hole  in 
door  Mother  Arsene's  subterraneous  shop,  form-  a  strik 
contrast  with  the  darkness  of  this  cavern.     The  ray  streams 
full  upon  a  melancholy  object.     In  the  mid 
faded   vegetables,    and   close   to  a   great   heap 
stands  a  wretched  bed;  beneath  the  sheet,  which  i'. 

can  be  traced  the  stiff  and  angular  proportion! 
It  is  the  body  of  Mother  Ar-ene  herself,  who  died  t .-. 
before,  of  the  cholera.    The  burials  have  bed 
that  there  has  been  no  time  to  rem 
Rue  Clovis  is  almost  deserted.     A  mournful 
without,  often  broken  by  the  sharp  w! 
wind.     Between  the  squalls,  one  heai 
It  is  the  noise  of  the  large  rats,  runnin 
the  heap  of  charcoal. 

Suddenly,    another    sound    is    I  and    these    ui 

animals  fly  to  hide  themselves  in  their  h 
trying  to  force  open  the  door,  which  communis 
the   shop  and  the  passage.      It    offers   but    little    i 


*  Jacques  Rennerxmt  being  dead,  and  ' 
sequence  of  his  donation,  there  rcmaiix 
— Rose  and  Blanche,  Dialraa,  Adrienne,  and  Hardy. 
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and,  in  a  few  seconds,  the  worn-out  lock  gives  way,  and  a 
woman  enters.  For  a  short  time  she  stands  motionless  in 
the  obscurity  of  the  damp  and  icy  cave.  After  a  minute's 
hesitation,  the  woman  advances,  and  the  ray  of  light  illumines 
the  features  of  the  Bacchanal  Queen.  Slowly,  she  approached 
the  funeral  couch.  Since  the  death  of  Jacques,  the  alteration 
in  the  countenance  of  Cephyse  had  gone  ok  increasing.  Fear- 
fully pale,  with  her  fine  black  hair  in  disorder,  her  legs  and 
feet  naked,  she  was  barely  covered  with  an  old  patched  pet- 
ticoat and  a  very  ragged  handkerchief. 

When  she  came  near  the  bed,  she  cast  a  glance  of  almost 
savage  assurance  at  the  shroud.  Suddenly  she  drew  back, 
with  a  low  cry  of  involuntary  terror*  The  sheet  moved 
with  a  rapid  undulation,  extending  from  the  feet  to  the  head 
of  the  corpse.  But  soon  the  sight  of  a  rat,  flying  along  the 
side  of  the  worm-eaten  bedstead,  explained  the  movement  of 
the  shroud.  Recovering  from  her  fright,  Cephyse  began  to 
look  for  several  things,  and  collected  them  in  haste,  as  though 
she  dreaded  being  surprised  in  the  miserable  shop.  First,  she 
seized  a  basket,  and  filled  it  with  charcoal ;  then,  looking 
from  side  to  side,  she  discovered  in  a  corner  an  earthen  pot, 
which  she  took  with  a  burst  of  ominous  joy. 

"It  is  not  all,  it  is  not  all,"  said  Cephyse,  as  she  con- 
tinued to  search  with  an  unquiet  air. 

At  last  she  perceived  near  the  stove  a  little  tin  box,  con- 
taining flint,  steel  and  matches.  She  placed  these  articles 
on  the  top  of  the  basket,  and  took  it  in  one  hand,  and  the 
earthen  pot  in  the  other.  As  she  passed  near  the  corpse  of 
the  poor  charcoal-dealer,  Cephyse  said,  with  a  strange  smile : 
"I  rob  you  poor  Mother  Arsene,  but  my  theft  will  not  do  me 
much  good." 

Cephyse  left  the  shop,  reclosed  the  door  as  well  as  she 
could,  went  up  the  passage,  and  crossed  the  little  court-yard 
which  separated  the  front  of  the  building  from  that  part  in 
which  Rodin  had  lodged.  With  the  exception  of  the  win- 
dows of  Philemon's  apartment,  where  Rose-Pompon  had  sg 
often  sat  perched  like  a  bird,  warbling  Beranger,  the  other 
windows  of  the  house  were  open.  There  had  been  deaths 
on  the  first  and  second  floors,  and,  like  many  others,  they 
were  waiting  for  the  cart  piled  up  with  coffins. 

The  Bacchanal  Queen  gained  the  stairs,  which  led  to  the 
chambers  formerly  occupied  by  Rodin.  Arrived  at  the 
landing-place  she  ascended  another  ruinous  staircase,  steep 
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as  a  ladder,  and   with  nothing  but  an  i   rail. 

She  at  length  reached  the  half-rotten  d 

uated  in  the  roof.     The  house  was  in  such 
lapidation,  that,  in  many  places  the 
the  rain,  and  allowed  it  to  penetrate  into  :: 
was  not  above  ten  feet  square,  and  lighted  by 
dow.     All  the  furniture  consisted  of  an 
laid  upon  the  ground,  with  the  straw  peeping  out 
rent   in   its   ticking;   a   small   earthenware   pitcher,    with 
spout   broken,   and   containing   a   little   water,  by    the 

side  of  this  couch.     Dressed   in   rags,    Mother    Bun 
seated   on   the   side   of    the   mattress,    with    hi 
her  knees,  and  her  face  concealed  in  her  thin,  white 
"When    Cephvse    entered    the    room,    the    a 
Agricola  raised  her  head;  her  pale,  mild  face  seemed  thin- 
ner   than    ever,    hollow    with    suffering,    grief,    ir.  her 
eyes,  red  with  weeping,  were  fixed  on  her  sister  with  an 
pression  of  mournful  tenderness. 

"I  have  what  we  want,   sister,"  said   Cephvse.   in  a   1 
deep   voice;    "in   this   basket   there   is    wherewith    to    finish 
our  misery." 

Then,  showing  to  Mother  Bunch  the  articles  she  had  just 
placed  on  the  floor,  she  added:  "For  the  first  time  in  my 
life,  I  have  been  a  thief.  It  made  me  ashamed  and  fright- 
ened; I  was  never  intended  for  that  or  worse.  It  i-  a  pity." 
added  she,  with  a  sardonic  smile. 

After  a  moment's  silence,  the  hunchback  said  to  her 
sister,     in     a     heart-rending     tone:  >hyse — my 

Cephvse — are  you  quite  determined  to  d 

"How  should   I   hesitate?"  answer*  in  a   firm 

voice.     "Come,  sister,  let  us  once  more  make  our  I 
If  even  I  could  forget  my  shame,  and  nipt  in 

his  last  moments,  what  would  remain  t<>  me?     Tv. 
only:  first,  to  be  honest,  and  work  for  my  livii 
know  that,  in  spite  of  the  best  will  in  the 
often  fail,  as  it  has  failled  for  the  li 
when  I  got  it.  I  would  have  to  live  on 
week.     Live?   that   is  to  say.  die   by   inches.      1 
alreadv.   and   I    prefer   dying   at    once.     Tl 
would' be  to  live  a  Hie  of  infamy— and  tl. 
Frankly,  sister,  between  frightful  m 
can  the'  choice  be  doubtful?'     Answer  m 

Then,  without  giving  Mother   Bunch  time  t 
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physe  added,  in  an  abrupt  tone:  "Besides,  what  is  the  good 
of  discussing  it?  I  have  made  up  my  mind,  and  nothing 
shall  prevent  my  purpose,  since  all  that  you,  dear  sister, 
could  obtain  from  me,  was  a  delay  of  a  few  days,  to  see  if 
the  cholera  would  not  save  us  the  trouble.  To  please  you  1 
consented ;  the  cholera  has  come,  killed  every  one  else  in 
the  house,  but  left  us.  You  see,  it  is  better  to  do  one's  own 
business,"  added  she,  again  smiling  bitterly.  Then  she  re- 
sumed :  "Besides,  dear  sister,  you  also  wish  to  finish  with 
life." 

"It  is  true,  Cephyse,"  answered  the  semptress,  who 
seemed  very  much  depressed ;  "but  alone — one  has  only  to 
answer  for  one's  self — and  to  die  with  you,"  added  she, 
shuddering,  "appears  like  being  an  accomplice  in  your 
death." 

"Do  you  wish,  then,  to  make  an  end  of  it,  I  in  one  place, 
you  in  another? — that  would  be  agreeable!"  said  Cephyse, 
displaying  in  that  terrible  moment  the  sort  of  bitter  and 
despairing  irony  which  is  more  frequent  than  may  be 
imagined  in  the  midst  of  mortal  anguish. 

"Oh,  no,  no!"  said  the  other  in  alarm,  "not  alone — I 
will  not  die  alone  !" 

"Do  you  not  see,  jfe'as  lister,  we  are  right  not  to  part? 
And  yet,"  added  Cephyse,  in  a  voice  of  emotion,  "my  heart 
almost  breaks  sometimes,  to  think  that  you  will  die  like  me." 

"How  selfish !"  said  the  hunchback,  with  a  faint  smile. 
"What  reasons  have  I  to  love  life?  What  void  shall  I 
leave  behind  me?" 

"But  you  are  a  martyr,  sister,"  resumed  Cephyse.  "The 
priests  talk  of  saints !  Is  there  one  of  them  so  good  as  you? 
And  yet  you  are  about  to  die  like  me,  who  have  always 
been  idle,  careless,  sinful — while  you  were  so  hard-working, 
so  devoted  to  all  who  suffered.  What  should  I  say?  You 
were  an  angel  on  the  earth ;  and  yet  you  will  die  like  me, 
who  have  fallen  as  low  as  a  woman  can  fall,"  added  the 
unfortunate,  casting  down  her  eyes. 

"It  is  strange,"  answered  Mother  Bunch,  thoughtfully. 
"Starting  from  the  same  point,  we  have  followed  different 
roads,  and  yet  we  have  reached  the  same  goal — disgust  of 
life.  For  you,  my  poor  sister,  but  a  few  days  ago,  life 
was  so  fair,  so  full  of  pleasure  and  of  youth ;  and  now  it 
is  equally  heavy  with  us  both.  After  all,  I  have  followed 
to  the  end  what  was  my  duty,"  added  she,  mildly-     s  Agri- 
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cola  no  longer  needs  me.     He   is  married;   he   ' 
is   beloved;    his    happiness    is    securi 

ville    wants     for     nothing.     Fair,     rich.     ;  i 

could  a  poor  creature  like  myself  do  for  her?     Those  who 

have  been  kind  to  me  are  happy.     What  previ 

now  to  my  rest?     I  am  so  weary  !" 

"Poor    sister!"    said    Cephyse,    with    touching    emotion, 
which    semed   to   expand    her   contracted    features; 
I   think  that,   without   informing  me,  and   in 
resolution  never  to  see  that  generous  young  lady,  w\ 
tected  you,   you  yet   had   the  courage   to 
her  house,  dying  with  fatigue  and  want,  to  h 
her  in  my  fate — yes,  dying,  for  your  strength  failed  on  the 
Champs-Elysees." 

'And  when  I  was  able  to  reach  the  mansion,  Mdlle. 
Cardoville  was  unfortunately  absent — very  unfortunately !" 
repeated  the  hunchback,  as  she  looked  at  Cephyse  with 
anguish;  "for  the  next  day,  seeing  that  our  la  •  iree 
had  failed  us,  thinking  more  of  me  than  of  yourself,  and  de- 
termined at  any  price  to  procure  us  bread " 

She  could  not  finish.     She  buried  her  face  in  her  ha? 
and  shuddered. 

"Well,  I  did  as  so  many  other  hapless  women  have  done 
when  work  fails  or  wages  do  not  suffice,  and  hungi 
too   pressing,"   replied   Cephyse,   in   a   broken    voice;    "only 
that,  unlike  so  manv  others,  instead  of  living  on  my  shame, 
I  shall  die  of  it." 

"Alas!  this  terrible  shame  which  kills  you,  my  poor  I 
physe,  because  you  have  a  heart,  would  have  been  a 
had  I  seen  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville,  or  had  she  but  an 
the  letter  which  I  asked  leave  to  write  to  her  at  the  | 
lodge.     But    her    silence   proves   to   me   that 
hurt  at  my  abrupt  departure  from  her  house.     I  can  under- 
stand it;  she  believes  me  guilty  of  the  blackest  ingratitu 
for  she  must  have  been  greatly  offended  not  to  ha. 
to  answer  me — and  therefore  I  had  not  the 
a   second   time.     It   would    have    been    u  I    am    Hire; 

for,  good  and  just  as  she  is,   her   rcf'  d>le 

when  she  believes  them  deserved.     And   besid  r  what 

good?     It  was  too  late:  you  had  resoN 

"Oh,  yes,  quite  re-  r  my  infamy  ing  at 

my  heart.     Jacques  had  died  in  n 
I  loved  him — mark   me.   sister,"  added  with   | 
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sionate  enthusiasm,  "I  loved  him  as  we  love  only  once  in 
life!" 

"Let  our  fate  be  accomplished,  then !"  said  Mother  Bunch, 
with  a  pensive  air. 

"But  you  have  never  told  me,  sister,  the  cause  of  your  de- 
parture from  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville's,"  resumed  Cephyse, 
after  a  moment's  silence. 

"It  will  be  the  only  secret  that  I  shall  take  with  me,  dear 
Cephyse,"  said  the  other,  casting  down  her  eyes.  And  she 
thought,  with  bitter  joy,  that  she  would  soon  be  delivered 
from  the  fear  which  had  poisoned  the  last  days  of  her  sad 
life — the  fear  of  meeting  Agricola,  informed  of  the  fatal  and 
ridiculous  love  she  felt  for  him. 

For,  it  must  be  said,  this  fatal  and  despairing  love  was 
one  of  the  causes  of  the  suicide  of  the  unfortunate  creature. 
Since  the  disappearance  of  her  journal,  she  believed  that  the 
blacksmith  knew  the  melancholy  secret  contained  in  its  sad 
pages.  She  doubted  not  the  generosity  and  good  heart  of 
Agricola;  but  she  had  such  doubts  of  herself,  she  was  so 
ashamed  of  this  passion,  however  pure  and  noble,  that,  even 
in  the  extremity  to  which  Cephyse  and  herself  were  reduced 
— -wanting  work,  wanting  bread — no  power  on  earth  could 
have  induced  her  to  meet  Agricola,  in  an  attempt  to  ask  him 
for  assistance.  Doubtless,  she  would  have  taken  another 
view  of  the  subject  if  her  mind  had  not  been  obscured  by 
that  sort  of  dizziness  to  which  the  firmest  characters  are  ex- 
posed when  their  misfortunes  surpass  all  bounds.  Misery, 
hunger,  the  influence,  almost  contagious  in  such  a  moment, 
of  the  suicidal  ideas  of  Cephyse,  and  weariness  of  a  life  so 
long  devoted  to  pain  and  mortification,  gave  the  last  blow  to 
the  sewing-girl's  reason.  After  long  struggling  against  the 
fatal  design  of  her  sister,  the  poor,  dejected,  broken-hearted 
creature  finished  by  determining  to  share  Cephyse's  fate,  and 
seek  in  death  the  end  of  so  many  evils. 

"Of  what  are  you  thinking,  sister?"  said  Cephyse,  aston- 
ished at  the  long  silence.  The  other  replied,  trembling:  "I 
think  of  that  which  made  me  leave  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville  so 
abruptly,  and  appear  so  ungrateful  in  her  eyes.  May  the 
fatality  which  drove  me  from  her  house  have  made  no  other 
victims !  may  my  devoted  service,  however  obscure  and  pow- 
erless, never  be  missed  by  her,  who  extended  her  noble  hand 
to  the  poor  sempstress,  and  deigned  to  call  me  sister !     May 
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she  be  happy— oh,  ever  happy!"  said  : 
ing  her  hands  with  the  ardor  of  a  sii 
"That  is  noble,  sister— such  a  wish  ii 

said  Ceplr. 

"Oh,"   -aid   her  sister,  with  ei 
that  marvel  of  genius,  and  heart, 
her  with  pious  respect — for  never  w 
vinity  revealed  in  a  mure  adorable  and  ; 
least  one  of  my  last  thoughts  will  have  beei 

"Yes,  you   will   have   loved  and   res 
patroness  to  the  last." 

'"To  the  last !"   -aid  the  poor  g  ter  a  i 

lence.     "It  is  true — you  are  right — it  will  soon  1 
— in  a  few  moments,  all  will  lie  finish) 
we  can  talk  of  that  which  frightens  so  many  oth< 

"Sister,  we  are  calm  because  we  an 
"Quite  resolved.   Cephyse,"    said   the  hunchback,   i 
ing   once   more   a    deep   and    penetrating    glance    upon    her 
er. 

"Oh,  yes,  if  you  are  only  as  determined  as  I  ai 

"Be  satisfied;  if  I  put  off  from  day  I 
ment,"  answered  the  sempstress,  "it  w  .<•<-<    I 

to  give  you  time  to  reflect.     As  fur  me " 

She  did  not  finish,  but  she  shook  her  head  with  an  air 
the  utmost  despondency. 

"Well,  sister,  let  us  kiss  each  other,"  said  Ceplr. 
courage  !" 

The  hunchback  rose,  and  threw  1.  into  h< 

arms.     They    held    one    another    fast    in    a    ! 
There  followed  a  few  seconds  of  deep  an 
only  interrupted  by  the  sobs  of  the  si 
begun  to  weep. 

"Oh,  heaven!  to  love  each  other  so.  an 
said  Cephyse.     "It  is  a  cruel  fate." 

"To  part?"  cried  Mother  Bunch,  and  I 
tenance.  bathed  in  tears,  v. 
of  divine  hope;  "to  pari 
calm  is  the  deep  and  certain  - 
at  my  heart,  of  that  better  world  wl 
us.     God.  so  great,  so  merciful.  - 
destine  His  creatun 
may  pervert  1 1  is  benevolent  de 
ren  to  a  state  oi   suffering  and 
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wicked  and  leave  them !  Come  up  on  high,  sister ;  men  are 
nothing  there,  where  God  is  all.  We  shall  do  well  there. 
Let  us  depart,  for  it  is  late." 

So  saying,  she  pointed  to  the  ruddy  beams  of  the  setting 
sun,  which  began  to  shine  upon  the  window. 

Carried  away  by  the  religious  enthusiasm  of  her  sister, 
whose  countenance,  transfigured,  as  it  were,  by  the  hope  of 
an  approaching  deliverance,  gleamed  brightly  in  the  reflected 
sunset,  Cephyse  took  her  hands,  and,  looking  at  her  with 
deep  emotion,  exclaimed,  "Oh,  sister!  how  beautiful  you 
look  now !" 

"Then  my  beauty  comes  rather  late  in  the  day,"  said 
Mother  Bunch,  with  a  sad  smile. 

"No,  sister ;  for  you  appear  so  happy,  that  the  last  scruples 
I  had  upon  your  account  are  quite  gone." 

"Then  let  us  make  haste,"  said  the  hunchback,  as  she 
pointed  to  the  chafing-dish. 

"Be  satisfied,  sister — it  will  not  be  long,"  said  Cephyse. 
And  she  took  the  chafing-dish  full  of  charcoal,  which  she 
had  placed  in  a  corner  of  the  garret,  and  brought  it  out  into 
the  middle  of  the  room. 

"Do  you  know  how  to  manage  it?"  asked  the  sewing-girl 
approaching. 

"Oh !  it  is  very  simple,"  answered  Cephyse ;  "we  have 
only  to  close  the  door  and  window,  and  light  the  charcoal." 

"Yes,  sister;  but  I  think  I  have  heard  that  every  opening 
must  be  well  stopped,  so  as  to  admit  no  current  of  air." 

"You  are  right,  and  the  door  shuts  so  badly." 

"And  look  at  the  holes  in  the  roof." 

"What  is  to  be  done,  sister  ?" 

"I  will  tell  you,"  said  Mother  Bunch.  "The  straw  of  our 
mattress,  well  twisted,  will  answer  every  purpose." 

"Certainly,"  replied  Cephyse.  "We  will  keep  a  little  to 
light  our  fire,  and  with  the  rest  we  will  stop  up  all  the  crev- 
ices in  the  roof,  and  make  filling  for  our  doors  and  windows." 

Then,  smiling  with  that  bitter  irony,  so  frequent,  we  re- 
peat, in  the  most  gloomy  moments,  Cephyse  added,  "I  say, 
sister,  weather-boards  at  our  doors  and  windows,  to  prevent 
the  air  from  getting  in — what  a  luxury !  we  are  as  delicate 
as  rich  people." 

"At  such  a  time,  we  may  as  we11  try  to  make  ourselves  a 
little  comfortable,"  said  Mother  Bunch,  trying  to  jest  like 
the  Bacchanal  Queen. 
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And  with  incredible  coolness,  the  tw<  the 

straw  into  lengths  of  braid,  small  enougl 
the  cracks   pf    the   door,   and   als 
destined  to  stop  up  the  crevices   in  the   roof 
mournful  occupation   lasted,  there  was  no 
the  calm  and  sad  resignation  of  the  two  unfortun 
ures. 


CHAPTER  XXXII. 

SUICIDE. 

Cephyse  and  her  sister  continued  with  calmness  the  prep- 
arations for  their  death. 

Alas!  how  many  poor  young  girls,  like  these  si>ter-.  have 
been,  and  still  will  be,  fatally  driv<  n  1  k  in  su 

refuge  from  despair,  from  infamy,  or  from  a  too  mi 
existence!     And  upon  society  will  rest  the  terrible  r 
sibility  of  these  sad  deaths,  so  long  as  thousands  of  hu- 
creatures,  unable  to  live  upon  the  mockery  of  wages  grai 
to  their  labor,  have  to  choose  between  these  three  gulfs  of 
shame  and  woe;  a  life  of  enervating  toil  and  mortal  pri 
tions,  causes  of  premature  death;   prostitution,    which   I 
also,   but   slowly — by   contempt,   brutality,   and   uncleanni 
suicide — which  kills  at  once. 

In  a   few  minutes,  the  two  sisters  had  constructed,   w 
the   straw  of   their  couch,   the  calkin^s   n< 
cept  the  air,  and  to  render  suffocation  mor< 
certain. 

The   hunchback   said   to   her   sister,    "Yi  U   are   the   tall 
Cephyse,  and  must  look  to  the  ceiling;  I  will 
the  window  and  door." 

"Be  satisfied,   sister;   I   shall   have   finished   !•• 
answered  Cephyse. 

And  the  two   began  carefully  to 
through   which   a   current    of    air   could    p' 
ruined   garret.      Thanks    to   her    tall    statui 
able  to  reach  the  holes  in  the  r  up 

entirely.     When  they  had  finished  t; 
again  approached,  and  looked  at  each  i  'her  in  - 

The   fatal   moment   drew   near;   their  -till 
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calm,  seemed  slightly  agitated  by  that  strange  excitement 
which  always  accompanies  a  double  suicide. 

"Now,"  said  Mother  Bunch,  "now  for  the  fire!" 

She  knelt  down  before  the  little  chafing-dish,  filled  with 
charcoal.  But  Cephyse  took  hold  of  her  under  the  arm,  and 
obliged  her  to  rise  again,  saying  to  her,  "Let  me  light  the 
fire — that  is  my  business." 

"But,  Cephyse " 

"You  know,  poor  sister,  that  the  smell  of  charcoal  gives 
you  the  headache !" 

At  the  simplicity  of  this  speech,  for  the  Bacchanal  Queen 
had  spoken  seriously,  the  sisters  could  not  forbear  smiling 
sadly. 

"Never  mind,''  resumed  Cephyse ;  "why  suffer  more  and 
sooner  than  is  necessary?" 

Then,  pointing  to  the  mattress,  which  still  contained  a  little 
straw,  Cephyse  added,  "Lie  down  there,  good  little  sister; 
when  our  fire  is  alight,  I  will  come  and  sit  down  by  you." 

"Do  not  be  long,  Cephyse." 

"In  five  minutes  it  will  be  done." 

The  tall  building,  which  faced  the  street,  was  separated 
by  a  narrow  court  from  that  which  contained  the  retreat  of 
the  two  sisters,  and  was  so  much  higher,  that,  when  the  sun 
had  once  disappeared  behind  its  lofty  roof,  the  garret  soon 
became  dark.  The  light,  passing  through  the  dirty  panes 
of  the  small  window,  fell  faintly  on  the  blue  and  white  patch- 
work of  the  old  mattress,  on  which  Mother  Bunch  was  now 
stretched,  covered  with  rags.  Leaning  on  her  left  arm,  with 
her  chin  resting  in  the  palm  of  her  hand,  she  looked  after  her 
sister  with  an  expression  of  heart-rending  grief.  Cephyse, 
kneeling  over  the  chafing-dish,  with  her  face  close  to  the 
black  charcoal,  above  which  already  played  a  little  bluish 
flame,  exerted  herself  to  blow  the  newly-kindled  fire,  which 
was  reflected  on  the  pale  countenance  of  the  unhappy  girl. 

The  silence  was  deep.  No  sound  was  heard  but  the 
panting  breath  of  Cephyse,  and,  at  intervals,  the  slight 
crackling  of  the  charcoal,  which  began  to  burn,  and  already 
sent  forth  a  faint,  sickening  vapor.  Cephyse,  seeing  the  fire 
completely  lighted,  and  feeling  already  a  little  dizzy,  rose 
from  the  ground,  and  said  to  her  sister,  as  she  approached 
her,  "It  is  done !" 

"Sister,"  answered  Mother  Bunch,  kneeling  on  the  mat- 
tress,   whilst    Cephyse    remained    standing,    "how    shall    we 
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place  ourselves?     I  should  like  to  be  near  you  to  the  I 

"Stop!"   said   Cephyse,   half   executing   the   measures   of 
which  she  spoke,  '  [  will  sit  on  the  mattress  with  m 
against  the  wall.     Now,  little  sistter,  you  lie  there.     Lean 
your  head  upon  my  knees,  and  give  me  your  hand.     Are 
comfortable  so?" 

"Yes — but  I  cannot  see  you." 

''That  is  better.  It  seems  there  is  a  moment — very  short, 
it  is  true — in  which  one  suffers  a  good  deal.  And,"  added 
Cephyse,  in  a  voice  of  emotion,  "it  will  be  as  well  not  to 
see  each  other  suffer." 

"You  are  right,  Cephyse.'* 

"Let  me  kiss  that  beautiful  hair  for  the  last  time,"  said 
Cephyse,  as  she  pressed  her  lips  to  the  silky  locks  which 
crowned  the  hunchback's  pale  and  melancholy  countenance, 
"and   then — we   will    remain   very   quiet." 

"Sister,  your  hand,"  said  the  sewing-girl;  "for  the  last 
time,  your  hand — and  then,  as  you  say.  we  will  move  no 
more.  We  shall  not  have  to  wait  long,  I  think,  for  I  begin 
to  feel  dizzy.    And  you,  sister?" 

"Not  yet,"  replied  Cephyse;  "I  only  perceive  the  smell 
of  the  charcoal." 

"Do  you  know  where  they  will  bury  us?"  said   Mother 
Bunch,  after  a  moment's  silence. 
"Xo.     Why  do  you  ask?" 

"Because  I  should  like  it  to  be  in  Pere-la-Chaise.     I  w< 
there  once  with  Agricola  and  his  mother.     What  a  fine  view- 
there  is! — and  then  the  trees,  the  flowers,  the  marble — do 
you   know   the  dead   are  better   lodged — than    the   living — 

and " 

"What  is  the  matter,  sister?"  said  Cephyse  to  her  com- 
panion, who  had  stopped  short,  after  speaking  in  a  slow  v 

"I  am  giddy — my  temples  throb,"  was  the  answer.  "How 
do  you  feel?" 

"I  only  begin  to  be  a  little  faint;  it  e — the  ctY 

is  slower  with  me  than  you." 

"Oh!  you  see,"  said  Mother  Bunch,  trying  to  smile,  "I 
was  always  so  forward.  At  school,  do  you  remember,  they 
said  I  was  before  the  others.     And,  now  it  hapjx  in." 

"I  hope  soon  to  overtake  you  this  time."  said  Ceph) 
What  astonished  the  sisters  was  quite  natural.     Though 
weakened    by    sorrow   and    misery,    the    Bacchanal    Qui 
with  a  constitution  as  robust  as  the  other  was  t'rail  and  d< 
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cate,  was  necessarily  longer  than  her  sister  in  feeling  the 
effects  of  the  deleterious  vapor.  After  a  moment's  silence, 
Cephyse  resumed,  as  she  laid  her  hand  on  the  head  she  still 
held  upon  her  knees,  "You  say  nothing,  sister !  You  suffer, 
is  it  not  so?" 

"No,"  said  Mother  Bunch,  in  a  weak  voice ;  "my  eyelids 
are  heavy  as  lead — I  am  getting  benumbed — I  feel  that  I 
speak  more  slowly — but  I  have  no  acute  pain.  And  you, 
sister?" 

"Whilst  you  were  speaking,  I  felt  giddy — and  now  my 
temples  throb  violently." 

"As  it  was  with  me  just  now.  One  would  think  it  was 
more  painful  and  difficult  to  die." 

Then  after  a  moment's  silence,  the  hunchback  said  sud- 
denly to  her  sister,  "Do  you  think  that  Agricola  will  much 
regret  me,  and  think  of  of  me  for  some  time?" 

"How  can  you  ask?"  said  Cephyse,  in  a  tone  of  reproach. 

"You  are  right,"  answered  Mother  Bunch,  mildly;  "there 
is  a  bad  feeling  in  such  a  doubt — but  if  you  knew " 

"What,  sister?" 

The  other  hesitated  for  an  instant,  and  then  said,  deject- 
edly, "Nothing."  Afterwards,  she  added,  "Fortunately,  I 
die  convinced  that  he  will  never  miss  me.  He  married  a 
charming  girl,  who  loves  him,  I  am  sure,  and  will  make  him 
perfectly  happy." 

As  she  pronounced  these  last  words,  the  speaker's  voice 
grew  fainter  and  fainter.  Suddenly  she  started  and  said  to 
Cephyse,  in  a  trembling,  almost  frightened  tone,  "Sister ! — 
Hold  me  in  your  arms — I  am  afraid — everything  looks  dark 

everything  is  turning  round."    And  the  unfortunate  girl, 

raising  herself  a  little,  hid  her  face  in  her  sister's  bosom,  and 
threw  his  weak  arms  around  her. 

"Courage,  sister!"  said  Cephyse,  in  a  voice  which  was 
also  growing  faint,  as  she  pressed  her  closer  to  her  bosom ; 
"it  will  soon  be  over." 

And  Cephyse  added,  with  a  kind  of  envy,  "Oh !  why  does 
my  sister's  strength  fail  so  much  sooner  than  mine?  I  have 
still  my  perfect  senses,  and  I  suffer  less  than  she  does.  Oh ! 
if  I  thought  she  would  die  first! — But,  no — I  will  go  and 
hold  my  face  over  the  chafing-dish  rather." 

At  the  movement  Cephyse  made  to  rise,  a  feeble  pressure 
from  her  sister  held  her  back.  "You  suffer,  my  poor  child!" 
said  Cephyse,  trembling. 
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"Oh,  yes!  a  good  deal  now — do  not  1 

"And   1   scarcely  at   . 
the  chafing-dish.     "Ah!"  added  she,  with  a  kin 
joy;  "now  I  begin  to  feel  it — I  choke — my  head  . 

split." 

And  indeed  the  destructive  gas  now  tilled  th  :n- 

ber,  from  which  it  had,  by  de  driven  all  the 

respiration.     The  day  was  closing  in.  and  the 
was  only  lighted  by  the  reflection  of  the  burninj 
which  threw  a  red  glare  on  the  listers,  locked  il 
arms.     Suddenly  Mother  Bunch  made  some  slight   i 
sive  movements,   and  pronounced   these  words   in   a    tailing 
voice:     "Agricola — Mademoiselle  de  Cardoville — Oh 
well ! — Agricola — I " 

Then  she  murmured  some  unintelligible  words;  tl 
vulsive    moments    ceased,    and    her    arms,    which    had    1 
clasped  round  Cephyse.  fell  inert  upon  the  matt  res 

"Sister!"  cried  Cephyse,  in  alarm,  as  she  raised  Mother 
Bunch's  head,  to  look  at  her   face.     "Not   already, 
—And  I?  and  I?" 

The   sewing-girl's   mild   countenance   was   not    paler   than 
usual.     Only  her  eyes,  half-closed,  seemed  no  lot 
anything,  and  a  half -smile  of   mingled  grief 
lingered  an  instant  about  her  violet   lips,   from  which   si 
the  almost  imperceptible  breath — and   then  the  mouth 
came  motionless,  and  the  face  assumed  a  great  serenit} 
expression. 

"But  you  must  not  die  before  me!"  cried  Cephyse,  in  a 
heart-rending  tone,  as  she  covered  with  kiw^  the  i 
"Wait  for  me,  sister!  wait  for  me!" 

Mother  Bunch  did  not  answer.     The  head,  which  Cepir 
let  slip  from  her  hands,  fell  back  gently  "ii  the  matt 

"My  God.     It  is  not  my  fault,  if  we  do  not  di< 
cried  Cephyse  in  despair,  as  she  knelt  ' 
which  the  other  lay  motionless. 

"Dead!"  she  murmured  in  terror.     "Dead   1 
Perhaps   it   is   that    I    am    the    strongest      Ah!    it    ! 
fortunatelv — like  her,  I  see  everything  dark-blue     ! 
— what   happiness! — I   can   scarcely   breath 
added,  as  she  threw  her  arms  round  her 
"I  am  coming — I  am  here !" 

At  the  same  instant  the  sound  of  f< 
heard    from   the   staircase.      Cepl  had    still    pn 
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mind  enough  to  distinguish  the  sound.     Stretched  beside  the 
body  of  her  sister,  she  raised  her  head  hastily. 

The  noise  approached,  and  a  voice  was  heard  exclaiming, 
not  far  from  the  door:  "Good  heavens!  what  a  smell  of 
fire!" 

And,  at  the  same  instant,  the  door  was  violently  shaken, 
and  another  voice  exclaimed  :     "Open !  open !" 

"They  will  come  in — they  will  save  me — and  my  sister  is 
dead — Oh,  no !  I  will  not  have  the  baseness  to  survive  her !" 

Such  was  the  last  thought  of  Cephyse.  Using  what  little 
strength  she  had  left,  she  ran  to  the  window  and  opened  it 
— and,  at  the  same  instant  that  the  half -broken  door  yielded 
to  a  vigorous  effort  from  without,  the  unfortunate  creature 
precipitated  herself  from  that  third  story  into  the  court 
below.  Just  then,  Adrienne  and  Agricola  appeared  on  the 
threshold  of  the  chamber.  In  spite  of  the  stifling  odor  of 
the  charcoal,  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville  rushed  into  the  garret, 
and,  seeing  the  stove,  she  exclaimed,  "The  unhappy  girl 
has  killed  herself !" 

"No,  she  has  thrown  herself  from  the  window,"  cried 
Agricola :  for,  at  the  moment  of  breaking  open  the  door,  he 
had  seen  a  human  form  disappear  in  that  direction,  and  he 
now  ran  to  the  window. 

"Oh !  this  is  frightful !"  he  exclaimed,  with  a  cry  of 
horror,  as  he  put  his  hand  before  his  eyes,  and  returned  pale 
and  terrified  to  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville. 

But.  misunderstanding  the  cause  of  his  terror,  Adrienne, 
who  had  just  perceived  Mother  Bunch  through  the  darkness, 
hastened  to  answer  :    "No  !  she  is  here." 

And  she  pointed  to  the  pale  form  stretched  on  the  mat- 
tress, beside  which  Adrienne  now  threw  herself  on  her 
knees.  Grasping  the  hands  of  the  poor  sempstress,  she 
found  them  as  cold  as  ice.  Laying  her  hand  on  her  heart, 
she  could  not  feel  it  beat.  Yet,  in  a  few  seconds,  as  the  fresh 
air  rushed  into  the  room  from  the  door  and  window,  Adri- 
enne thought  she  remarked  an  almost  imperceptible  pulsa- 
tion, and  she  exclaimed :  "Her  heart  beats !  Run  quickly 
for  help !     Luckily,  I  have  my  smelling  bottle." 

"Yes,  yes !  help  for  her — and  for  the  other  too,  if  it  is  yet 
time !"  cried  the  smith  in  despair,  as  he  rushed  down  the 
stairs,  leaving  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville  still  kneeling  by  the 
side  of  the  mattress. 
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CHAPTER  XXXIII. 

CON 

During  the  painful  scene  that  we  have  just  I,  a 

lively  emotion  glowed  in  the  countenance  of  Mdll 
doville,   grown   pale   and    thin    with         ■    w.      Het 
once  so  full,  were  now  slightly  hollowed,  whils 
of   transparent  azure  encircled   those   large   black 
longer  so  bright  as  formerly.     But  the  charming  lips,  thoi 
contracted  by  painful  anxiety,  had   retained  their   rich 
velvet  moisture.     To  attend  more  easily  to  Mother  Bunch, 
Adrienne  had  thrown  aside  her  bonnet,  and  the  silky  wa 
of  her  beautiful  golden  hair  almost  concealed  her  tact-  as  ^h<- 
bent  over  the  mattress,  rubbing  the  thin,  ivory  hand- 
poor  sempstress,  completely  called  to  lite  by  the  salubrious 
freshness  of  the  air,  and  by  the  strong  act  inn  of  the  salts 
which    Adrienne   carried   in   her    smelling-bottle.      Luckily. 
Mother  Bunch  had  fainted,  rather  from  emotion  and  wt 
ness  than  from  the  effects  of  suffocation,  the  the 

unfortunate  girl  having  failed  her  before  the  deleterious 
had   attained    its   highest    degree   of    intensity. 

Before  continuing  the  recital   of   the   scene   bd  the 

sempstress  and  the  patrician,  a  few  retrospective  words  will 
be  necessary.     Since  the  strange  adventure  at  the  theattf 
the  Porte-Saint-Martin,  where  Djalma,  at  peril  of  his  lite, 
rushed  upon  the  black  panther  in  sight  of  Mdlle.  de  I 
ville,   the  young  lady   had   been   deeply   aff 
ways.     Forgetting  her  jealousy,  and  the  humiliati< 
suffered  in  presence  of  Djalma — of  Djalma  exhibiting  him- 
self before  every  one  with  a  woman  so  little  worthy  <>t  nil 
Adrienne  was  for  a  moment  da/./.led  by  the  chrvalro 
heroic  action  of  the  prince,  and  said  to  herself:     "III  spit 
odious  appearances,  Djalma  loves,  me  enough  to  brave  death 
in  order  to  pick  up  my  nosegay." 

But  with  a  soul  so  delicate  as  that  of  tl 
character  so  generous,  and  a  mind  BO  tru< 
certain  soon  to  demonstrate  the  vanity  of  sucl 
powerless  to  cure  the  cruel  woun 
love. 

*'How   many   time-  I    Adrienne  t<>   herself,  and    with 

reason,"  has  the  prince  encountered,  in  huntrn 
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caprice  and  with  no  gain,  such  danger -as  he  braved  in  pick- 
ing up  my  bouquet !  and  then,  who  tells  me  he  did  not 
mean  to  offer  it  to  the  woman  who  accompanied  him?" 

Singular  (it  may  be)  in  the  eyes  of  the  world,  but  just 
and  great  in  those  of  heaven,  the  ideas  which  Adrienne 
cherished  with  regard  to  love,  joined  to  her  natural  pride, 
presented  an  invincible  obstacle  to  the  thought  of  her  suc- 
ceeding this  woman  (whoever  she  might  be),  thus  publicly 
displayed  by  the  prince  as  his  mistress.  And  yet  Adrienne 
hardly  dared  avow  to  herself,  that  she  experienced  a  feeling 
of  jealousy,  only  the  more  painful  and  humiliating,  the  less 
her   rival   appeared   worthy   to   be  compared   to   her. 

At  other  times,  on  the  contrary,  in  spite  of  a  conscious 
sense  of  her  own  value,  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville,  remembering 
the  charming  countenance  of  Rose-Pompon,  asked  herself  if 
the  bad  taste  and  improper  manners  of  this  pretty  creature 
resulted  from  precocious  and  depraved  effrontery,  or  from  a 
complete  ignorance  of  the  usages  of  society.  In  the  latter 
case,  such  ignorance,  arising  from  a  simple  and  ingenuous 
nature,  might  in  itself  have  a  great  charm ;  and  if  to  this 
attraction,  combined  with  that  of  incontestable  beauty,  were 
added  sincere  love  and  a  pure  soul,  the  obscure  birth,  or 
neglected  education  of  the  girl  might  be  of  little  consequence, 
and  she  might  be  capable  of  inspiring  Djalma  with  a  pro- 
found passion.  If  Adrienne  hesitated  to  see  a  lost  creature 
in  Rose-Pompon,  notwithstanding  unfavorable  appearances, 
it  was  because,  remembering  what  so  many  travellers  had 
related  of  Dj alma's  greatness  of  soul,  and  recalling  the  con- 
versation she  had  overheard  between  him  and  Rodin,  she 
could  not  bring  herself  to  believe  that  a  man  of  such  re- 
markable intelligence,  with  so  tender  a  heart,  so  poetical, 
imaginative  and  enthusiastic  a  mind  could  be  capable  of 
loving  a  depraved  and  vulgar  creature,  and  of  openly  exhibit- 
ing himself  in  public  along  with  her.  There  was  a  mystery 
in  the  transaction,  which  Adrienne  sought  in  vain  to  pene- 
trate. These  trying  doubts,  this  cruel  curiosity,  only  served 
to  nourish  Adricnne's  fatal  love ;  and  we  may  imagine  her 
incurable  despair,  when  she  found  that  the  indifference,  or 
even  disdain  of  Djalma,  was  unable  to  stifle  a  passion  that 
now  burned  more  fiercely  than  ever.  Sometimes,  having  re- 
course to  notions  of  fatality,  she  fancied  that  she  was  des- 
tined to  feel  this  love,  that  Djalma  must  therefore  deserve 
it.  and  that  one  day  whatever  was  incomprehensible  in  the 
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conduct  of  the  prince  would  be  explained  to  ' 
At  other  times,  Oil  the  contrary,  slu- 
ing Djalma.  and  the  consciousness  of  this 
Adrienne  a  constant  occasion  for  remor 
victim  of  all  these  agonies,  she  lived  in 

^  The  cholera  s i  broke  out,  start! 

Too  unhappy  to  fear  the  pestilence  on  her  ov 

enne  was  only  moved  by  the  sorrows  of  othei 

amongst  the  first  to  contribute  to  those  charitable 

which  were  now  flowing  in  from  all  sides  in  the  admira 

spirit  of  benevolence.     Florine  was  suddenly  at! 

epidemic.     In  spite  of  the  danger,  her  nn 

seeing  her,  and  endeavored   to   revive   her    failinj 

Conquered  by  this  new  mark  of  kin 

longer  conceal  the  treachery  in  which  she  had  borne  a  ; 

Death  was  about  to  deliver  her  from  the  odious  tvranir 

the  people  whose  yoke  weighed  upon  her.  a: 

length  in  a  position  to  reveal  everything  to  Adrienne.     The 

latter  thus  learned  how  she  had   been  continual!'. 

by  Florine,  and  also  the  cause  of  the  sewing-girl's  abrupt 

departure.     At  these  revelations,  Adrienne  Hon 

and   tender   pity   for   the  poor   sempstress 

By  her  command,  the  most  activ  iis- 

cover  traces  of  the  hunchback;  but  Florine's  conf< 

a  still  more  important   result.     Justly  alarmed  at   thi 

evidence  of  Rodin's  machinations,  Adrienm  the 

projects  formed,  when,  believing  hers 

of  affection  had  revealed  to  her  the  pei 

and  other  members  of  the  Rennepont  family  w 

To  assemble  the  race  around  her,  and  bid  them  rally 

the  common  enemy,  such  v.  tie's  first  tl 

she  heard   the  confession  of   Florine. 

a  duty  to  accomplish  this  project.     In 

dangerous    and    powerful    adver 

d'Aigrigny,    and    the    Prin< 

allies,  Adrienne  saw  not  <>nly  the  pr 

task  of  unmasking  hypocricy  and  cupidil 

consolation,  at   least  a  generous  divi 

terrible   sorrows. 

From  this  moment,  a  re 
place  of  the  mournful  apathy  in  which 
languished.     She  called  round  her  all   I 
family  capable  of  answering  the  appeal,  ai 
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mentioned  in  the  secret  note  delivered  to  Father  d'Aigrigny, 
Cardoville  House  soon  became  the  centre  of  the  most  active 
and  unceasing  operations,  and  also  a  place  of  meeting,  in 
which  the  modes  of  attack  and  defence  were  fully  discussed. 
Perfectly  correct  in  all  points,  the  secret  note  of  which  we 
have  spoken  stated,  as  a  mere  conjecture,  that  Mdlle.  de 
Cardoville  had  granted  an  interview  to  Djalma.  This  fact 
was  untrue,  but  the  cause  which  led  to  the  supposition  will 
be  explained  hereafter.  Far  from  such  being  the  case, 
Mdlle.  de  Cardoville  scarcely  found,  in  attending  to  the  great 
famny  interests  now  at  stake,  a  momentary  diversion  from 
the  fatal  love,  which  was  slowly  undermining  her  health, 
and  with  "which  she  so  bitterly  reproached  herself. 

Thv.  GJorning  of  the  day  on  which  Adrienne,  at  length  dis- 
covering Mother  Bunch's  residence,  came  so  miraclously  to 
rescue  her  from  death,  Agricola  Baudoin  had  been  to  Cardo- 
ville House  to  confer  on  the  subject  of  Francis  Hardy,  and 
had  begged  Adrienne  to  permit  him  to  accompany  her  to 
the  Rue  Clovis,  whither  they  repaired  in  haste. 

Thus,  once  again,  there  was  a  noble  spectable,  a  touching 
symbol !  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville  and  Mother  Bunch,  the  two 
extremities  of  the  social  chain,  were  united  on  equal  terms 
— for  the  sempstress  and  the  fair  patrician  were  equal  in 
intelligence  and  heart — and  equal  also,  because  the  one 
was  the  ideal  of  riches,  grace,  and  beauty,  and  the  other  the 
ideal  of  resignation  and  unmerited  misfortune — and  does  not 
a  halo  rest  on  misfortune  borne  with  courage  and  dignity? 
Stretched  on  her  mattress,  the  hunchback  appeared  so  weak, 
that  even  if  Agricola  had  not  been  detained  on  the  ground- 
floor  with  Cephyse,  now  dying  a  dreadful  death,  Mdlle.  de 
Cardoville  would  have  waited  some  time,  before  inducing 
Mother  Bunch  to  rise  and  accompany  her  to  her  carriage. 
Thanks  to  the  presence  of  mind  and  pious  fraud  of  Adrienne, 
the  sewing-girl  was  persuaded  that  Cephyse  had  been 
carried  to  a  neighboring  hospital,  to  receive  the  necessary 
succors,  which  promised  to  be  crowned  with  success.  The 
hunchback's  faculties  recovering  slowly  from  their  stupor- 
she  at  first  received  this  fable  without  the  least  suspicion — 
for  she  did  not  even  know  that  Agricola  had  accompanied 
Mdlle.  de  Cardoville. 

'And  it  is  to  you,  lady,  that  Cephyse  and  I  owe  our  lives/ 
said  she,  turning  her  mild  and  melancholy  face  towards 
Adrienne,  "you,  kneeling  in  this  garret,  near  this  couch  of 
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misery,  where  T  and  my  sister  mean:   I  For  you  assure 

me,  ladw  that  Cephyse  was  succored  in  tin 

"Be  satisfied!  I  was  told  just  now  th 
ing  her  senses." 

"And   they   told   her    I    was   living,   d 
Otherwise,  she  would  perhaps  i 

"Be  quite  easy,   my   dear  girl  !"   said    Adrienne.   pressing 
the  poor  hands  in  her  own,  and  gazit  ml! 

of  tears;  "they  have  told  her  all  that  was  proper.      I1'  not 
trouhle  yourself  about  anything;  only  think  of   recovei 
— and  I  hope  you  will  yet  enjoy  that  happiness  of  wl: 
have  known  so  little,  my  poor  child 

"How  kind  you  are,  lady!     After  flying  from  your  hou 
— and  when  you  must  think  me  so  ui  Full" 

"Presently,  when  you  are  not  so  weak,  I  have  a  gr<  a( 
to  tell  you.    Just  now,  it  would  fatigue  you  too  much. 
how  do  you  feel ':  ' 

"Better,  lady.    This  fresh  air — and  then  the  thought,  that. 
since  you  are  come — my  poor  sister  will  no  more  he  red: 
to  despair;   for  I  will  tell  you  all.  and   I   am  sure  you   will 
have  pity  on  Cephyse — will  you  not.  lady?" 

"Rely  upon  me,  my  child."  answered  Adrienne,  forced  to 
dissemhle    her    painful    embarrassment;    "you    know    1    am 
interested   in   all   that   interests   you.      But    tell    me."   ad 
Mdlle.  de  Cardovillc.  in  a  voire  of  emotion,  "before  taking 
this  desperate  resolution,  did  you  not  write  to  me:" 

"Yes,  lady." 

"Alas!"  resumed   Adrienne,   sorrowfully;   "and   when    j 
received  no  answer— how  cruel,  how  ungrateful  you  must 
have  thought  me  '" 

"Oh!  never,  lady,  did  I  .  u  of  such  feelings;  my 

poor  sister  will  tell  you  so.     You  had  my  gratitude  to  the 
last." 

"I  believe  you — for   I   kt  But   how  tl 

did  you  explain  my  sil< 

"I    had    justly    offended    you    by    i 
lady." 

"Offended! — Ala-'     I  nev  I  your 

"And  yet  you  know  that  I   wn 

"Yes,  my  poor  girl;  I  know  me  at 

my  porter'--  lodge.     Unfortunately,  I 

to'  one  of   my   women,   named    Florine,   telling   her   it   came 
from   you." 
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"Florine !  the  young  woman  that  was  so  kind  to  me !" 

"Florine  deceived  me  shamefully ;  she  was  sold  to  my 
enemies,  and  acted  as  a  spy  on  my  actions." 

"She!— Good  Heavens!"  cried  Mother  Bunch.  "Is  it 
possible  ?" 

"She  herself,"  answered  Adrienne,  bitterly;  "but,  after 
all,  we  must  pity  as  well  as  blame  her.  She  was  forced  to 
obey  by  a  terrible  necessity,  and  her  confession  and  repent- 
ance secured  my  pardon  before  her  death." 

"Then  she  is  dead — so  young!  so  fair!" 

"In  spite  of  her  faults,  I  was  greatly  moved  by  her  end. 
She  confessed  what  she  had  done,  with  such  heart-rending 
regrets.  Amongst  her  avowals,  she  told  me  she  had  inter- 
cepted a  letter,  in  which  you  asked  for  an  interview  that 
might  save  your  sister's  life." 

"It  is  true,  lady ;  such  were  the  terms  of  my  letter.  What 
interest  had  they  to  keep  it  from  you?" 

"They  feared  to  see  you  return  to  me,  my  good  guardian 
angel.  You  loved  me  so  tenderly,  and  my  enemies  dreaded 
your  faithful  affection,  so  wonderfully  aided  by  the  admir- 
able instinct  of  your  heart.  Ah !  I  shall  never  forget  how 
well-deserved  was  the  horror  with  which  you  were  inspired 
by  a  wretch  whom  I  defended  against  your  suspicions." 

"M.  Rodin?"  said  Mother  Bunch,  with  a  shudder. 

"Yes,"  replied  Adrienne ;  "but  we  will  not  talk  of  these 
people  now.  Their  odious  remembrance  would  spoil  the  joy 
I  feel  in  seeing  you  restored  to  life — for  your  voice  is  less 
feeble,  your  cheeks  are  beginning  to  regain  a  little  color. 
Thank  God !  I  am  so  happy  to  have  found  you  once  more ; 
— if  you  knew  all  that  I  hope,  all  that  I  expect  from  our  re- 
union— for  we  will  not  part  again — promise  me  that,  in  the 
name  of  our  friendship." 

"I — your  friend !"  said  Mother  Bunch,  timidly  casting 
down  her  eyes. 

"A  few  days  before  your  departure  from  my  house,  did  I 
not  call  you  my  friend,  my  sister?  What  is  there  changed? 
Nothing,  nothing,"  added  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville,  with  deep 
emotion.  "One  might  say,  on  the  contrary,  that  a  fatal 
resemblance  in  our  positions  renders  your  friendship  even 
dearer  to  me.  And  I  shall  have  it,  shall  I  not.  Oh,  do  not 
refuse  it  me — I  am  so  much  in  want  of  a  friend !" 

"You,  lady?  you  in  want  of  the  friendship  of  a  Door 
creature  like  me?" 
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"Yes,'*  answered  Adrienn 

an  expression  of  into 

the  only  person,  to  whom   I  could  va 

bitter  sorrows."     So  saying,   Mdlle.   d< 

deeply. 

"And  how  do  I  deserve  such  marks  of  conl 
Mother  Bunch,  more  and  more  surprised. 

"You  deserve  it   by  the  delicacy 

steadiness  of  your  character."  answered  Adrienne,  wil 
hesitation;  "then — you  are  a  woman — and  I  ai 
will  understand  what  1  suffer,  and  pity  inc." 

"Pity   you,    lady?"    said    the   other,    who 
continued  to  increase.     "You,  a  great   lady,  and   so  much 
envied — I,  so  humble  and  despised,  pity  you?" 

"Tell  me,  my  poor  friend,"  resumed  Adrienne.  after 
moments  of  silence,  "are  not  the  worst  griefs  t! 
we  dare  not  avow  to  any  one,  for  fear  of  raillery  and  i 
tempt?     How  can  we  venture  to  ask  intei 
sufferings  that  we  hardly  dare  avow  to  ourselves,   I 
they  make  us  blush: " 

The  sewing-girl  could  hardly  believe  what  she  beard.     I  lad 
her   benefactress   felt,   like   her,   the  .;i    unl 

unate  passion,  she  could  not  have  held  any  other  lai 
But  the  sempstress  could  not  admit  such  a  suppo 
attributing  to  some  other  cause  the  sorrows 
answered  mournfully,  whilst   she  thought  of  her  own   i 
love  for  Agricola.  "Oh!  yes,  lady.    A  secret  Kn<'^  of  which 
we  are  ashamed,  must  be  [rightful — very  frightful!' 

"But  then  what  happiness  to  meet,  not  only  a  h< 
enough  to  inspire  complete  confiden 
itself  been  tried  by  a  thousand   sorrows,  and 
affording  you  pity,  support  and  counsel ! — Tell  tm 
child,"  added  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville,  as  she  I 
at  Mother   Bunch,  "if  you   were  weighed  down 
those   sorrows,    at    which    one    blu>l  uld    >• 

happy,  very   happy,   to   find  a  kindred   sou!,   to   whom 
might  entrust  your  griefs,  and  half  relieve  them  :ire 

and  merited  confidence 

For  the  first  time  in   her  life.   Mother    Bunch 
Mdlle.  de  Cardoville  with  a   fee! 
ness. 

The  last  words  of  the  young  lad 
meaning.     "Doubtless,  she  knows  my   secrd  &** 
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Bunch  to  herself ;  "doubtless,  my  journal  has  fallen  into 
her  hands. — She  knows  my  love  for  Agricola,  or  at  least 
suspects  it.  What  she  has  been  saying  to  me  is  intended 
to  provoke  my  confidence,  and  to  assure  herself  if  she  has 
been  rightly  informed." 

These  thoughts  excited  in  the  workgirl's  mind  no  bitter  or 
ungrateful  feeling  towards  her  benefactress ;  but  the  heart 
of  the  unfortunate  girl  was  so  delicately  susceptible  on 
the  subject  of  her  fatal  passion,  that,  in  spite  of  her  deep 
and  tender  affection  for  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville,  she  suffered 
cruelly  at  the  thought  of  Adrienne's  being  mistress  of  her 
secret. 


CHAPTER  XXXIV. 

MORE    CONFESSIONS. 

The  fancy,  at  first  so  painful,  that  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville 
was  informed  of  her  love  for  Agricola,  was  soon  exchanged 
in  the  hunchback's  heart,  thanks  to  the  generous  instincts 
of  that  rare  and  excellent  creature,  for  a  touching  regret, 
which  showed  all  her  attachment  and  veneration  for 
Adrienne. 

"Perhaps,"  said  Mother  Bunch  to  herself,  "conquered  by 
the  influence  of  the  adorable  kindness  of  my  protectress,  I 
might  have  made  to  her  a  confession  which  I  could  make  to 
none  other,  and  revealed  a  secret  which  I  thought  to  carry 
with  me  to  my  grave.  It  would,  at  least,  have  been  a  mark 
of  gratitude  to  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville ;  but,  unfortunately,  I 
am  now  deprived  of  the  sad  comfort  of  confiding  my  only 
secret  to  my  benefactress.  And  then — however  generous 
may  be  her  pity  for  me,  however  intelligent  her  affection,  she 
cannot — she,  that  is  so  fair  and  so  much  admired — she  can- 
not understand  how  frightful  is  the  position  of  a  creature 
like  myself,  hiding  in  the  depth  of  a  wounded  heart,  a  love 
at  once  hopeless  and  ridiculous.  No,  no — in  spite  of  the  deli- 
cacy of  her  attachment,  my  benefactress  must  unconsciously 
hurt  my  feelings,  even  whilst  she  pities  me — for  only  sym- 
pathetic sorrows  can  console  each  other.  Alas !  why  did 
she  not  leave  me  to  die  ?" 

These   reflections   presented   themselves   to   the   thinker's 
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mind  as  rapidly  as  thought  could  tr;r.  '   Irient.' 

her  attentively;   she   remarked  that   the 

tenance,  which  had  lately  brightened  up, 

and  expressed  a    feelii  painful  humili  I 

at  this  relapse  ii  [ejection,  the 

which  might  be  serious,   for  Mother  Bunch  \ 

weak,  and,  as  it  were,  hovering  Oil  the  brink 

Mdlle.  de  Cardoville  resumed  hastily:     "'.V. 

you    think    with    me,    that    the    mosl    cruel    and    hun 

grief  admits  of  consolation,  when  it  can  I 

faithful  and  devoted  heart?" 

"Yes,   lady."    -aid    the   young   sempstress,    bitterly 
the  heart  which  sutlers  in  silence,  should  be  the 
of  the  moment  for  making  so  painful  a  com 
then,  it  would  perhaps  be  more  humane  to  respect  it 
secret,  even  if  one  had  by  chance  disc  it." 

"You  are  right,   my  child,"   said   Adrienne. 
"if  I  choose  this  solemn  moment  to  entrust  you  with  a  \ 
painful  secret,  it  is  that,  when  you  have  heard  me.  1  am 
you  will  set  more  value  on  your  life,  as  ki  how  much 

I  need  your  tenderness,  consolation,  and  pity." 

At  these  words,  the  other  halt  raised  hei 
tress,  and  looked  at  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville  in  an: 
could  scarcely  believe  what  she  heard;   far   from 
to  intrude  upon  her  confidence,  it   was  her  prol 
was  to  make  the  painful  confession,  and   .  ime  to  im- 

plore pity  and  consolation  from  her! 

"What!"    stammered    she;    "you,    lady!" 

"I  come  to  tell  you  that  I  suffer,  and  am  ashan 
sufferings.      Yes,"  added    the   young   lady,    with 
expression,  "yes — of  all  confessions,    I    ■■'■■■'■ 
the  most  painful — I  love — and  I  blush  for  m. 

"Like  myself!"  cried   Mother  Bunch,  inv 
ing  her  hands  together. 

"I   love,"   resumed   Adrienne.   with  a 
I  love,  and  am  not  beloved — and  my 
impossible — it  consumes   me — it   ki'. 
confide  to  any  one  the  fatal  sec; 

"Like  me,"  repeated  the  oth< 
— a  queen  in  beauty,  rank,  wealth,  int 
me.     Like  me,  poor  unfortunate  creatu 
not  loved  again." 

"Well,  yes!   like  you,   I   love  and   am   I 


454  THE    WANDERING    JEW 

cried  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville;  "was  I  wrong  in  saying,  that  to 
you  alone  I  could  confide  my  secret — because,  having  suf- 
fered the  same  pangs,  you  alone  can  pity  them?" 

"Then,  lady,"  said  Mother  Bunch,  casting  down  her  eyes, 
and  recovering  from  her  first  amazement,  "you  knew " 

"I  knew  all,  my  poor  child — but  never  should  I  have 
mentioned  your  secret,  had  I  not  had  one  to  entrust  you 
with,  of  a  still  more  painful  nature.  Yours  is  cruel,  but 
mine  is  humiliating.  Oh,  my  sister !"  added  Mdlle.  de  Car- 
doville, in  a  tone  impossible  to  describe,  "misfortune,  you 
see,  blends  and  confounds  together  what  are  called  distinc- 
tions of  rank  and  fortune — and  often  those  whom  the  world 
envies  are  reduced  by  suffering  far  below  the  poorest  and 
most  humble,  and  have  to  seek  from  the  latter  pity  and 
consolation." 

Then,  drying  her  tears,  which  now  flowed  abundantly, 
Mdlle.  de  Cardoville  resumed,  in  a  voice  of  emotion :  "Come, 
sister !  courage,  courage !  let  us  love  and  sustain  each  other. 
Let  this  sad  and  mysterious  bond  unite  us  forever." 

"Oh,  lady !  forgive  me.  But  now  that  you  know  the  secret 
of  my  life,"  said  the  workgirl,  casting  down  her  eyes,  and 
unable  to  vanquish  her  confusion,  "it  seems  to  me,  that  I 
can  never  look  at  you  without  blushing." 

"And  why?  because  you  love  Agricola?"  said  Adrienne. 
"Then  I  must  die  of  shame  before  you,  since,  less  courageous 
than  you,  I  had  not  the  strength  to  suffer  and  be  resigned, 
and  so  conceal  my  love  in  the  depths  of  my  heart.  He  that 
I  love,  with  a  love  henceforth  deprived  of  hope,  knew  of  that 
love  and  despised  it — preferring  to  me  a  woman,  the  very 
choice  of  whom  was  a  new  and  grievous  insult,  if  I  am  not 
much  deceived  by  appearances.  I  sometimes  hope  that  I 
am  deceived  on  this  point.  Now  tell  me — is  it  for  you  to 
blush?" 

"Alas,  lady !  who  could  tell  you  all  this  ?" 

"Which  you  only  entrusted  to  your  journal  ?  Well,  then 
— it  was  the  dying  Florine  who  confessed  her  misdeeds. 
She  had  been  base  enough  to  steal  your  papers,  forced  to 
this  odious  act,  by  the  people  who  had  dominion  over  her. 
But  she  had  read  your  journal — and  as  every  good  feeling 
was  not  dead  within  her,  your  admirable  resignation,  your 
melancholy  and  pious  love,  had  left  such  an  impression  on 
her  mind,  that  she  was  able  to  repeat  whole  passages  to  me 
on  her  death  bed,  and  thus  to  explain  the  cause  of  your 
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sudden  disappearance — for  she  had  no  doubt  thai  ti 

of   seeing  your  love   for   Agricola  divulged   had  the 

cause  of  your  flight 

"Alas!  it  is  but  too  true  lady." 

"Oh,  yes!*'  answered  Adrienne,  bitterly;  "those  who  em- 
ployed the  wretched  girl  to  act  as  she  did,  well  ki 
effect  of  the  blow.     It  was  not  their  firsl  They 

reduced  you  to  despair,  they  would  have  killed  you,  : 
you  were  devoted  to  me,  and  because  you  had  guessed  then- 
intentions.      Oil!    these    black-gowns    are    implai 
their  power  is  great !"  said  Adrienne,  shuddering. 

"It  is  fearful,  lady." 

"But  do  not  be  alarmed,   dear  child;   you   see,   tli.it   Un- 
arms of  the  wicked  have  turned  against  themselves;  for  the 
moment  I  knew  the  cause  of  your  flight,  you  becanu 
to  me  than  ever.    From  that  time  I  made  every  exertioi 
find  out  where  you  were;  after  long  efforts,  it  was  only  this 
morning  that  the  person  I  had  employed  led  in  i 

covering  that  you  inhabited  this  house.     Agricola  wa>  with 
me  when  I  heard  it,  and  instantly  asked  v  pany  n 

"Agricola!"  said  Mother  Bunch,  clasping  her  hands;  "he 
came " 

"Yes,  my  child — be  calm.     Whilst  I  attend*  he 

was  busy  with  your  poor  sister.    You  will  -  :n." 

"Alas,   lady!"    resumed   the    hunchback,   in   alarm.     "He 
doubtless  knows " 

"Your  love!    Xo,  no;  be  satisfied.     Only  think  of  the  1. 
piness  of  again  seeing  your  good  and  worthy  broth' 

"Ah,  lady!  may  he  never  know  what  caused  me  ■-,,  mu 
shame,  that  I  was  like  to  die  of  it.     Thai: 
aware  of  it !" 

"Then  let  us  have  no  more  sad  th<  tny  chi 

remember,  that  this  worthy  brol 
save  us   from  everlasting   regrets — and   you 
fault.     Oh!  I  do  not  S]  t   the  \ 

with  regard  to  the  right  of  every  creatui 
a  life  that  has  become  too  bur  1  • 

ought  not  to  have  died.   1  who 

whom  you  love,  were  still  in  need 

"I  thought  you  happy;    ' 
of  his  choice,  who  will',   1   am  sure,  make  hii 
whom  could  I  be  useful?" 
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"First,  to  myself,  as  you  see — and  then,  who  tells  you 
that  Agricola  will  never  have  need  of  you?  Who  tells  you, 
that  his  happiness,  or  that  of  his  family,  will  last  forever, 
and  will  not  be  tried  by  cruel  shocks?  And  even  if  those 
you  love  had  been  destined  to  be  always  happy,  could  their 
happiness  be  complete  without  you?  And  would  not  your 
death,  with  which  they  would  perhaps  have  reproached 
themselves,  have  left  behind  it  endless  regrets?" 

"It  is  true,  lady,"  answered  the  other,  "I  was  wrong — the 
dizziness  of  despair  had  seized  me — frightful  misery  weighed 
upon  us — we  had  not  been  able  to  find  work  for  some  days 
— we  lived  on  the  charity  of  a  poor  woman,  and  her  the 
cholera  carried  off.  To-morrow  or  next  day,  we  must  have 
died  of  hunger." 

"Die  of  hunger ! — and  you  knew  where  I  lived !" 

"I  had  written  to  you,  lady,  and,  receiving  no  answer,  I 
thought  you  offended  at  my  abrupt  departure." 

"Poor,  dear  child !  you  must  have  been,  as  you  say,  seized 
with  dizziness  in  that  terrible  moment ;  so  that  I  have  not 
the  courage  to  reproach  you  for  doubting  me  a  single  instant. 
How  can  I  blame  you?  Did  I  not  myself  think  of  terminat- 
ing my  life?" 

"You,  lady !"  cried  the  hunchback. 

"Yes,  I  thought  of  it — when  they  came  to  tell  me,  that 
Florine,  dying,  wished  to  speak  to  me.  I  heard  what  she 
had  to  say;  her  revelations  changed  my  projects.  This 
dark  and  mournful  life,  which  had  become  insupportable  to 
me,  was  suddenly  lighted  up.  The  sense  of  duty  woke 
within  me.  You  were  no  doubt  a  prey  to  horrible  misery ; 
it  was  my  duty  to  seek  and  save  you.  Florine's  confessions 
unveiled  to  me  the  new  plots  of  the  enemies  of  my  scattered 
family,  dispersed  by  sorrows  and  cruel  losses ;  it  was  my 
duty  to  warn  them  of  their  danger,  and  to  unite  them 
against  the  common  enemy.  I  had  been  the  victim  of  odious 
manoeuvres :  it  was  my  duty  to  punish  their  authors,  for 
fear  that,  encouraged  by  impunity,  these  black-gowns  should 
make  other  victims.  Then  the  sense  of  duty  gave  me 
strength,  and  I  was  able  to  rouse  myself  from  my  lethargy. 
With  the  help  of  Abbe  Gabriel,  a  sublime,  oh!  a  sublime 
priest — the  ideal  of  a  true  Christian — the  worthy  brother  of 
Agricola — I  courageously  entered  on  the  struggle.  What 
shall  I  say  to  you,  my  child?     The  performance  of  these 
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duties,  the  hope  of  finding  you  again,  ! 

to  me   in   my   trouble.      If    I 

least   occupied.      Your   tender    friendship,   thi 

your  resignation,  will  do  the  rest— 1  think  so- 

■ — and  I  shall   forgel  this  fatal  love." 
At  the  moment  Adrienne  pronounced  th< 

footsteps  were  heard   upon  the 

voice  exclaimed  :    "<  >h  !  dear  me,  poor  Mother  Bun  1  i 

lucky  1  have  come  just  now!     If  only  1  could  I 

to  her!" 

Almost    immediately,    Rose-Pompon    entered    the 
with  precipitation.     Agricola  soon  followed  the  gi 
pointing  to  the  open  dindow,  tried  to  make  Adrienne  un- 
derstand by  signs,  that  she  was  not  to  mention  I 
the  deplorable  end  of   the   Bacchanal   Queen.     This 
mime  was  lost  on  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville.     Adrienne1 
swelled  with  grief,  indignation,  pride,  as  she  recognia 
girl    she   had    seen   at   the    Porte-Saint-. Martin    in   coin; 
with  Djalma,  and  who  alone  was  the  cause  of  the  drea  Iful 
sufferings    she    endured    since    that    fatal    evening.      And. 
strange   irony   of    fate!    it    was   at   the   very    moi  hen 

Adrienne  had  just  made  the  humiliating  and  cruel 
sion  of  her  despised  love,  that  the   woman,  to  whom 
believed  herself  sacrificed,  appeared  before  her. 

If  the  surprise  of   Mdlle.  de  Cardoville  was  gr< 
Pompon's  was  not  less  so.     Not  only  did  sh< 
Adrienne  the  fair  young  lady  with  the  golden  I 
had  sat  opposite  to  her  at  the  theatre,  on  the  night  of  the 
adventure  of  the  black  panther,  but  she  had  serious  i 
for  desiring  most  ardently  this  unexpected  interview.     ' 
impossible  to  paint  the  look  of  malignant  joy  and  triumph, 
that  she  affected  to  cast  upon  Adrienne.     The  firsl   imp 
of    Mdlle.   de   Cardoville   was   to   quit    the   room.      But 
could   not   bear   to   leave   Mother    Bunch   at    this   n 
or  to  give,  in  the  presence  of  Agricola.  her 
an  abrupt  departure,  and  moreover,  an  inexpli< 
curiosity  held  her  back,  in  spite  of  1 
remained,  therefore,  and   was  about   to  examii 
hear  and  to  judge,  this  rival,  who  had  i 
death,  to  whom,  in  her  jealous  ag<  ;;•'. 
many  different  aspects,   in  order  to  explain    I 
for  such  a  creature. 
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CHAPTER  XXXV. 

THE    RIVALS. 

Rose-Pompon,  whose  presence  caused  such  deep  emotion 
in  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville,  was  dressed  in  the  most  showy  and 
extravagant  bad  taste.  Her  very  small,  narrow,  rose-colored 
satin  bonnet,  placed  so  forward  over  her  face  as  almost  to 
touch  the  tip  of  her  little  nose,  left  uncovered  behind  half 
of  her  light,  silky  hair ;  her  plaid  dress,  of  an  excessively 
broad  pattern,  was  open  in  front,  and  the  almost  trans- 
parent gauze,  rather  too  honest  in  its  revelations,  hardly 
covered  the  charms  of  the  form  beneath. 

The  grisette  having  run  all  the  way  upstairs,  held  in  her 
hands  the  ends  of  her  large  blue  shawl,  which,  falling  from 
her  shoulders,  had  slid  down  to  her  wasp-like  waist,  and 
there  been  stopped  by  the  swell  of  the  figure.  If  we  enter 
into  these  details,  it  is  to  explain  how,  at  the  sight  of  this 
pretty  creature,  dressed  in  so  impertinent  and  almost  inde- 
cent, a  fashion,  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville,  who  thought  she  saw 
in  her  a  successful  rival,  felt  her  indignation,  grief,  and 
shame  redoubled. 

But  judge  of  the  surprise  and  confusion  of  Adrienne,  when 
Mdlle.  Rose-Pompon  said  to  her,  with  the  utmost  freedom 
and  pertness,  "I  am  delighted  to  see  you,  madame.  You 
and  I  must  have  a  long  talk  together.  Only  I  must  begin 
by  kissing  poor  Mother-Bunch — with  your  permission, 
madame !" 

To  understand  the  tone  and  manner  with  which  this  word 
"madame"  was  pronounced,  you  must  have  been  present  at 
some  stormy  discussion  between  two  Rose-Pompons,  jealous 
of  each  other ;  then  you  would  be  able  to  judge  how  much 
provoking  hostility  may  be  compressed  into  the  word 
"madame,"  under  certain  circumstances.  Amazed  at  the 
impudence  of  Rose-Pompon,  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville  remained 
mute ;  whilst  Agricola,  entirely  occupied  with  the  interest  he 
took  in  the  workgirl,  who  had  never  withdrawn  her  eyes 
from  him  since  he  entered  the  room,  and  with  the  remem- 
brance of  the  painful  scene  he  had  just  quitted,  whispered 
to  Adrienne,  without  remarking  the  grisette's  effrontery, 
"Alas,  lady!  it  is  all  over.  Cephyse  has  just  breathed  her 
last  sigh,  without  recovering  her  senses." 
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"Unfortunate  girl!"   said   Adri<  th  emotion 

for  the  moment  she  forgot  Rose-Pompon. 

"We  must  keep  this  said  news  from  Mothet 
only  let  her  know  it  hereafter,  with 
Agricola.      "Luckily,    little    B  mpon    knows    n 

about  it.' 

And  he  pointed  to  the  grisette,  who 
down  by  the  side  of   the  workgirl.     *  m   heai 
speak  so  familiarly  uf  Rose-Pompon,  Adrienne's  ama 
increased.     It  is  impossible  to  describe  what 
strangely  enough,  her  sufferings  grew  less  an 
anxiety   diminished,   as   she   listened    to   the   chatter 
grisette. 

"Oh,  my  good  dear!"  said  the  latter,  with  as  much  volu- 
bility as  emotion,  while  her  pretty  blue  eyes  were  nlli 
tears;  "is  it  possible  that  you  did  so  stupid  a  thing 
not  poor  people  help  one  another?    Could  you  not  applj 
me?     You  knew  that  others  are   welcome   u>   whati 
mine,  and  I  would  have  made  a  raffle  uf  Philemon's  1 
added  this  singular  girl,  with  a  burst  of  feeling,  at  once  ! 
cere,  touching,  and  grotesque;  "I  would  ha.  three 

boots,  pipes,  boating-costume,  bed,  and  even  his  great  diink- 
ing-glass,  and  at  all  events  you  should  not  have  been  brought 
to  such  an  ugly  pass.  Philemon  would  not  have  min 
for  he  is  a  good  fellow;  and  if  he  had  minded,  it  would  ! 
been  all  the  same.  Thank  heaven!  we  are  not  married  I 
am  only  wishing  to  remind  you  that  you  should  have  thought 
of  little  Rose-Pompon." 

"I  know  you  are  obliging  and  kind,  miss,"  said   M 
Bunch:  for 'she  had  heard  from  her  sister  that   I 
pon,  like  so  many  of  her  class,  had  a  warm 
heart. 

"After  all."  resumed  the  grisette,  wiping  with  the  1 
of  her  hand  the  tip  of  her  little  no 
trickling,  "you  may  tell  me  that  you  did  n 
had  taken  up  my  quarters.       It's  a  qu 
you.     When  I  say  queer."  added  Rose-1 
sigh,  "it  is  quite' the  contrary— but  no 
trouble  you  with  that.     I  >ne  thing  1-  1 
ting  better— and  you  and  Cephyse  will 
again.      She  is  said   to  be  very   weak.     (  an    I 
yet,  M.  Agricola?'' 

"No,"  said  the  smith,  with  embarrassment,  her 
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Bunch  kept  her  eyes  fixed  upon  him ;  "you  must  have 
patience." 

"But  I  may  see  her  to-day,  Agricola?"  exclaimed  the 
hunchback. 

"We  will  talk  about  that.    Only  be  calm,  I  entreat." 

"Agricola  is  right ;  you  must  be  reasonable,  my  good 
dear,"  resumed  Rose-Pompon;  "we  will  wait  patiently.  I 
can  wait  toe,  for  I  have  to  talk  presently  to  this  lady" ; 
and  Rose-Pompon  glanced  at  Adrienne  with  the  expression 
of  an  angry  cat.  "Yes,  yes;  I  can  wait;  for  I  long  to  tell 
Cephyse  also  that  she  may  reckon  upon  me."  Here  Rose- 
Pompon  bridled  up  very  prettily,  and  thus  continued,  "Do 
not  be  uneasy !  It  is  the  least  one  can  do,  when  one  is  in  a 
good  position,  to  share  the  advantages  with  one's  friends, 
who  are  not  so  well  off.  It  would  be  a  fine  thing  to  keep 
one's  happiness  to  one's  self !  to  stuff  it  with  straw,  and  put 
it  under  a  glass,  and  let  no  one  touch  it !  When  I  talk  of 
happiness,  it's  only  to  make  talk ;  it  is  true  in  one  sense ; 

but  in  another,  you  see,  my  good  dear Bah !  I  am  only 

seventeen — but  no  matter — I  might  go  on  talking  till  to-mor- 
row, and  you  would  not  be  any  the  wiser.  So  let  me  kiss 
you  once  more,  and  don't  be  down-hearted — nor  Cephyse 
either,  do  you  hear  ?  for  I  shall  be  close  at  hand." 

And,  stooping  still  lower,  Rose-Pompon  cordially  embraced 
Mother  Bunch.  It  is  impossible  to  express  what  Mdlle.  de 
Cardoville  felt  during  this  conversation,  or  rather  during  this 
monologue  of  the  grisette  on  the  subject  of  the  attempted 
suicide.  The  eccentric  jargon  of  Mdlle.  Rose-Pompon,  her 
liberal  facility  in  disposing  of  Philemon's  bazaar,  to  the 
owner  of  which  (as  she  said)  she  was  luckily  not  married — 
the  goodness  of  her  heart,  which  revealed  itself  in  her  offers 
of  service — her  contrasts,  her  impertinence,  her  drollery — all 
this  was  so  new  and  inexplicable  to  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville, 
that  she  remained  for  some  time  mute  and  motionless  with 
surprise.  Such,  then,  was  the  creature  to  whom  Djalma  had 
sacrificed  her! 

If  Adrienne's  first  impression  at  sight  of  Rose-Pompon 
had  been  horribly  painful,  reflection  soon  awakened  doubts, 
which  were  to  become  shortly  ineffable  hopes.  Remember- 
ing the  interview  she  had  overheard  between  Rodin  and 
Djalma,  when,  concealed  in  the  conservatory,  she  had  wished 
to  prove  the  Jesuit's  fidelity.  Adrienne.  asked  herself  if  it  was 
reasonable,   if   it   was  possible  to  believe,   that  the  prince, 
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whose  ideas  of  love  seemed  to  be 
pure,  could  find  any  charm  in  the  disji 
of  this  young  girl?     Adrienne  could  not  i 
nounced  the  thing  impossible,  from  the  mon 

her  rival  near,  and  witnessed  her  style 
conversation,  which,  without  detracting   from  the  prctl 
of  her  features,  gave  them  a  trivial  and  not   \ 
character.    Adrienne's  doubts  with  regard  to  thi 
the  prince  for  Rose-Pompon  were  hence  so 
complete  incredulity.     Endowed   with  too  mi: 
penetration,   not  to  perceive   that   this 
so  inconceivahle  on  the  part  of  Djalma, 
mystery,  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville  felt  her  hopes  reviv< 
consoling  thought  arose  in  her  mind,  her  heart,  until  no* 
painfully  oppressed,   began   once   mure   to   dil 
vague  aspirations  towards  a  better  future;  and  yet, 
warned  by  the  past,  she  feared  to  yield  t<><>  readily  t<    :■.  D 
illusion,   for   she   remembered   the   notorious    fact    that 
prince  had  really  appeared   in   public   with  this   girl. 
now  that  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville  could   fully  hat 

she  was,  she  found  the  conduct  of  the  prh.ee  only  t!  • 
incomprehensihle.      And    how    can    we    jud  and 

surely  of  that  which  is  enveloped  in  mystery?  then  a 

secret    presentiment    told    her,    that    it    would,  be 

heside  the  couch  of  the  poor  sempstress,  whom  si  • 
saved   from  death,  that,  by  a  providential  coinci 
would  learn  the  secret  on  which  depended  the  happil 
her  life. 

The    emotions    which    agitated    the    heart    of 
hecame  so  violent,  that  her  line  face  was  flushed  with  a 
red,    her   bosom   heaved,    and    her    large,    blacl 
dimmed  by  sadness,  once  more  shone  with  a  mild  r.; 
She  waited  with  inexpressible  impatien  what 

follow.      In   the    interview,    with    which    R 
threatened  her,  and  which  a   few  mini: 
would  have  declined   with  all   the  dignity 
dignation,  she  now  hoped  to  find  thi 
tery,  which  it  was  of  such  importai 
After  once  more  tenderly  embracing  M 
Pompon   got    up    from    th< 
Adrienne,  eyed  her  from  head  t<>  foot,  with  ,; 
ness,  and  said  to  her,  in  a  somewhat  impertii 
is  now  our  turn,  madame" — the  word  "madai 
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nounced  with  the  accent  before  described — "we  have  a  little 
matter  to  settle  together." 

"I  am  at  your  order,"  answered  Adrienne,  with  much 
mildness  and  simplicity. 

At  sight  of  the  triumphant  and  decisive  air  of  Rose-Pom- 
pon, and  on  hearing  her  challenge  to  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville, 
the  worthy  Agricola,  after  exchanging  a  few  words  with 
Mother  Bunch,  opened  his  eyes  and  ears  very  wide,  and 
remained  staring  in  amazement  at  the  effrontery  of  the 
grisette ;  then,  advancing  towards  her,  he  whispered,  as  he 
plucked  her  by  the  sleeve :  "I  say,  are  you  mad  ?  Do  you 
know  to  whom  you  speak?" 

"Well !  what  then  ?  Is  not  one  pretty  woman  worth  an- 
other !  I  say  that  for  the  lady.  She  will  not  eat  me,  I  sup- 
pose," replied  Rose-Pompon,  aloud,  and  with  an  air  of 
defiance.  "I  have  to  talk  with  madame,  here.  I  am  sure, 
she  knows  why  and  wherefore.  If  not,  I  will  tell  her;  it  will 
not  take  me  long." 

Adrienne,  who  feared  some  ridiculous  exposure  on  the 
subject  of  Djalma,  in  the  presence  of  Agricola,  made  a  sign 
to  the  latter,  and  thus  answered  the  grisette :  "I  am  ready 
to  hear  you,  miss,  but  not  in  this  place.  You  will  under- 
stand why." 

"Very  well,  madame,  I  have  my  key.  You  can  come  to 
my  apartments" — the  last  word  pronounced  with  an  air  of 
ostentatious  importance. 

"Let  us  go  then  to  your  apartments,  miss,  since  you  to 
me  the  honor  to  receive  me  there,"  answered  Mdlle.  de  Car^ 
doville,  in  her  mild,  sweet  voice,  and  with  a  slight  inclina- 
tion of  the  head,  so  full  of  exquisite  politeness,  that  Rose- 
Pompon  was  daunted,  notwithstanding  all  her  effrontery. 

"What,  lady!"  said  Agricola  to  Adrienne;  "you  are  good 
enough " 

"M.  Agricola,"  said  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville,  interrupting 
him,  "please  to  remain  with  our  poor  friend:  I  shall  soon 
be  back." 

Then,  approaching  Mother  Bunch,  who  shared  in  Agri^ 
cola's  astonishment,  she  said  to  her :  "Excuse  me  for  leaving 
you  a  few  seconds.  Only  regain  a  little  strength,  and, 
when  I  return,  I  will  take  you  home  with  me,  dear  sister." 

Then,  turning  towards  Rose-Pompon,  who  was  more  and 
more  surprised  at  hearing  so  fine  a  lady  call  the  workgirl 


THE    WANDERING    JEW 

her  sjster,  she  added:     "I  am   read)    whenever  you  pl< 
mademoiselle." 

"Beg  pardon,  madame,  if  1  go  first  I  iu  the 

but   it's  a   regular  break-neck   sort   of   a   pla< 
Rose-Pompon,  pressing  her  dhows  to  her  side 
ing  up  her  lips  to  prove  that  she  was  no  stranger  I 
manners   and    fine    language.      And    the   tv. 
the   garret    together,    leaving    Agricola    alone    with    I 
Bunch. 

Luckily,  the  disfigured   remains  of   the  Bacchanal   Q 
had  been  carried  into  Mother  Arsene's  subten  u 
so  that  the  crowd  of  spectators,   always  attracted   ' 
fatal  event,  had  assembled  in  front  of  the  ! 
Pompon,    meeting   no   one    in    the    little    court    si 
traverse  with  Adrienne,  continued  in  ignorance  of  the  ti 
ical  death  of  her  old  friend  Cephyse.     In  a  few  morrw 
grisette  and  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville  had  reached    Philem 
apartment.    This  singular  abode  remained  in  the 
of  picturesque  disorder  in  which  Rose-l'oinpon  had  left   it. 
when  Ninny  Moulin  came  to  fetch  her  to  act  the  heroini 
a  mysterious  adventure. 

Adrienne,  completely  ignorant  of  the  eccentric  m< 
life  of  students  and  their  companions,  could  not,  in  Sj 
the  thoughts  which  occupied  her  mind,  forebear  examini 
with  a  mixture  of  surprise  and  curiosity,  this  Strang" 
grotesque  chaos,  composed  of  the  most  dissimilar 
disguises  for  masked  balls,  skulls  with  pipes  in  their  moul 
odd    boots    standing    on    book    shelves,    monstrou 
women's  clothes,  ends  of  tol 

first  astonishment  of  Adrienne  sue  an  impi 

painful   repugnance.     The    young   lady    fell    ; 
and  out  of  place  in  this  abode,  not  of  p< 
whilst,  on   the  contrary,  the   sewing-girl's   mi 
had  caused  her  no  such  feeling. 

Rose-Pompon,  notwithstanding  all  her 
ably  troubled  when  she  found  hei  tie  with  M 

Cardoville;    the    rare    beauty    of    thi 
fashionable   look,   the   elegance   of   her   in.. 
both  dignified  and  affable,  with  which  si 
impertinent   address   of    the    . 
eflfect  upon  the  latter,  who,  being  moreover  a 
girl,  had  been  touched  at  hearing   M 
the  hunchback   '•friend   and   sist(  With-  x- 


464  THE    WANDERING    JEW 

actly  who  Adrienne  was,  Rose-Pompon  was  not  ignorant 
that  she  belonged  to  the  richest  and  highest  class  of  society ; 
she  felt  already  some  remorse  at  having  attacked  her  so 
cavalierly ;  and  her  intentions,  at  first  very  hostile  with  re- 
gard to  Mdlle.  Cardoville,  were  gradually  much  modified. 
Yet,  being  very  obstinate,  and  not  wishing  to  appear  to 
submit  to  an  influence  that  offended  her  pride,  Rose-Pompon 
endeavored  to  recover  her  assurance ;  and,  having  bolted 
the  door,  she  said  to  Adrienne:  "Pray  do  me  the  favor 
to  sit  down,  madame" — still  with  the  intention  of  showing 
that  she  was  no  stranger  to  refined  manners  and  conversation. 

Mdlle.  de  Cardoville  was  about  mechanically  to  take  a 
chair,  when  Rose-Pompon,  worthy  to  practise  those  ancient 
virtues  of  hospitality,  which  regarded  even  an  enemy  as 
sacred  in  the  person  of  a  guest,  cried  out  hastily:  "Don't 
take  that  chair,  madame ;  it  wants  a  leg." 

Adrienne  laid  her  hand  on  another  chair. 

"Nor  that  either;  the  back  is  quite  loose,  again  ex- 
claimed Rose-Pompon.  And  she  spoke  the  truth ;  for  the 
chair-back,  which  was  made  in  the  form  of  a  lyre,  remained 
in  the  hands  of  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville,  who  said,  as  she  re- 
placed it  discreetly  in  its  former  position :  "I  think,  miss, 
that  we  can  very  well  talk  standing." 

"As  you  please,  madame,"  replied  Rose-Pompon,  steadying 
herself  the  more  bravely  the  more  uneasy  she  felt.  And  the 
interview  of  the  lady  and  the  grisette  began  in  this  fashion. 


CHAPTER  XXXVI. 

THE    INTERVIEW. 

After  a  minute's  hesitation,  Rose-Pompon  said  to 
Adrienne,  whose  heart  was  beating  violently :  "I  will  tell 
you  directly,  madame,  what  I  have  on  my  mind.  I  should 
not  have  gone  out  of  my  way  to  seek  you,  out,  as  I  happen 
to  fall  in  with  you,  it  is  very  natural  I  should  take  advan- 
tage of  it." 

"But,  miss,"  said  Adrienne,  mildly,  "may  I  at  least  know 
the  subject  of  the  conversation  we  are  to  have  together?" 

"Yes,  madame,"  replied  Rose-Pompon,  affecting  an  air  of 
still  more  decided  confidence;  "first  of  all,  you  must  not 
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suppose  I  am  unhappy,  or  going  to  mak< 

or  cry   like  a   forsaken   damsel..      I 

Thank   heaven.    I    have   no   reason  .plain 

Charming — that   is  the  pel   name    1 

trary.  he  has  made  me  very  happy.     If   i   left  him,  it 

against  his  will,  and  because  I  chose." 

So  saying,   Rose-Pompon,   whose  heart  was  swelling   in 
spite  of  her  fine  airs,  could  not  reprc  h. 

"Yes,   madame,"    she    resumed,    "I    left    him    1  I 

chose — for  he  quite  doted  on  me.     If  I  had  liked,  he 
have  married  me — yes.  madame,  married  me — so  much  the 
worse,  if   that  gives  you  pain.     Though,   when    1 
much  the  worse,'  it  is  true  that  I  meant  to  pain  you.     To 
be  sure  I  did — but  then,  just  now  when  I  saw  y 
to  poor  Mother  Bunch,  though  I  was  certainly  in  the  right, 
still  I  felt  something.     However,  to  cut  matters  short,  it  is 
clear  that   I   detest   you,   and   that   you   di 
Rose-Pompon,  stamping  her  foot. 

From  all   this   it   resulted,   even    for  a  person   much   It 
sagacious  than  Adrienne,  and  much  less  intei 
covering  the  truth,  that  Rose-Pompon,  notwithstanding 
triumphant  airs  in  speaking  of  him  whom   she   n 
as  so  much  attached  to  her.  and  even  anxiou 
was  in  reality  completely  disappointed,  and  was  now 
refuge  in  a  deliberate   falsehood.     It  was  evident   th  I 
was  not  loved,  and  that  nothing  but   violent  jealou 
induced  her  to  desire  this  interview  with  Mdlle. 
ville,  in  order  to  make  what  is  vulgarly 
sidering  Adrienne   (the  reason  will 
as  her  successful  rival.    But  Rose-Pompon,  having 
her  good-nature,  found  it  very  difficult  to  continue    I 
in  question,  particularly  as,  for  many  r< 
awed  by  Adrienne. 

Though  she  had  expected,  if  not  the  singular 
grisette,    at    least    something    of    the 
felt    it    was    impossible   that    the    prino 
serious  attachment  for  this  <drl — Mdlle.  de  Car'! 
at  first  delighted  to  hear  the  confirmatioi 
the  lips  of  her  rival;   but   suddenly   th- 
ceeded  by  a  cruel  apprehension,  which 
explain.      What   Adrienne   ha 

satisfied   her  completely.      Sure   that   tl  ina 

had  never  ceased  to  belong  to  her,  she  ought, 
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the  customs  and  opinions  of  the  world,  to  have  cared  little 
if,  in  the  effervescence  of  an  ardent  youth,  he  had  chanced 
to  yield  to  some  ephemeral  caprice  for  this  creature,  who 
was,  after  all,  very  pretty  and  desirable — the  more  espe- 
cially as  he  had  now  repaired  his  error  by  separating  from 
her. 

Notwithstanding  these  good  reasons,  such  an  error  of  the 
senses  would  not  have  been  pardoned  by  Adrienne.  She 
did  not  understand  that  complete  separation  of  the  body  and 
soul  that  would  make  the  one  exempt  from  the  stains  of  the 
other.  She  did  not  think  it  a  matter  of  indifference  to  toy 
with  one  woman  whilst  you  were  thinking  of  another.  Her 
young,  chaste,  passionate  love  demanded  an  absolute  fealty 
— a  fealty  as  just  in  the  eyes  of  heaven  and  nature  as  it  may 
be  ridiculous  and  foolish  in  the  eyes  of  man.  For  the  very 
reason  that  she  cherished  a  refined  religion  of  the  senses, 
and  revered  them  as  an  adorable  and  divine  manifestation, 
Adrienne  had  all  sorts  of  delicate  scruples  and  nice  repug- 
nances, unknown  to  the  austere  spirituality  of  those  ascetic 
prudes  who  despise  vile  matter  too  much  to  take  notice  of 
its  errors,  and  allow  it  to  grovel  in  filth,  to  show  the  con- 
tempt in  which  they  hold  it.  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville  was  not 
one  of  those  wonderfully  modest  creatures  who  would  die  of 
confusion  rather  than  say  plainly  that  they  wished  for  a 
young  and  handsome  husband,  at  once  ardent  and  pure.  It 
is  true  that  they  generally  marry  old,  ugly,  and  corrupted 
men,  and  make  up  for  it  by  taking  two  or  three  lovers  six 
months  after.  But  Adrienne  felt  instinctively  how  much 
of  virginal  and  celestial  freshness  there  is  in  the  equal 
innocence  of  two  loving  and  passionate  beings — what  guar- 
antees for  the  future  in  the  remembrance  which  a  man  pre^ 
serves  of  his  first  love ! 

We  say,  then,  that  Adrienne  was  only  half-satisfied, 
though  convinced  by  the  vexation  of  Rose-Pompon  that 
Djaima  had  never  entertained  a  serious  attachment  for  the 
grisette. 

"And  why  do  you  detest  me,  miss?"  said  Adrienne  mildly, 
when  Rose-Pompon  had  finished  her  speech. 

"Oh !  bless  me,  madame !"  replied  the  latter,  forgetting 
altogether  her  assumption  of  triumph,  and  yielding  to  the 
natural  sincerity  of  her  character ;  "pretend  that  you  don't 
know  why  I  detest  you ! — Oh,  yes !  people  go  and  pick 
bouquets  from  the  jaws  of  a  panther  for  people  that  they 
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care  nothing  about,  don't  thej  d  if  it  was  only  th 

added  Rose-Pompon,  who  wa 

and  whose  pretty  face,  at  first  contra 

now  assumed  an  expression  of  real  and  yet  h 

"And  it  it  was  only  the  i:  med  si 

it  gave  me  a  dreadful  turn  Prince  Charmii 

like  a  kid  upon  the  stage,   1   might  1.. 

'Pooh!  these  Indians  have  their  own  way  of  sh 

ness.     Here,  a  lady  drops  her  nosegay,  and  a 

picks  it  up  and  gives   it  to  her;   but   in    India   it    i- 

another  thing;  the  man  picks  up  the  ni  and  d 

return  it  to  the  woman — he  only  kills  a  pant! 

eyes.'    Those  are  good  manners  in  that  country,  I 

hut    what   cannot   be   good    manners   anywhere    is    to    treat 

a  woman  as  I  have  been  treated.    And  all  than 

madame !" 

These  complaints  of  Rose-Pompon,  at  once  bitter  i 
laughable,  did  not  at  all  agree  with  what  she  had  previoi 
stated  as  to  Djalma's  passionate  love  fur  her ;  bul  one 

took  care  not  to  point  out   this  contradiction,   and   said   to 
her,  mildly:     "You  must  be  mistaken,  miss,  when  y> 
pose  that  I  had  anything  to  do  with  your  tr 
in  any  case,  I   regret  sincerely  that  you   should  have  1 
ill-treated  by  any  one." 

"If  you  think  I  have  been  beaten,  yotl  are  quite  wr< 
exclaimed  Rose-Pompon.    "Ah!  well.  I  am  sure!     No, 
not  that.     But  1  am  certain  that,  had  it  not  been   for 
Prince  Charming  would  have  got  to  love  me  8  litl 
worthy  of  the  trouble,  after  all — and  then  there  an-  diff< 
sorts  of  love — I   am  not  so  very  particular- 
much  as  that,"  added  Rose-Pompon,  snapping  her  fii 

"Ah!"    she    continued,    "when    Ninny    Moulin    came    ta 
fetch  me,  and  brought  me  jewels  and  I 
to  go  with  him,  he  was  quite  right  in 
harm  in  his  otT< 

"Ninny  Moulin?-'  asked  Mdlle.  d< 
more  and   more    interested;    "who   is    this    Ninn) 
missf" 

A   religious  writer,"   answered    1 
"the  right-hand  man  of  a  lot  of  old 
he  takes  on  prete  writing  about  morality  and  r< 

\  fine  morality  it  is!" 

At     these   Words — "a     religious     writer' — "  -ins" 
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Adrienne  instantly  divined  some  new  plot  of  Rodin  or  Father 
d'Aigrigny,  of  which  she  and  Djalma  were  to  have  been  the 
victims.  She  began  vaguely  to  perceive  the  real  state  of 
the  case,  as  she  resumed :  "But,  miss,  under  what  pretence 
could  this  man  take  you  away  with  him  ?" 

"He  came  to  fetch  me,  and  said  I  need  not  fear  for  my 
virtue,  and  was  only  to  make  myself  look  pretty.  So  I  said 
to  myself :  'Philemon's  out  of  town,  and  it's  very  dull  here 
all  alone.  This  seems  a  droll  affair ;  what  can  I  risk  by 
it  ?' — Alas !  I  didn't  know  what  I  risked,"  added  Rose- 
Pompon,  with  a  sigh.  "Well !  Ninny  Moulin  takes  me  away 
in  a  fine  carriage.  We  stop  in  the  Place  du  Palais-Royal. 
A  sullen-looking  man,  with  a  yellow  face,  gets  up  in  the  room 
of  Ninny  Moulin,  and  takes  me  to  the  house  of  Prince 
Charming.  When  I  saw  him — la!  he  was  so  handsome,  so 
very  handsome,  that  I  was  quite  dizzy-like ;  and  he  had  such 
a  kind,  noble  air,  that  I  said  to  myself,  'Well !  there  will 
be  some  credit  if  I  remain  a  good  girl  now !' — I  did  not 
know  what  a  true  word  I  was  speaking.  I  have  been  good 
— oh !  worse  than  good." 

"What,  miss!  do  you  regret  having  been  so  virtuous?" 

"Why,  you  see,  I  regret,  at  least,  that  I  have  not  had 
the  pleasure  of  refusing.  But  how  can  you  refuse,  when 
nothing  is  asked — when  you  are  not  even  thought  worth  one 
little  loving  word?" 

"But,  miss,  allow  me  to  observe  to  you  that  the  indiffer- 
ence of  which  you  complain  does  not  see  to  have  prevented 
your  making  a  long  stay  in  the  house  in  question." 

"How  should  I  know  why  the  prince  kept  me  there,  or 
took  me  out  riding  with  him,  or  to  the  play?  Perhaps  it  is 
the  fashion  in  his  savage  country  to  have  a  pretty  girl  by 
your  side,  and  to  pay  no  attention  to  her  at  all !" 

"But  why,  then,  did  you  remain,  miss?" 

"Why  did  I  remain?"  said  Rose-Pompon,  stamping  her 
toot  with  vexation.  "I  remained  because,  without  know- 
ing how  it  happened,  I  began  to  get  very  fond  of  Prince 
Charming;  and  what  is  queer  enough,  I,  who  am  as  gay  as 
a  lark,  loved  him  because  he  was  so  sorrowful,  which  shows 
that  it  was  a  serious  matter.  At  last,  one  day,  I  could  hold 
out  no  longer.  I  said:  'Never  mind;  I  don't  care  for  the 
:onsequences.  Philemon,  I  am  sure,  is  having  his  fun  in 
'he  country.'  That  set  my  mind  at  ease.  So  one  morning, 
X  dress  myself  in  my  best,  all  very  prettv.  look  in  my  glass, 
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and  say:     "Well,  that  will  do- 

ag  to  his  room,   1   tell  him  all  I 
head ;  I  laugh,   I  cry — at   last    I    tell  hi] 

What  do  you  think   he  answer-,   in   his 
cold  as  a  piece  of  marble?     Why,  'P 
poor     child;''      added     Rose-Pompon,     v. 
"neither  more  nor  less  than  if    1   had  com<    I 
him  of  the  toothache.     But  the  v.  it  is  tl 

if  he  were  not  in  love  elsewhere,  he  would  : 
gunpowder.     Only  now  he  is  so 

Then,  pausing  a  moment,   Rose-Pompon  .   I 

will   not   tell   you   that;   you   would    be   too   pi 
after  another  pause,  she  continue!:     "Well,  • 
will    tell    you.    though";    and    this    singular    girl 
Mdlle.  de  Cardoville  with  a  mixtui 
ence.     "Why  should  I  keep  it  from  you?     1  began  I  , 
the  high  horse,  and  saying  that  the  prince  wished  t< 
me;  and  I  finished  by  confessing  that  he  almost  tun 
out.     Well,   it's   not   my    fault :    when    1    •  ■ 
sure  to  get  confused.     So,  madame,  this  is  the  ] 
When  I  met  you  at  poor  Mother  Bunch's,  I   was  at 
angry  as  a  little  turkey-cock;  but   when    I 
are  such  a  fine  great  lady,  speak  so  kin 
and  treat  her  as  your  sister,   do  what    I 
began  to  go  away.     Since  we  h.v 
my  utmost  to  get  it  up  again;  but  I  find  it  it 
the  more  I  see  the  difference  bel 
ceive  that  Prince  Charmii.  right  in  thin' 

of  you.    For  you  must  know,  madame,  that  ! 
and'  ears  in  love  with  you.     I  don': 
he  killed  the  panther    for  you   at    tl 
but  if  you  knew  all  the  tricks  he 
and  how  he  will  sit  up  all  night  w< 
he  saw  you  for  the  first  time — and  I 
he  has  drawn  upon  •  r  the 

and  so  many  other  things — the  fact  ; 
of  him.  and  saw  all  this  was 
afterwards  it  was  so  touching  thi 
my  eyes.     Yes,  madame,  just  as  it 
think' of  the  poor  prince.     I  >h,  n 
pon,  her  eves  swimming  in  t< 
sion  of  sincere  interest,  tl. 
it;  "oh,  madame.  you  I  i  mild  at 
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not  make  this  poor  prince  miserable.  Pray  love  him  a  little 
bit ;  what  can  it  matter  to  you  ?" 

So  saying,  Rose-Pompon,  with  a  perfectly  simple,  though 
too  familiar,  gesture,  took  hold  of  Adrienne's  hand,  as  if  to 
enforce  her  request.  It  had  required  great  self-command 
in  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville  to  repress  the  rush  of  joy  that  was 
mounting  from  her  heart  to  her  lips,  to  check  the  torrent  of 
questions  which  she  burned  to  address  to  Rose-Pompon,  and 
to  restrain  the  sweet  tears  of  happiness  that  for  some 
seconds  had  trembled  in  her  eyes ;  and,  strangely  enough, 
when  Rose-Pompon  took  her  hand,  Adrienne,  instead  of 
withdrawing  it,  pressed  the  offered  hand  almost  affection- 
ately, and  led  her  towards  the  window,  as  if  to  examine  her 
sweet  face  more  attentively. 

On  entering  the  room,  the  grisette  had  thrown  her  bonnet 
and  shawl  down  upon  the  bed,  so  that  Adrienne  could  admire 
the  thick  and  silky  masses  of  light  hair  that  crowned  the 
fresh  face  of  the  charming  girl,  with  its  firm,  rosy  cheeks, 
its  mouth  as  red  as  a  cherry,  and  its  large  blue  laughing 
eyes ;  and,  thanks  to  the  somewhat  scanty  dress  of  Rose- 
Pompon,  Adrienne  could  fully  appreciate  the  various  graces 
of  her  nymph-like  figure.  Strange  as  it  may  appear, 
Adrienne  was  delighted  at  rinding  the  girl  still  prettier  than 
she  had  at  first  imagined.  The  stoical  indifference  of 
Djalma  to  so  attractive  a  creature  was  the  best  proof  of  the 
sincerity  of  the  passion  by  which  he  was  actuated. 

Having  taken  the  hand  of  Adrienne,  Rose-Pompon  was 
herself  confused  and  surprised  at  the  kindness  with  which 
Mdlle.  de  Cardoville  permitted  this  familiarity.  Emboldened 
by  this  indulgence,  and  by  the  silence  of  Adrienne,  who  for 
some  moments  had  been  contemplating  her  with  almost 
grateful  benevolence,  the  grisette  resumed :  "Oh,  you  will 
not  refuse,  madame?  You  will  take  pity  on  this  poor 
prince?" 

We  cannot  tell  how  Adrienne  would  have  answered  this 
indiscreet  question  of  Rose-Pompon,  for  suddenly  a  loud, 
wild,  shrill,  piercing  sound,  evidently  intended  to  imitate  the 
crowing  of  a  cock,  was  heard  close  to  the  door  of  the  room. 

Adrienne  started  in  alarm ;  but  the  countenance  of  Rose- 
Pompon,  just  now  so  sad,  brightened  up  joyously  at  this 
signal,  and,  clapping  her  hands  she  exclaimed,  "It  is 
Philemon !" 

"What — who?"   said  Adrienne,   hastily. 
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"My  lover:  oh,  the  monster!  he  mi 
on  tiptoe,  to  take  me  by  stir] 
like  him  !" 

A  second  cock-a-doodle-doo,  still  louder  than 
heard  close  to  the  door.     "What  a 
is!     Always  the  >ame  joke,  and  yet  it 
said   Rose-Pompon. 

And  drying  her  tears  with  the  hack  of  her  ha: 
to    laugh    like    one    bewitched    at    Phili 
though  well  known  to  her,  always  seemed  i. 

"Do  not  open  the  door,"'  whispered  Adriennc,  much  i 
barrassed ;  "do  not  answer,  I  beg  of  you." 

"Though  the  door  is  bolted,   the   key  the  oul 

Philemon  can  see  that  there  is  some  one  at 

"Xo  matter — do  not  let  him  in." 

"But,  madame,  he  lives  here;  the  room  bel  to  him." 

In   fact,   Philemon,   probably  growing  til  the   lit! 

effect  produced  by  his  two  ornit!  al  irni: 

the  key  in  the  lock,  and  finding  himself  unabl  the 

door,  said  in  a  deep  bass  voice:     "What,  dear 
you  shut  yourself  in?    Are  you  praj  Jnt-Flambard 

the  return  of  Philly?"  i  short  for  Philemon.) 

Adrienne,  not  wishing  to  increase,  by  pi  :t.  the 

awkwardness  of  this  ridiculous  situation, 
the  door  and  opened  it.  to  the  great  surpr 
who  recoiled  two  or  three  steps.     Notwithstanding  the 
noyance  of  this  incident,  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville  < 
smiling  at  sight  of  Rose-Pompon's  lover,  and  of  the  arti< 
he  carried  in  his  hand  or  under  his  arm. 

Philemon  was  a  tall   fellow,   with   dark  hair 
fresh  color,  and,  being  just  arrived  from  a 
a  white  cap;  his  thick,  black  beard  flowed  down  on  1 
blue  waistcoat ;   and  a   short   olive-colo- 
coat,  with  extravagantly  large  plaid  b 
costume.    As  for  the  ao  es  which  had 

from    Adrienne,    they 
tucked  under  his  arm,  with  the  b 
protruding  from  it:  secondly,  of 
with  an  enormous  white  rabbit  all  a' 

"Oh!   the  darling   white   rabbit!   wl 
Such,    it   must    be   i 

Rose- Pompon,  though   Philemon,  to  whom   it 
dressed,  had  returned  after  a  long  a:  but  t: 
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far  from  being  shocked  at  seeing  himself  thus  sacrificed  to 
his  long-earned  companion,  smiled  complacently,  rejoicing  at 
the  success  of  his  attempt  to  please  his  mistress. 

All  this  passed  very  rapidly.  While  Rose-Pompon,  kneel- 
ing before  the  cage,  was  still  occupied  with  her  admiration 
of  the  rabbit,  Philemon,  struck  with  the  lofty  air  of  Mdlle. 
de  Cardoville,  raised  his  hand  to  his  cap,  and  bowed  respect- 
fully as  he  made  way  for  her  to  pass.  Adrienne  returned 
his  saluation  with  politeness,  full  of  grace  and  dignity,  and, 
lightly  descending  the  stairs,  soon  disappeared.  Dazzled  by 
her  beauty,  as  well  as  impressed  with  her  noble  and  lofty 
bearing,  and  curious  to  know  how  in  the  world  Rose-Pom- 
pon had  fallen  in  with  such  an  acquaintance,  Philemon  said 
to  her,  in  his  amorous  jargon : :  "Dearest  puss !  tell  her 
Philly  who  is  that  fine  lady?" 

"One  of  my  school-fellows,  you  great  satyr!"  said  Rose- 
Pompon,  still  playing  with  the  rabbit. 

Then,  glancing  at  a  box,  which  Philemon  deposited  close 
to  the  cage  and  the  portmanteau,  she  added:  "I'll  wager 
anything  you  have  brought  me  some  more  preserves !" 

"Philly  has  brought  something  better  to  his  dear  puss," 
said  the  student,  imprinting  two  vigorous  kisses  on  the  rosy 
cheeks  of  Rose-Pompon,  who  had  at  length,  consented  to 
stand  up ;  "Philly  has  brought  her  his  heart." 

"Fudge !"  said  the  grisette,  delicately  placing  the  thumb 
of  her  left  hand  on  the  tip  of  her  nose,  and  opening  the 
fingers,  which  she  slightly  moved  to  and  fro.  Philemon 
answered  this  provocation  by  putting  his  arm  around  her 
waist;  and  then  the  happy  pair  shut  their  door. 


CHAPTER  XXXVII. 

SOOTHING    WORDS. 

During  the  interview  of  Adrienne  with  Rose-Pompon  a 
touching  scene  took  place  between  Agricola  and  Mother 
Bunch,  who  had  been  much  surprised  at  Mdlle.  de  Cardo- 
ville's  condescension  with  regard  to  the  grisette.  Imme- 
diately after  the  departure  of  Adrienne,  Agricola  had  knelt 
down  beside  Mother  Bunch,  and  said  to  her,  with  profound 
emotion :     "We  are  alone,  and  I  can  at  length  tell  you  what 
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weighs   upon  my  hear;.     This  act   is  1  to  die  of 

misery  and  despair,  and  not  to  s 

"Listen   to  me,   Agricola " 

"No,  there  is  no  excuse  for  this.     What' 
other  by  the  names  of  brother  and 

years  gave  every  proof  of   sincere  affed  the 

day  of  misfortune  comes,  you  quit  life  withi 
those  you  must  leave  behind — without 
kill  yourself  is  to  tell  them  they  are  indifferent  t 

"Forgive  me,  Agricola!  it  is  true.     1  had  never  t': 
of   that,"   said  the  workgirl,  casting  down  1. 
poverty — want  of  work " 

"Misery!  want  of  work!  and  was  I  not  hi 

"And   despair!" 

"But  why  despair?     This  generous  young   lady   had 
ceived  you  in  her  house;  she  knew  your  worth,  and  tre 
you  as  her  friend — and  just  at  the  moment  when  \ 
every  chance  of  happiness,  you  leave  the  house  abrupt 
we  remain  in  the  most  horrihle  anxi<  -.our  account." 

"I    feared — to  be — to  be  a  burden   to  my   b<  • 
stammered  she. 

"You  a  burden  to  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville,  that   i  rich 

and  good !" 

"I  feared  to  be  indiscreet,"  said  the  sewing-girl,  moi 
more  embarrassed. 

Instead  of  answering  his  adopted  si 
silent,  and  contemplated  her  ;  e  moments  with 

definable  expression;  then  he  exclaimed 
plying  to  a  question  put  by  turns  "She  will  I 

for  disobeying  her. — I  am  sure  of  it." 

He  next  turned  towards  Mother  Bunch, 
at  him  in  astonishment,  and  said  to  her  it: 
tion:     "I  am  too  frank  to  keep  up  t! 
reproaching  you — blaming  you — and  my  tl 
different." 

"How  so.  Agricola?" 

"My  heart  aches,  when  I  think  of  the  evil 
you."' 

"I  do  not  understand  you,  my  frien 
me  any  evil." 

"What !  never?  even   in  litt! 
yielding  to  a  detestable  habit.    I.   wl 
you  as  my  sister,  insulted  you  a  1 
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"Insulted  me !" 

"Yes — when  I  gave  you  an  odious  and  ridiculous  nick- 
name, instead  of  calling  you  properly." 

At  these  words,  Mother  Bunch  looked  at  the  smith  in  the 
utmost  alarm,  trembling  lest  he  had  discovered  her  painful 
secret,  notwithstanding  the  assurance  she  had  received  from 
Mdlle.  de  Cardoville.  Yet  she  calmed  herself  a  little  when 
she  reflected,  that  Agricola  might  of  himself  have  thought 
of  the  humiliation  inflicted  on  her  by  calling  her  Mother 
Bunch,  and  she  answered  him  with  a  forced  smile.  "Can 
you  be  grieved  at  so  small  a  thing  ?  It  was  a  habit,  Agricola, 
from  childhood.  When  did  your  good  and  affectionate 
mother,  who  nevertheless  loved  me  as  her  daughter,  ever 
call  me  anything  else?" 

"And  did  my  mother  consult  you  about  my  marriage, 
speak  to  you  of  the  rare  beauty  of  my  bride,  beg  you  to  come 
and  see  her,  and  study  her  character,  in  the  hope  that  the 
instinct  of  your  affection  for  me  would  warn  you — if  I  made 
a  bad  choice  ?  Did  my  mother  have  this  cruelty  ? — No ;  it 
was  I,  who  thus  pierced  your  heart !" 

The  fears  of  the  hearer  were  again  aroused ;  there  could  be 
but  little  doubt  that  Agricola  knew  her  secret.  She  felt  her- 
self sinking  with  confusion ;  yet,  making  a  last  effort  not 
to  believe  the  discovery,  she  murmured  in  a  feeble  voice : 
"True,  Agricola !  It  was  not  your  mother,  but  yourself,  who 
made  me  that  request — and  I  was  grateful  to  you  for  such  a 
mark  of  confidence." 

"Grateful,  my  poor  girl!"  cried  the  smith,  whilst  his 
eyes  filled  with  tears ;  "no,  it  is  not  true.  I  pained  you 
fearfully — I  was  merciless — heaven  knows,  without  being 
aware  of  it !" 

"But,"  said  the  other,  in  a  voice  now  almost  unintelligible, 
"what  makes  you  think  so?" 

"Your  love  for  me !"  cried  the  smith,  trembling  with 
emotion,  as  he  clasped  Mother  Bunch  in  a  brotherly  em- 
brace. 

"Oh  heaven!"  murmured  the  unfortunate  creature,  as  she 
covered  her  face  with  her  hands,  "he  knows  all." 

"Yes,  I  know  all,"  resumed  Agricola,  with  an  expression 
of  ineffable  tenderness  and  respect:  "yes,  I  know  all,  and  I 
will  not  have  you  blush  for  a  sentiment,  which  honors  me, 
and  of  which  I  feel  so  justly  proud.  Yes,  I  know  all ;  and  I 
say  to  myself  with  joy  and  pride,  that  the  best,  the  most 
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noble  heart    in    the    world    is    mil 
Come,    Magdalen;    let    us    leave    shan 

Raise  your  eyes,  and  look  at  me!     You  km 
nance  was  ever  false — if  it  ever  reflected  a 
Then  look  and  tell  me,  if  you  caxui 
how  proud  I  am,  Magdalen,  how  justlj  i 

Overwhelmed  with  grief   and  confusion,    M 
had  not  dared  to  look  on  Agricola;  but  his 
so  deep  a  conviction,  the  tones  of  his  voi 
an  emotion,  that  the  poor  creature  felt  her  sh 
diminish,  particularly  when  Agricola  ad  ith  risi: 

mation :     "Be  satisfied,  my  sweet,   my  noble   M  i 
will  be  worthy  of  this  love.     Believe  me.  it  shall 
you  as  much  happiness  as  it  has  occasioned 
should  this  love  be  a  motive   for  estrangement. 
fear?     For  what  is  love,  in  the  sense  in  which  it  is  ! 
your  generous   heart?      Is   it   not   a  continual    i 
devotion,  tenderness,  esteem,  of  mutual  and  blind  confidei 
— Why.  Magdalen!  we  may  have  all  this  for  one  an 
devotion,  tenderness,  confidence — even   more  than    in   t: 
past;  for,  on  a  thousand  occasions,  ] 
with  tear  and  suspicion — while,  for  the  future,  on  t! 
trary,  you  will  see  me  take  such  delight  in  the  U  in 

your  good  and  valiant  heart,  that  you  will  be 
happiness  you  bestow.     What    I   have   just    said    ■ 
very  selfish  and  conceited;  so  much  thi 
know  how  to  lie." 

The   longer   the   smith    spoke,    the    U 
Mother  Hunch.     What  she  had  above  all   I 
covery  of  her  secret  was         ee  it  received  with  raillei 
tempt,   or  humiliating  compassion;    far    from   tin- 
happiness   were  distinctly   visible  on  the   mar. 
face  of  Agricola.     The  hunchback  knew  him  in 
deception;  therefore  she  exclaimed,  this  time  wtl. 
or  confusion,  but  rather  with  a 

"Every  sincere  and  pure  passion  i 
soling  as  to  end  by  deserving  in1 
it  has  triumphed  over  its  firsl 
to  the  heart  which  feels  and  that  which 
to  you,    Agricola— thanks   to   the    kin-! 
raised  me  in  my  owi  m — I   I 

ing,  I  ought  to  be  proud  of  this  love      M) 
right— you  are  right:  why  should  I 
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.lot  a  true  and  sacred  love  ?  To  be  near  you,  to  love  you,  to 
tell  you  so,  to  prove  it  by  constant  devotion,  what  did 
I  ever  desire  more?  And  yet  shame  and  fear,  joined  with 
that  dizziness  of  the  brain  which  extreme  misery  produces, 
drove  me  to  suicide ! — But  then  some  allowance  must  be 
made  for  the  suspicions  of  a  poor  creature,  who  has  been  the 
subject  of  ridicule  from  her  cradle.  So  my  secret  was  to  die 
with  me,  unless  some  unforeseen  accident  should  reveal  it  to 
you ;  and,  in  that  case,  you  are  right — sure  of  myself,  sure  of 
you,  I  ought  to  have  feared  nothing.  But  I  may  claim 
some  indulgence;  mistrust,  cruel  mistrust  of  one's  self 
makes  one  doubt  others  also.  Let  us  forget  all  that.  Agri- 
cola,  my  generous  brother,  I  will  say  to  you,  as  you  said  to 
me  just  now,  'Look  at  me;  you  know  my  countenance  can- 
not lie.  Look  at  me:  see  if  I  shun  your  gaze;  see  if,  ever 
in  my  life,  I  looked  so  happy' — and  yet,  even  now,  I  was 
about  to  die!" 

She  spoke  the  truth.  Agricola  himself  could  not  have 
hoped  so  prompt  an  effect  from  his  words.  In  spite  of  the 
deep  traces  which  misery,  grief,  and  sickness  had  imprinted 
on  the  girl's  features,  they  now  shone  with  radiant  hap- 
piness and  serenity,  whilst  her  blue  eyes,  gentle  and  pure 
as  her  soul,  were  fixed,  without  embarrassment,  on  those  of 
Agricola. 

"Oh !  thanks,  thanks !"  cried  the  smith,  in  a  rapture  of 
delight :  "when  I  see  you  so  calm,  and  so  happy,  Magdalen, 
I  am  indeed  grateful." 

"Yes,  I  am  calm,  I  am  happy,"  replied  she ;  "and  happy 
I  shall  be,  for  I  can  now  tell  you  my  most  secret  thoughts. 
Yes,  happy ;  for  this  day,  which  began  so  fatally,  ends  like 
a  divine  dream.  Far  from  being  afraid,  I  now  look  at  you 
with  hope  and  joy.  I  have  again  found  my  generous  bene- 
factress, and  I  am  tranquil  as  to  the  fate  of  my  poor  sister. 
Oh !  shall  we  not  soon  see  her  ?  I  should  like  her  to  take 
part  in  this  happiness." 

She  seemed  so  happy,  that  the  smith  did  not  dare  to  in- 
form her  of  the  death  of  Cephyse,  and  reserved  himself  to 
communicate  the  same  at  a  more  fitting  opportunity.  There- 
fore he  answered :  "Cephyse,  being  the  stronger,  has  been 
the  more  shaken;  it  will  not  be  prudent,  I  am  told,  to  see 
her  to-day." 

"I  will  wait  then.  I  can  repress  my  impatience,  I  have 
S,o  much  to  say  to  you." 
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"Dear,  gentle  Magdalen!" 

"Oh,  my   friend!"  cried   the  girl,   intern 
with  tears  of  joy:     -,I  cannot  tell  you  what  1   feel,  when  1 
hear  you  call  me  Magdalen.     It   is  so  swi 
that  my  heart  expands  with  delight." 

"Poor   girl!    how    dreadfully    she   must    b 
cried  the  smith,  with  inexpressible  emotion,  "when  si 
plays  so  much  happiness,  so  much  gratitude,  at  beinj 
by  her  own  poor  name !" 

"But  consider,  my  friend;  that  word  in  your  moutl 
tains  a  new  life  for  me.     It  you  only  knew  what  hopes,  v. 
pleasures  I  can  now  see  gleaming  in  the   ful 
knew  all  the  cherished  longings  of  my  tenderness!     ^ 

wife,  the  charming  Angela,  with  her  angel   face  and  an 
soul — oh!  in  my  turn,   i  can  say  to  you,  'Look  at  me. 
see  how  sweet  that  name  is  to  my   lips  and   heart!' 
your  charming,  your  good  Angela  will  call  i. 
and   your   children.    Agricola,    your    children !— dear    lit 
creatures! — to  them  als<»   1    shall   be   Magdalen    -theii 
Magdalen — and  the  love  I  shall  hear  them  will  make  t! 
mine,  as  well  as  their  mother's — and   I   shall  have  my  | 
in  every  maternal  care — and  they  will  belong  to  09  thi 
will  they  not,  Agricola? — Oh!  let  me.  let  me  Thi 

tears    without    bitterness   do    i  much 

tears   that   need   not   be   concealed.      Thank    h< 
you,  my  friend!  those  other  tears  are  I  trust  dried  fi 

For  some  seconds,  this  affecting 
by  an  invisible  witness.     The  smith  and  Mother   I 
not  perceived  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville  standing  on  the  thn 
old  of  the  door.     As   Mother   Bunch   had   said,   thi 
which    dawned    with    all    under    such    fatal    ausj  had 

become  for  all  a  day  of  ineffable   felicity.     Adri 
was  full  of  joy.  for  Djalma  had  1  ithful  to  b 

loved  her  with  passion.     The  odi 
she  had  been  the  dupe  and  victii. 
a  new  plot  of  Rodin,  and  it  only  r< 
doville  to  discover  the  end  of  these  mad 

Another  joy  was  reserved  for  her     '1 
in  detecting  happiness  in  others,  and 
the  hunchback's  last  won! 
secret   between    the   smith   and    I 
aot  therefore  help  exclaiming,  a- 


478  THE    WANDERING    JEW 

will  be  the  brightest  day  of  my  life,  for  I  shall  not  be  happy 
alone !" 

Agricola  and  Mother  Bunch  turned  round  hastily.  "Lady," 
said  the  smith,  "in  spite  of  the  promise  I  made  you,  I  could 
not  conceal  from  Magdalen  that  I  knew  she  loved  me !" 

"Now  that  I  no  longer  blush  for  this  love  before  Agricola, 
why  should  I  blush  for  it  before  you,  lady,  that  told  me  to 
be  proud  of  it,  because  it  is  noble  and  pure?"  said  Mother 
Bunch,  to  whom  her  happiness  gave  strength  enough  to  rise, 
and  to  lean  upon  Agricola's  arm. 

"It  is  well,  my  friend,"  said  Adrienne,  as  she  threw  her 
arms  round  her  to  support  her;  "only  one  word,  to  excuse 
the  indiscretion  with  which  you  will  perhaps  reproach  me. 
If  I  told  your  secret  to  M.  Agricola " 

"Do  you  know  why  it  was,  Magdalen?"  cried  the  smith, 
interrupting  Adrienne.  "It  was  only  another  proof  of  the 
lady's  delicate  generosity.  'I  long  hesitate  to  confide  to 
you  this  secret,'  said  she  to  me  this  morning,  'but  I  have  at 
length  made  up  my  mind  to  it.  We  shall  probably  find 
your  adopted  sister;  you  have  been  to  her  the  best  of 
brothers:  but  many  times,  without  knov/ing  it,  you  have 
wounded  her  feelings  cruelly — and  now  that  you  know  her 
secret,  I  trust  in  your  kind  heart  to  keep  it  faithfully,  and  so 
spare  the  poor  child  a  thousand  pangs — pangs  the  more 
bitter,  because  they  come  from  you,  and  are  suffered  in 
silence.  Hence,  when  you  speak  to  her  of  your  wife,  your 
domestic  happiness,  take  care  not  to  gall  that  noble  and 
tender  heart.' — Yes,  Magdalen,  these  were  the  reasons  that 
led  the  lady  to  commit  what  she  called  an  indiscretion." 

"I  want  words  to  thank  you  now  and  ever,"  said  Mother 
Bunch. 

"See,  my  friend,"  replied  Adrienne,  "how  often  the  de- 
signs of  the  wicked  turn  against  themselves.  They  feared 
your  devotion  to  me,  and  therefore  employed  that  unhappy 
Florine  to  steal  your  journal " 

"So  as  to  drive  me  from  your  house  with  shame,  lady, 
when  I  supposed  my  most  secret  thoughts  an  object  of  ridi- 
cule to  all.  There  can  be  no  doubt  such  was  their  plan," 
said  Mother  Bunch. 

"None,  my  child.  Well !  this  horrible  wickedness,  which 
nearly  caused  your  death,  now  turns  to  the  confusion  of  the 
criminals.      Their    plot    is    discovered — and,    luckily,    many 
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other  of  their  designs,"  said  Adriei 
Rose-Pompon. 

Then  she  resumed,  with  heartfelt  joy: 
again  united,  happier  than  ever,  and  in  OUT  \ 
we  shall  find  new  resources  to  combat  <>ur  eno  I 

our    enemies — for    all    that    love    me    are 
wretches.      But   courage,   the   hour   is   come,   and   tl  ■ 
people  will  have  their  turn." 

"Thank   heaven,   lady."   said   the   smith;   "it   my   part.    1 
shall  not  be  wanting  in  zeal.     What  delight  to  strip  them 
their  mask !" 

"Let  me  remind  you.  M.  Baudoin,  that  you 
pointment  for  to-morrow  with  M.  Hardy." 

"I  have  not  forgotten  it,  lady,  any  mine  than  the  gener- 
ous offers  I  am  to  convey  to  him." 

"That  is  nothing.  He  belongs  to  my  family.  Tell  him 
(what  indeed  I  shall  write  to  him  this  evening),  that  the 
funds  necessary  to  reopen  his  factory  are  at  his  ,  ';  I 

do  not  say  so  for  his  sake  only,  but   fur  that 
families  reduced  to  want.     Beg  him  to  quit  immediately  tin- 
fatal  abode  to  which  they  have  taken  him:   for  a  thousand 
reasons  he  should  be  on  his  guard  against  all  thai  and 

him." 

"Be  satisfied,  lady.    The  letter  he  wrote  to  me  in  replv  u> 
the  one  I  got  secretly  delivered  to  him,  was 
ate,  sad — but  he  grants  me  the  interview   I   had 
and  I  am  sure  I  shall  be  able  to  persuade  him  to  leave  that 
melancholy  dwelling,  and  perhaps  to  depart  with  i 
always  had  so  much  confidence  in  my  attachmr- 

"Well.  M.  Baudoin,  count  id  Adriem 

her  cloak  over  the  workgirl's   shouli  ind   wi 

round  with  care.     "Let  us  be  gone,  for  it  is  ; 
as  we  get  home,  I  will  give  you  a  letter  for  M.  I 
to-morrow  vou  will  C  ind  tell  me  tin 

Xo,  not  to-morrow,"  she  added,  blushii 
to  me  to-morrow,  and  the  day  after,  about  tv. 
me." 

******* 

Some  minutes  later,  the  yotm 
Agricola   and    Adrienne.    had 
gloomy  house,  and.  being  placed  in  tl 
of  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville,  she  earnestl; 
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to  see  Cephyse;  it  was  in  vain  that  Agricola  assured  her  it 
was  impossible,  and  that  she  should  see  her  the  next  day. 
Thanks  to  the  information  derived  from  Rose-Pompon, 
Mdlle.  de  Cardoville  was  reasonably  suspicious  of  all  those 
who  surrounded  Djalma,  and  she  therefore  took  measures, 
that  very  evening,  to  have  a  letter  delivered  to  the  prince 
by  what  she  considered  a  sure  hand. 


CHAPTER  XXXVIII. 


THE  TWO   CARRIAGES. 


It  is  the  evening  of  the  day  on  which  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville 
prevented  the  sewing-girl's  suicide.  It  strikes  eleven;  the 
night  is  dark ;  the  wind  blows  with  violence,  and  drives 
along  great  black  clouds,  which  completely  hide  the  pale 
lustre  of  the  moon.  A  hackney-coach,  drawn  by  two  broken- 
tvinded  horses,  ascends  slowly  and  with  difficulty  the  slope 
of  the  Rue  Blanche,  which  is  pretty  steep  near  the  barrier, 
in  the  part  where  is  situated  the  house  occupied  by  Djalma. 

The  coach  stops.  The  coachman,  cursing  the  length  of 
an  interminable  drive  "within  the  circuit,"  leading  at  last 
to  this  difficult  ascent,  turns  round  on  his  box,  leans  over 
towards  the  front  window  of  the  vehicle,  and  says  in  a  gruff 
tone  to  the  person  he  is  driving :  "Come !  are  we  almost 
there?  From  the  Rue  de  Vaugirard  to  the  Barriere  Blanche, 
is  a  pretty  good  stretch,  I  think,  without  reckoning  that  the 
night  is  so  dark,  that  one  can  hardly  see  two  steps  before 
one — and  the  street-lamps  not  lighted  because  of  the  moon, 
which  doesn't  shine,  after  all !" 

"Look  out  for  a  little  door  with  a  portico — drive  on  about 
iwenty  yards  beyond — and  then  stop  close  to  the  wall,"  an- 
swered a  squeaking  voice,  impatiently,  and  with  an  Italian 
iccent. 

"Here  is  a  beggarly  Dutchman,  that  will  make  me  as 
savage  as  a  bear,"  muttered  the  angry  Jehu  to  himself. 
Then  he  added :  "Thousand  thunders !  I  tell  you  that  I 
can't  see.     How  the  devil  can  I  rind  out  your  little  door?'' 

"Have  you  no  sense?  Follow  the  wall  to  the  right,  brush 
against  it,  and  you  will  easily  find  the  little  door.  It  is  next 
to  No.  50.  If  you  do  not  find  it,  you  must  be  drunk,"  an- 
swered the  Italian,  with  increased  bitterness. 
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The  coachman  only  replied   I 
and  whipping  up  his  jaded  h 
the  wall,  he  strained  hi  in  try: 

of  the  houses,  by  the  aid  of  hi-  can 

After  some  moments,  the  coacl  .    have 

passed  X...  50,  and  here  is  a  littl. 
the  coachman.     "Is  that  the 

"Yes,'"  said  the  voice.     "Now  go   forward  itj 

yards,  and  then  stop." 

"Well!  I  never " 

"Then  get   down    from  your   box,   a: 
knocks  at  the  little  dour  we  have  just   ; 
stand  me? — twice  three  knocl 

*'Is  that  all  you  give  me  to  drink?"  cried  the 
coachman. 

"When  you  have  taken  me  back  to  the   Fauboui 
Germain,  where  I  live,  you  shall  have  somethii 
if  you  do  but  manage  matters  well." 

"Ha!  now  the  Faubourg  Saint-Germain!    I  taly  that  litl 
hit  of  distance!"  said  the  driver,  with  r<  \nd 

I  who  have  winded  my  horses,  wanted  t<. 
vard   by  the  time  the  play   was   out.     Well.    l'r 
Then,   putting  a  good   face  on   his   had   luck, 
himself  with  the  thought  of  the  promised  drink-i 
resumed:     "I   am   to  give   twice  three   ki. 
•-?" 

"Yes;   three   knocks    first — then   pause — then    tl. 
knocks.     Do  vou  understand?" 

"What  next?" 

"Tell  the  person  who  come-.,  that  he  i-  wail 
bring  him  here  to  the  coach." 

"The  devil  burn  you1"  -aid  the  coachman  to  him!  h« 

turned  round  on  the  box.  and  whipped  up  h 
"this  crusty  old  Dutchman  has  somethii 
masons,  or,  perhaps,  smuj 
gates.     He  deserves  my  giving  him  in  chai 
me  all  the  way  from  the  Rue  de  \ 

At  twenty  steps  beyond  the  litl  »'■ 

stopped,  and  the  coachman 
the  orders  he   had   received.     Goi 
knocked  three  times  :  then  paua 
and  then  knocked  three  times  more.     Tl 
hitherto  been  so  thick  as  entirely 
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moon,  just  then  withdrew  sufficiently  to  afford  a  glimmering 
light,  so  that  when  the  door  opened  at  the  signal,  the  coach- 
man saw  a  middle-sized  person  issue  from  it,  wrapped  in  a 
cloak,  and  wearing  a  colored  cap. 

This  man  carefully  locked  the  door,  and  then  advanced 
two  steps  into  the  street.  "They  are  waiting  for  you,"  said 
the  coachman;  "I  am  to  take  you  along  with  me  to  the 
coach." 

Preceding  the  man  with  the  cloak,  who  only  answered 
him  by  a  nod,  he  led  him  to  the  coach-door,  which  he  was 
about  to  open,  and  to  let  down  the  step,  when  the  voice  ex- 
claimed from  the  inside :  "It  is  not  necessary.  The  gen- 
tleman may  talk  to  me  through  the  window.  I  will  call  you 
when  it  is  time  to  start." 

"Which  means  that  I  shall  be  kept  here  long  enough  to 
send  you  to  all  the  devils  !"  murmured  the  driver.  "However, 
I  may  as  well  walk  about,  just  to  stretch  my  legs." 

So  saying,  he  began  to  walk  up  and  down,  by  the  side  of 
the  wall  in  which  was  the  little  door.  Presently  he  heard 
the  distant  sound  of  wheels,  which  soon  came  nearer  and 
nearer,  and  a  carriage,  rapidly  ascending  the  slope,  stopped 
on  the  other  side  of  the  little  garden-door. 

"Come,  I  say !  a  private  carriage !"  said  the  coachman. 
"Good  horses  those,  to  come  up  the  Rue  Blanche  at  a  trot." 

The  coachman  was  just  making  this  observation,  when, 
by  favor  of  a  momentary  gleam  of  light,  he  saw  a  man  step 
from  the  carriage,  advance  rapidly  to  the  little  door,  open  it, 
and  go  in,  closing  it  after  him. 

"It  gets  thicker  and  thicket  !"  said  the  coachman.  "One 
comes  out,  and  the  other  goes  in." 

So  saying,  he  walked  up  to  the  carriage.  It  was  splen- 
didly harnessed,  and  drawn  by  two  handsome  and  vigorous 
horses.  The  driver  sat  motionless,  in  his  great  box-coat, 
with  the  handle  of  his  whip  resting  on  his  right  knee. 

"Here's  weather  to  drive  about  in,  with  such  tidy  dukes 
as  yours,  comrade!"  said  the  humble  hackney-coachman  to 
this  automaton,  who  remained  mute  and  impassible,  without 
even  appearing  to  know  that  he  was  spoken  to. 

"He  doesn't  understand  French — he's  an  Englishman. 
One  could  tell  that  by  his  horses,"  said  the  coachman,  putting 
this  interpretation  on  the  silence  of  his  brother  whip.  Then, 
perceiving  a  tall  footman  at  a  little  distance,  dressed  in  a 
long  gray  livery  coat,  with  blue  collar  and  silver  buttons. 
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che  coachman  addi         I  him- 
sation,  but  without  much  \ 
weather  >ut  in, 

footman,  he  was  met   with  t! 

"They're  both  Englishmen,"  resun* 
osophically;  and,   though    - 
dent  of  the  little  door,  he  recommenced  I 
tion  of  his  own  vehicle. 

While  these  fact  j,  the  man  in 

the  man  with  the  Italian  accent   continued   :' 
tion,  the  one  still  in  the  coach,  and  th< 
his  hand  on  the  door.     It  had  already  lasted  I 
and  was  carried  on  in  Italian.     They  were  evi 
of  some  absent  person,  as  will  appear  from  t! 
I  the  voice  from  the  each,  "that  is 

''Yes,   my   lord.  '  answered  the  man   in   the 
only  in  case  the  eagle  shou  :it." 

"And,   in  the  contrary  eve-  will   n  the  ot! 

half  of  the  ivory  cruc:  ive  you." 

"I  shall  know  what  it  :  :<1." 

"Continue  to  merit  and  ve  his  confidence." 

"I  will  merit  and  preserve  it,  my  lord,  '  ' 

and  respect  this  man.  who  r  than  the 

craft,  and  courage,  and  will.     I  have  knelt  lie 
humility,  as  I  would  kneel  before  one  of  the 
that  stand  between  Bowanee  and  her  worshi] 
religion,  like  mine,  teache-  to  change  lii 

"Humph  !"  said  the  voice,  in  a  tone 
ment :  "these  compa:  ire  us< 

think  of  obeying  him,  without  explaii 

'"Let  him  speak,  and   I   perform  hi  I 

hands  like  a  corp>e.  a<  he  himself 
seen,  he  sees  every  day.  nr 
gard  to  Prince  Djalma.     1 
and  this  son  of  a  king " 

"For  heaven's  sak<  not  have   such 

voice,  interrupting  the  man   in   tl 
you  will  never  be  asked 

"What  I  am  ordered  1  do,    B 

"I  do  not  doubt  your  zeal.     I 
and  intelligent  barrier,  pla 
guilty  interests ;  and  it 
of  your  skill  in  circumventing  this  yuan-  India 
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all,  of  the  motives  of  your  blind  devotion,  that  I  have  wished 
to  inform  you  of  everything.  You  are  the  fanatical  wor- 
shipper of  him  you  serve.  That  is  well ;  man  should  be  the 
obedient  slave  of  the  god  he  chooses  for  himself." 

"Yes,  my  lord ;  so  long  as  the  god  remains  a  god." 

"We  understand  each  other  perfectly.  As  for  your  recom- 
pense, you  know  what  I  have  promised." 

"My  lord,  I  have  my  reward  already." 

"How  so?" 

"I  know  what  I  know." 

"Very  well.     Then  as  for  secrecy " 

"You   have    securities,    my    lord." 

"Yes —  and  sufficient  ones." 

"The  interest  of  the  cause  I  serve,  my  lord,  would  alone 
be  enough  to  secure  my  zeal  and  discretion." 

"True ;  you  are  a  man  of  firm  and  ardent  convictions." 

"I  strive  to  be  so,  my  lord." 

"And,  after  all,  a  very  religious  man  in  your  way.  It  is 
very  praiseworthy,  in  these  irreligious  times,  to  have  any 
views  at  all  on  such  matters — particularly  when  those  views 
will  just  enable  me  to  count  upon  your  aid." 

"You  may  count  upon  it,  my  lord,  for  the  same  reason 
'.hat  the  intrepid  hunter  prefers  a  jackal  to  ten  foxes,  a  tiger 
to  ten  jackals,  a  lion  to  ten  tigers,  and  the  welmiss  to  ten 
lions." 

"What  is  the  welmiss?" 

"It  is  what  spirit  is  to  matter,  the  blade  to  the  scabbard, 
the  perfume  to  the  flower,  the  head  to  the  body." 

"I  understand.  There  never  was  a  more  just  comparison. 
You  are  a  man  of  sound  judgment.  Always  recollect  what 
you  have  just  told  me,  and  make  yourself  more  and  more 
worthy  of  the  confidence  of — your  idol." 

"Will  he  soon  be  in  a  state  to  hear  me,  my  lord?" 

"In  two  or  three  days,  at  most.  Yesterday  a  providen- 
tial crisis  saved  his  life ;  and  he  is  endowed  with  so  ener- 
getic a  will,  that  his  cure  will  be  very  rapid." 

"Shall  you  see  him  again  to-morrow,  my  lord?" 

"Yes,  before  my  departure,  to  bid  him  farewell." 

"Then  tell  him  a  strange  circumstance,  of  which  I  have 
not  been  able  to  inform  him,  but  which  happened  yester- 
day." 

"What  was  it?" 

"I  had  gone  to  the  garden  of  the  dead.  I  saw  funerals 
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everywhere,  and  lighted  torches,  in  th<    n 

night,  shining  upon  tombs.     Bowan 

sky.    As  1  thought  of  that  divinity 

with  joy  the  dead-cart  emptied  of  its 

pit  yawned  like  the  mouth  of   hell 

upon  corpses,  and  still  it  yawned  tl 

the  light  of  a  torch,  1  saw  an  old  man  1  me.     1! 

I  had  seen  him  before.   He  is  a  Jew     th< 

in  the  Rue  Saint-Francois     \<>u  know  what  1 

the  man   in  the  cloak  started. 

"Yes,  I  know;  but  what  is  the  matter?  why 
short ? ' ' 

"Because  in  that  house  there  has  been  for  a  : 

fifty  years  the  portrait  of  a  man  whom   1  in  the 

centre  of  India,  on  the  hank-  of  the  <  ianj  And  the  i 

in  the  cloak  again  paused  and  shuddered. 

"A  singular  resemblance,  no  doubt." 

"Yes,  my  lord,  a  singular  resemblance — nothing  i 

'  But  the  Jew — the  old  Jew 

"]  am  coming  to  that,  my  lord.     Still  weepin 
a  gravedigger,   'Well!  and  the  coffin?'     'You   v. 
answered  the  man;   ']    found  it   in   tin- 
other  grave.     It  had  the  f  "ii  it.   ; 
seven  hlack  nails.     But  how  could  you  know  the 
the   mark?'      'Alas!    it   is   no   matter.'    i 
with  hitter  melancholy.     'You  see  that   1   v.  as  bul 
informed  on  the  subject.      But   where   i->  the  i 
hind  the  great  tomh  of  hlack  marble;  1  have  hidden  it  I 
So  make  haste;  for,  in  the  confusion,  nothing 
You  have  paid  me  well,  and  1  wish  you  to 
you  require.'  " 

•And   what  did  the  old  Jew  do  with  tl. 
with  the  seven  hlack  nail-?" 

"'Two  men  accompanied  him.  m 
litter,  with  curtains  drawn  round  it.      1 
and.    followed  by  these  two  men.   w 
pointed  out  by  the  graved 
the  dead-carts,  made  me  ' 
was  following  amongst  the  tombs.    A 
to  find  him." 

"It  is  indeed  a  str  ir.     What 

want  with  the  coffin?" 
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"It  is  said,  my  lord,  that  they  use  dead  bodies  in  prepar- 
ing their  magic  charms." 

"Those  unbelievers  are  capable  of  anything — even  of  hold- 
ing communication  with  the  Enemy  of  mankind.  How- 
ever, we  will  look  after  this:  the  discovery  may  be  of  im- 
portance." 

At  this  instant  a  clock  struck  twelve  in  the  distance. 

"Midnight!  already?" 

"Yes,  my  lord." 

"I  must  be  gone.  Good-bye — but  for  the  last  time  swear 
to  me  that,  should  matters  so  turn  out,  as  soon  as  you  re- 
ceive the  other  half  of  the  ivory  crucifix  I  have  just  given 
you,  you  will  keep  your  promise." 

"I  have  sworn  it  by  Bowanee,  my  lord." 

"Don't  forget  that,  to  make  all  sure,  the  person  who  will 
deliver  to  you  the  other  half  of  the  crucifix  is  to  say — come, 
what  is  he  to  say?" 

"He  is  to  say,  my  lord:  'There  is  many  a  slip  'twixt  the 
cup  and  the  lip.'  " 

"Very  well.     Adieu  !  secrecy  and  fidelity  !" 

"Secrecy  and  fidelity,  my  lord,"  answered  the  man  in  the 
vloak. 

Some  seconds  after  the  hackney-coach  started,  carrying 
with  it  Cardinal  Malipieri,  one  of  the  speakers  in  the  above 
dialogue.  The  other,  whom  the  reader  has  no  doubt  recog- 
xiized  as  Faringhea,  returned  to  the  little  garden-door  of 
the  house  occupied  by  Djalma.  At  the  moment  he  was  put- 
ting the  key  into  the  lock,  the  door  opened,  to  his  great  as- 
tonishment, and  a  man  came  forth.  Faringhea  rushed  upon 
the  unknown,  seized  him  violently  by  the  collar,  and  ex- 
claimed:     "Who  are  you?  whence  came  you?" 

The  stranger  evidently  found  the  tone  of  this  question  any- 
thing but  satisfactory;  for,  instead  of  answering,  he 
struggled  to  disengage  himself  from  Faringhea's  hold,  and 
cried  out,  in  a  loud  voice :    "Flelp  !    Peter!" 

Instantly  the  carriage,  which  had  been  standing  a  few 
yards  off,  dashed  up  at  full  speed,  and  Peter,  the  tall  foot- 
man, seizing  the  half-breed  by  the  shoulders,  flung  him  back 
several  paces,  and  thus  made  a  seasonable  diversion  in  favor 
of  the  unknown. 

"Now,  sir,"  said  the  latter  to  Faringhea,  shaking  himself, 
and  still  protected  by  the  gigantic  footman,  "I  am  in  a  state 
to  answer  your  questions,  though  you  certainly  have  a  very 
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rough  way  of  receiving  an  old  acqua 

ex-bailiff  of  the  estate  of  Cardoville,  an  I  it  was  I  v 

to  fish  you  out  of  the  water,  when  the  shi| 
which  you  had  embark 

By  the  light  of  the  carriage-lamps,  indeed,  I 
recognized  the  good,  honest  if  Dupont,  formi 

and  now  house-steward,  to  Mdlle.  de 
not  be  forgotten  that  Dupont  had  been  the 
Mdlle.   de   Cardoville,   to   ask    her   to   interest    h 
Djalma,  who  was  then  detained  at  < 
injuries  he  had  received  during  the  shipwr< 

"But,  sir,  what  is  your  business  h< 
troduce  yourself  clandestinely  into  this  h 
inghea,  in  an  abrupt  and  suspicious  tor 

"I  will  just  observe  to  you  that  thei       s  oothii 
tine  in  the  matter.     I  came  here  in  a  earri:i 
in   the   livery   of   my   excellent   mistress,    Mdll 
ville,  charged  by  her.  without  any  disguise  or  :■ 
deliver  a  letter  to  Prince  Djalma,  her  cousin,"  r< 
pont,  with  dignity. 

On  these  words,  Faringhea  trembled  with  mute   I 
he  answered:     "And  why,  sir,  come  at  this  late  hour. 
introduce  yourself  by  this  little  door?" 

''I  came  at   thi-   hour,   my   dear   sir.   becau 
Mdlle.  de  Cardoville's  command,  and  1  entered  bj 
gate  because  there  is  every  reason  to  believe  that  1:    1 
gone  around  to  the  other  I  should  not  have  been  permit! 
to  see  the  prince." 

"You  are  mistaken,  sir."  replied  the  i 

"It  is  possible:   but   as   we   knew   that   the   pi 
passed   a   good   portion    of    the    night    in    the    lit: 
which  communicatee  with  the  green: 
Cardoville   had   kept   a   duplicate   k< 
pretty  certain,   by  taking  I 
into  the  prince's  own  hands  the  letter  fi 
ville,  his  cousin,  which  I  have  now  | 
my  dear  sir;  and   1   have  been  deeply   ' 
ness  with   which  the   ]>rin- 
remember  our  last  interview." 

"And  who  kept  you  so  well  in; 
habits?"  said  Faringhea,  unable  I 

"If  I  have  been  well  inform 
sir,  I  have  had  no  such  i 
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swered  Dupont,  with  a  mocking  air;  "for  I  assure  you  that 
I  had  no  more  notion  of  seeing  you  than  you  had  of  see- 
ing me." 

So  saying,  M.  Dupont  bowed  with  something  like  mock 
politeness  to  the  half-caste,  and  got  into  the  carriage,  which 
drove  off  rapidly,  leaving  Faringhea  in  a  state  of  the  utmost 
surprise  and  anger. 


CHAPTER  XXXIX. 

THE  APPOINTMENT. 

The  morning  after  Dupont's  mission  to  Prince  Djalma, 
the  latter  was  walking  with  hasty  and  impatient  step  up 
and  down  the  little  saloon,  which  communicated,  as  we 
already  know,  with  the  greenhouse  from  which  Adrienne 
had  entered  when  she  first  appeared  to  him.  In  remem- 
brance of  that  day,  he  had  chosen  to  dress  himself  as  on 
the  occasion  in  question ;  he  wore  the  same  tunic  of  white 
cashmere,  with  a  cherry-colored  turban,  to  match  with  his 
girdle ;  his  gaiters,  of  scarlet  velvet,  embroidered  with 
silver,  displayed  the  fine  form  of  his  leg,  and  terminated  in 
small  white  morocco  slippers,  with  red  heels.  Happiness 
has  so  instantaneous,  and,  as  it  were,  material  an  influence 
upon  young,  lively,  and  ardent  natures,  that  Djalma,  de- 
jected and  despairing  only  the  day  before,  was  no  longer  like 
the  same  person.  The  pale,  transparent  gold  of  his  com- 
plexion was  no  longer  tarnished  by  a  livid  hue.  His  large 
eyes,  of  late  obscured  like  black  diamonds  by  a  humid 
vapor,  now  shone  with  mild  radiance  in  the  centre  of  their 
pearly  setting;  his  lips,  long  pale,  had  recovered  their  nat- 
ural color,  which  was  rich  and  soft  as  the  fine  purple 
flowers  of  his  country. 

Ever  and  anon,  pausing  in  his  hasty  walk,  he  stopped 
suddenly,  and  drew  from  his  bosom  a  little  piece  of  paper, 
carefully  folded,  which  he  pressed  to  his  lips  with  enthu- 
siastic ardor.  Then,  unable  to  restrain  the  expression  of  his 
happiness,  he  uttered  a  full  and  sonorous  cry  of  joy,  and 
with  a  bound  he  was  in  front  of  the  plate-glass  which  sep- 
arated the  saloon  from  the  conservatory,  in  which  he  had 
first  seen   Mdlle.   de   Cardoville.      By  a  singular  power   of 
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remembrance,  or  marvellous  hallucinal  a  mind   i 

sessed  by  a  fixed  idea,  Djalma  had  often  seen,  or  fancied  he 
saw,    the   adored    semblance    of    Adrienne    a] 
through  this   sheet   of  crystal.     Thi 

complete,  that,  with  his  eyes  ardent'-,  on  the 

invoked,  he  had  been  able,  with  the  aid  of  a  ] 
in  carmine,  to  trace  with  astonishin 
of  the  ideal  countenance  which  the  delirium  of  hi 
tion  had  presented  to  his  view.*     It  was  I 
cate  lines  of  bright  carmine  that  I  Ijalma  n< 
contemplation,  after  perusing  and   reperusing,   and 
twenty   times    to   his    lips,    the    letter    be    I 
night  before  from  the  hands  of  Dupont.     Djaln 
alone.    Faringhea  watched  all  the  movements  of  the  prii 
with    a    subtle,    attentive,    and    gloomy    aspi 
respectfully   in  a  corner   of   the   saloon,   t! 
peared    to    be    occupied    in    unfolding   and 
Djalma's   sash,   light,   silky   Indian   web.   the   brown 
of   which   was  almost    entirely   con<  by   the 

gold  and  silver  embroidery  with  which  it  was  overlaid. 
The    countenance    of    the    half-caste    wore    a    dark 
gloomy  expression.     He  could   not   deceive   him  The 

letter  from   Mdlle.  de  Cardoville,   deliver*  '.   bj    Du| 
Djalma,  must  have  been  the  cause  of  tin 
experienced,   for,  without  doubt,  he  knew 
In  that  event,  his  obstinate  silence  towards   Farii 
since  the  latter  had  entered  the  saloon,  great!- 
half-caste,   who  could    not    tell    what    interpret   I    i 
upon  it.     The  night  before,  after  parting   with   1 
had   hastened,   in   a   state   of   anxiet) 
look   for  the  prince,   in  the  1 
produced  by  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville's  letter. 
the  parlor  door  closed,  and  when  he  km 
answer  from  within.     Then,  though  t! 
vanced.   he  had  dispatched  a  note  to   Rodin,   in 
informed  him  of   Dupont's  visit  and  it! 
Djalma  had  indeed  passed  the  night  in  a  tun 
ncss  and  hope,  and  a   fever  of   im| 
to   describe.      Repairing   to   his 
the  morning,  he  had  taken  a   few  i 
had  then  dressed  himself  without 

*  Some  collectors  of  curiosities 
Indian  art,  distinguished  by  their  primil 
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Many  times,  but  in  vain,  the  half-caste  had  discreetly 
knocked  at  the  door  of  Dj alma's  apartment.  It  was  only  in 
the  early  part  of  the  afternoon  that  the  prince  had  rung 
the  bell  to  order  his  carriage  to  be  ready  by  half-past  two, 
Faringhea  having  presented  himself,  the  prince  had  given 
him  the  order  without  looking  at  him,  as  he  might  have 
done  to  any  other  of  his  servants.  Was  this  suspicion, 
aversion,  or  mere  absence  of  mind  on  the  part  of 
Djalma?  Such  were  the  questions  which  the  half-caste  put 
to  himself  with  growing  anguish ;  for  the  designs  of  which 
he  was  the  most  active  and  immediate  instrument  might  all 
be  ruined  by  the  least  suspicion  in  the  prince. 

"Oh!  the  hours — the  hours — how  slow  they  are!"  cried 
the  young  Indian,  suddenly,  in  a  low  and  trembling  voice. 

"The  day  before  yesterday,  my  lord,  you  said  the  hours 
were  very  long,"  observed  Faringhea,  as  he  drew  near 
Djalma  in  order  to  attract  his  attention.  Seeing  that  he 
did  not  succeed  in  this  he  advanced  a  few  steps  nearer, 
and  resumed:  "Your  joy  seems  very  great,  my  lord;  tell 
the  cause  of  it  to  your  poor  and  faithful  servant,  that  he 
also  may  rejoice  with  you." 

If  he  heard  the  words,  Djalma  did  not  pay  any  attention 
to  them.  He  made  no  answer,  and  his  large  black  eyes 
gazed  upon  vacancy.  He  seemed  to  smile  admiringly  upon 
some  enchanting  vision,  and  he  folded  his  two  hands  upon 
his  bosom,  in  the  attitude  which  his  countrymen  assume  at 
the  hour  of  prayer.  After  some  instants  of  contemplation, 
he  said:  "What  o'clock  is  it?" — but  he  asked  this  question 
of  himself,  rather  than  of  any  third  person. 

"It  will  soon  be  two  o'clock,  my  lord,"  said  Faringhea. 

Having  heard  this  answer,  Djalma  seated  himself,  and 
hid  his  face  in  his  hands,  as  if  completely  absorbed  in  some 
ineffable  meditation.  Urged  on  by  his  growing  anxiety, 
and  wishing  at  any  cost  to  attract  the  attention  of  Djalma, 
Faringhea  approached  still  nearer  to  him,  and,  almost  cer- 
tain of  the  effect  of  the  words  he  was  about  to  utter,  said  to 
him  in  a  slow  and  emphatic  voice :  "My  lord,  I  am  sure  that 
you  owe  the  happiness  which  now  transports  you  to  Mdlle  de 
Cardoville." 

Hardly  had  this  name  been  pronounced,  than  Djalma 
started  from  his  chair,  looked  the  half-breed  full  in  the  face, 
and  exclaimed,  as  if  only  just  aware  of  his  presence,  "Far- 
inghea! you  here! — what  is  the  matter?" 
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"Your  faithful  servant  shares  in  your  :    .    an 

"What  joy?" 

"That  which  the  letter  o 
sioned.  my  lord." 

Djalma  returned   i  wer,   hut    I 

much  serene  happiness,   that   the  ha 
his  apprehensions.     X..  cloud  of  dou 
the  radiant  features  of  the  prince.    Alter  a 
silence,  Djalma  fixed  upon  the  1 
with  a  tear  of  joy,  and  said  to  him,  with  the 
one  whose  heart  overflows  with  love  and  hap;::;, 
such  delight  is  good — great — like  heaven ! — for  il 
which " 

"You  deserve  this  happiness,  my  lord,  afl  af- 

ferings." 

"What    sufferings? — Oh!    yes.      I    formerly  at 

Java  ;  but  that  was  years  ago." 

"My  lord,  this  great  good  fortune  does  not 
What  have  I  always  told  you?     1  >■>  not   des]  iii  n  a 

violent  passion  for  some  other  woman,  and  then  thii 
young  lady " 

At  these  words  Djalma  looked  at  the  half-< 
piercing   a   glance,   that    the    latter     •  I    shun  ;    hut    the 

prince  said  to  him  with  affectionate  goodness,     (       on!      I 
listen." 

Then,  leaning  his  chin  upon  his  hand,  and  h: 
his  knee,  he  gazed  so  intently  on  Farin^hea.  and  yi 
such    unutterable    mildness,    that    even    that    i:    n 
touched  for  a  moment  with  a  slight  feeling 

"I  was  saying,  my  lord,"  he  resumed,  "that 
the  counsels  of  your  faithful 

feign    a    passionate    love    for    another    woman,    you    i 
brought  the  proud   Mdlle.   de  Cardoville   I 
Did  I  not  tell  you  it  would  be 

"Yes,  you  did  tell  me  so,"  answe 
taining  the  same  position,  and  examining  the  hah 
the  same  fixed  and  mild  attention. 

The    surprise    of    Faringhea    inert 
prince,  without  treating  him  with  the 
served  the  somewhat  distant  and  im; 
common  country,  and  he  had  m 
such  extreme  mildness.     Knowing  all  tl 
••he  prince,  and  suspicious  as  the  wicked  n 
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half-caste  thought  for  a  moment,  that  his  master's  apparent 
kindness  might  conceal  a  snare.  He  continued,  therefore, 
with  less  assurance,  "Believe  me,  my  lord,  this  day,  if  you  do 
but  know  how  to  profit  by  your  advantages,  will  console  you 
for  all  your  troubles,  which  have  indeed  been  great — for 
only  yesterday,  though  you  were  generous  enough  to  forget 
it,  only  yesterday  you  suffered  cruelly — but  you  were  not 
alone  in  your  sufferings.  This  proud  young  lady  suffered 
also !" 

"Do  you  think  so  ?"  said  Djalma. 

"Oh!  it  is  quite  sure,  my  lord.  What  must  she  not  have 
felt,  when  she  saw  you  at  the  theatre  with  another  woman ! 
■ — If  she  loved  you  only  a  little,  she  must  have  been  deeply 
wounded  in  her  self-esteem ;  if  she  loved  you  with  passion, 
she  must  have  been  struck  to  the  heart.  At  length,  you 
see,  wearied  out  with  suffering,  she  has  come  to  you." 

"So  that,  any  way,  she  must  have  suffered — and  that 
does  not  move  your  pity?"  said  Djalma,  in  a  constrained, 
but  still  very  mild  voice. 

"Before  thinking  of  others,  my  lord,  I  think  of  your  dis- 
tresses ;  and  they  touch  me  too  nearly  to  leave  me  any  pity 
for  other  woes,"  added  Faringhea,  hypocritically,  so  greatly 
had  the  influence  of  Rodin  already  modified  the  character 
of  the  Phansegar. 

"It  is  strange !"  said  Djalma,  speaking  to  himself,  as  he 
viewed  the  half-caste  with  a  glance  still  kind  but  piercing. 

"What  is   strange,  my  lord?" 

"Nothing.  But  tell  me,  since  your  advice  has  hitherto 
prospered  so  well,  what  think  you  of  the  future?" 

"Of  the   future,  my  lord?" 

"Yes ;  in  an  hour  1  shall  be  with  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville." 

"That  is  a  serious  matter,  my  lord.  The  whole  future 
will  depend  upon  this  interview." 

"That  is  what  I  was  just  thinking." 

"Believe  me,  my  lord,  women  never  love  any  so  well,  as 
the  bold  man  who  spares  them  the  embarrassment  of  a 
refusal." 

"Explain  more  fully." 

"Well.,  my  lord,  they  despise  the  timid  and  languishing 
lover,  who  asks  humbly  for  what  he  might  take  by  force." 

"But  to-day  I  shall  meet  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville  for  the  first 
time." 

"You  have  met  her  a  thousand  times  in  your  dreams,  my 
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lord  ;  and  depend  upon  it.  she  has 

since  she  loves  you.     1 
has  found  an  echo  in  her  heart.     All  your 
have  been  responded   to   by   her. 
guages,  and,  without   meeting,  you  ha\ 

had  to  say  to  each  other.     Now,  it 
master,  and  she  will  he  yours  enl 

"It    is    strange — very    strai 
time,   without   removing  his  eyes   from    I 

Mistaking  the  sense  which   the   prino 
words,  the  halt -caste  resumed:     "Bi 
ever  strange  it  may  appear,  this  is  the  wi 
member  the  past.    Was  it  by  playing  tin  timid  1 

that  you  have  brought  to  your  feet  thi 
my  lord?    No,  it  was  by  pretending  to  d 
of   another   woman.      Therefore,   let   us   h. 

The   lion   does   not    woo   like   the   ] r   turtle 

cares  the  sultan  of  the  desert  for  a  f i 

the  lioness,  who  is  more  pleased  than  angT) 

wild  caresses?     Soon   submissivi  rful   an 

follows  in  the  track  of  her  master. 

try   everything — dare   everything — and    I  U    will 

come  the  adored  sultan  of  this  young  lady,  wh 

all  Paris  admire-." 

After  some   minutes'   sileno  [ma,   si 

with  an  expre.--ion  of  tender  pity, 

his  mild,  sonorous  voice:     "Why  betray  me  t!  Wl 

advise  me  thus  wickedly  to  use   violei 
prise,  towards  an  angel  of  purity,   whom    I    ; 
mother?    Is  it  not  enough  tor  you  to  1. 
voted  to  my  enemies,  whose  hatred  has 
Javav> 

Had  Djalma  sprung  upon  the  half-c 
eye.  menacing  brow,  and  lifted  poniard,  the  latter  v. 
been  less  surprised,  and  perhaps 

he  heard  the  prince  .-peak  of  his  tr- 
mild  reproach. 

He  drew  back  hastily,  as  if  about  I 
But  Djalma  resumed,  with  the  -aim- 
ing.     Yesterday    I    should    have    ki 

happy  love  renders  me  too  just  I 

pity   you,   without   any    feeling   of    bit  Uit 
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have  been  very  unhappy,  or  you  could  not  have  become  so 
wicked." 

"My  lord !"  said  the  half-caste,  with  growing  amazement. 

"Yes,  you  must  have  suffered  much,  and  met  with  little 
mercy,  poor  creature,  to  have  become  so  merciless,  in  your 
hate,  and  proof  against  the  sight  of  a  happiness  like  mine. 
When  I  listened  to  you  just  now,  and  saw  the  sad  persever- 
ance of  your  hatred,  I  felt  the  deepest  commiseration  for 
you." 

"I  do  not  know,  my  lord — but "  stammered  the  half- 
caste,  and  was  unable  to  find  words  to  proceed. 

"Come,  now — what  harm  have  I  ever  done  you?" 

"None,  my  lord,"  answered  Faringhea. 

"Then  why  do  you  hate  me  thus?  why  pursue  me  with  so 
much  animosity?  Was  it  not  enough  to  give  me  the  per- 
fidious counsel  to  feign  a  shameful  love  for  the  young  girl 
that  was  brought  hither,  and  who  quitted  the  house  dis- 
gusted at  the  miserable  part  she  was  to  play  ?" 

"Your  feigned  love  for  that  young  girl,  my  lord,"  replied 
Faringhea,  gradually  recovering  his  presence  of  mind,  "con- 
quered the  coldness  of " 

"Do  not  say  that,"  resumed  the  prince,  interrupting  him 
with  the  same  mildness.  "If  I  enjoy  this  happiness,  which 
makes  me  compassionate  towards  you,  and  raises  me  above, 
myself,  it  is  because  Mdlle  de  Cardoville  now  knows  that  I 
have  never  for  a  moment  ceased  to  love  her  as  she  ought  to 
be  loved,  with  adoration  and  reverence.  It  was  your  inten- 
tion to  have  parted  us  forever,  and  you  had  nearly  suc- 
ceeded." 

"If  you  think  this  of  me,  my  lord,  you  must  look  upon  me 
as  your  most  mortal  enemy." 

"Fear  nothing,  I  tell  you.  I  have  no  right  to  blame  you. 
In  the  madness  of  my  grief,  I  listened  to  you  and  followed 
your  advice.  I  was  not  only  your  dupe,  but  your  accomplice. 
Only  confess  that,  when  you  saw  me  at  your  mercy,  dejected, 
crushed,  despairing,  it  was  cruel  in  you  to  advise  the  course 
that  might  have  been  most  fatal  to  me." 

"The  ardor  of  my  zeal  may  have  deceived  me,  my  lord." 

"I  am  willing  to  believe  it.  And  yet  again  to-day  there 
were  the  same  evil  counsels.  You  had  no  more  pity  for  my 
happiness  than  for  my  sorrow.  The  rapture  of  my  heart 
inspires  you  with  only  one  desire — that  of  changing  this 
rapture  into  despair." 
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''I,  my  lord !" 

"Yes,  you.     It  was  your  intention  to  rmn  rue—: 
honor  me  forever  in  the  eyes  ol  Mdll 

tell  me— why  this  furious  hate?  what  have  I 

"You  misjudge  me,  my  lord — and " 

"Listen  to  me.    I  do  not  wish  you  I 
and  treacherous.     1  wish  to  make  you  | 
they  charm  serpents,  and  tame  the  wild 
a  man,  with  a  mind  t<>  reason,  a  heart   to  toi 
tame  you  too  by  gentleness.     This  day  has  he 
divine  happiness;   you   shall   have 
day.     What  can  I  do  for  you?  what  would  you 
You  shall  have  it.     Do  you  desire  more  than  gi 
desire  a  friend,  to  console  you  for  the  sorrows  that  made 
wicked,  and  to  teach  you  to  be  good  ?    Th< 
I   will  be  that   friend — in  spite  of  the  evil — ay,   I 
the  evil  you  have  done  me.      Yes ;    I    will   be   your 
friend,  and  it  shall  he  my  delight  to  say  *o  my-  fh< 

day  on  which  I  learned  that  my  angel  loved  me.  my  happil 
was    great    indeed — for,    in    the    morning,    I    had    an    im- 
placable enemy,  and,  ere  night,  his  hatred  was  changed  to 
friendship.'     Believe  me,   Faringhea,   misery  mal 
but  happiness  produces  virtue.     Be  happy  '" 

At  this  moment  the  clock  struck  two.    The  print 
It  was  time  to  go  on  his  visit  to  Adrienne.    The  hai 
countenance  of  Djalma,  doubly  embellished  by  the  mild,  in- 
effable expression  with  which  it  had   been  animated   whilst 
he  was  talking  to  the  half-caste,  now  seemed  illumiix 
almost  divine  radiance. 

Approaching   Faringhea,   he  extended   his   hand   with 
utmost  grace  and  courtesy,  saying  to  him.  "Y 

The  half-caste,  whose  brow  was  bathed  with  a 
whose  countenance  was  pale  and  agitated,  - 
for  an   instant;   then,   overawed,   conquered, 
offered  his  trembling  hand  to  the  prince,  who  i 
said  to  him.  in  their  country's  fashion,  "You  i 
hand  honestly  in  a  friend's:  this  hand  shall 
against  you.    Faringhea,  farewell '     I  now  feel  mj 
worthy  to  kneel  before  my  angel." 

And  Djalma  went  out.  on  his  way  I 
Adrienne.     In  spite  of  his  ity,  in 

hate  he  bore  to  the  whole  human  ra 
Bowanee  was  staggered  by  the  noble  and  clen 
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Djalma,  and  said  to  himself,  with  terror,  "I  have  taken  his 
hand.     He  is  now  sacred  for  me." 

Then,  after  a  moment's  silence,  a  thought  occurred  to  him, 
and  he  exclaimed,  "Yes — but  he  will  not  be  sacred  for  him 
who,  according  to  the  answer  of  last  night,  waits  for  him  at 
the  door  of  the  house." 

So  saying,  the  half-caste  hastened  into  the  next  room, 
which  looked  upon  the  street,  and,  raising  a  corner  of  the 
curtain,  mattered  anxiously  to  himself,  "The  carriage  moves 
off — the  man  approaches.  Perdition !  it  is  gone  and  I  see  no 
more." 


CHAPTER  XL. 


ANXIETY. 


By  a  singular  coincidence  of  ideas,  Adrienne,  like  Djalma, 
had  wished  to  be  dressed  exactly  in  the  same  costume  as  at 
their  interview  in  the  house  in  the  Rue  Blanche.  For  the 
site  of  this  solemn  meeting,  so  important  to  her  futurt 
happiness,  Adrienne  had  chosen,  with  habitual  tact,  the  grand 
drawing-room  of  Cardoville  House,  in  which  hung  many 
family  portraits.  The  most  apparent  were  those  of  her 
father  and  mother.  The  room  was  large  and  lofty,  and 
furnished,  like  those  which  preceded  it,  with  all  the  im- 
posing splendor  of  the  age  of  Louis  XIV.  The  ceiling, 
painted  by  Lebrun,  to  represent  the  Triumph  of  Apollo, 
displayed  his  bold  designing  and  vigorous  coloring,  in  the 
centre  of  a  wide  cornice,  magnificiently  carved  and  gilt,  and 
supported  at  its  angles  by  four  large  gilt  figures,  repre- 
senting the  Seasons.  Huge  panels,  covered  with  crimson 
damask,  and  set  in  frames,  served  as  the  background  to  the 
family  portraits  which  adorned  this  apartment.  It  is  easier 
to  conceive  than  describe  the  thousand  conflicting  emotions 
which  agitated  the  bosom  of  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville  as  the 
moment  approached  for  her  interview  with  Djalma.  Their 
meeting  had  been  hitherto  prevented  by  so  many  painful 
obstacles,  and  Adrienne  was  so  well  aware  of  the  vigilant 
and  active  perfidy  of  her  enemies,  that  even  now  she  doubted 
of  her  happiness.  Every  instant,  in  spite  of  herself,  her 
eyes  wandered  to  the  clock.     A  few  minutes  more,  and  the 
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hotu   of  the  appointment   would 
Every  reverbe'ration  was  echoed   h 

enne's  lu-art.     She  considered  that   1 
had.   doubtless,   prevented   his   comii 
fixed   by   herself.     Far   from   blaming   tin 
fully  appreciated  it.     But,  from  that  mon 
noise  in  the  adjoining  apartments,  she  heH  1. 
listened  with  the  anxiety  of  expectati 

For  the   first    few  minutes   which    follov 
which  she  expected   Ujalma.    Mdlle.   <le  Card 
serious    apprehension,    and    calmed    her    i< 
notion    (which  appears  childish  enough  to  thi 
never  known  the  feverish  agitation  of  waiting 
meeting),  that  perhaps  the  clocks  in  the  Rue 
vary  a  little  from  those  in  the  Rue  d'Anjou.     But  wh 
supposed  variation,  conceivable  enough   in   itself,  could 
longer  explain  a  delay  of  a  qua-  an  hour,  of  tw< 

minutes,  of  more,  Adrienne   felt  her  anxiety  in- 

crease.    Two  or  three  times  the  young  girl  rose,  with  palpi- 
tating heart,  and  went  on  tip-toe  to  listen  at  the  d 
saloon.       She  heard   nothing.     The  clock   struck   h 
three. 

Unable  to  suppress  her  growing  I 
a   last   hope,   Adrienne   returned    towards   the   fire] 
rang  the  bell.     After  which  she  endeav 
features,  so  as  to  betray  no  outward  sign  i 
few  seconds,  a  gray-haired  footman. 
the  door,  and  waited  in  respectful  silen 
his  mistress.    The  latter  said  to  him,  in  a  caln 
drew,  request  Hebe  to  give  you  the  smelling  I    I 

left   on   the   chimney-piece    in    my    room,    and 
here."     Andrew  bowed:  but    ji 
draw  to  execute  Adrienne's  orders,  which  v. 
to  enable  her  to  ask  a  question  without 
much   importance   to    it    in    her 
formed  of  the  expected  visit  of  the  prince,  M  I 
ville  added,  with  an  air  of  indifferent        "1': 
right?" 

Andrew  drew  out  his  watch,  and   r< 
eyes  upon  it,  "Yes,  mademoi  i 
fuileries.     It  is  more  than  half -past  thi 

"Verv  well — thank  you!"  said 

Andrew  again  U.   be; 
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Adrienne,  "I  forgot  to  tell  you,  lady,  that  Marshal  Simon 
called  about  an  hour  ago ;  but,  as  you  were  only  to  be  at 
home  to  Prince  Djalma,  we  told  him  that  you  received  no 
company." 

"Very  well,"  said  Adrienne.  With  another  low  bow, 
Andrew  quitted  the  room,  and  all  returned  to  silence. 

For  the  precise  reason  that,  up  to  the  last  minute  of  the 
hour  previous  to  the  time  fixed  for  her  interview  with 
Djalma,  the  hopes  of  Adrienne  had  not  been  disturbed  by 
the  slightest  shadow  of  doubt,  the  disappointment  she  now 
felt  was  the  more  dreadful.  Casting  a  desponding  look  at 
one  of  the  portraits  placed  above  her,  she  murmured,  with 
a  plaintive  and  despairing  accent,  "Oh,  mother!" 

Hardly  had  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville  uttered  the  words  than 
the  windows  were  slightly  shaken  by  a  carriage  rolling  into 
the  courtyard.  The  young  lady  started,  and  was  unable  to 
repress  a  low  cry  of  joy.  Her  heart  bounded  at  the  thought 
of  meeting  Djalma,  for  this  time  she  felt  that  he  was  really 
come.  She  was  quite  as  certain  of  it  as  if  she  had  seen 
him.  She  resumed  her  seat  and  brushed  away  a  tear  sus- 
pended from  her  long  eyelashes.  Her  hand  trembled  like 
a  leaf.  The  sound  of  several  doors  opening  and  shutting 
proved  that  the  young  lady  was  right  in  her  conjecture. 
The  gilded  panels  of  the  drawing-room  door  soon  turned 
upon  their  hinges,  and  the  prince  appeared. 

While  a  second  footman  ushered  in  Djalma,  Andrew 
placed  on  a  gilded  table,  within  reach  of  his  mistress,  a 
little  silver  salver,  on  which  stood  the  crystal  smelling- 
bottle.  Then  he  withdrew,  and  the  door  of  the  room  was 
closed.  The  prince  and  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville  were  left  alone 
together. 


CHAPTER  XLI. 

ADRIENNE    AND    DJALMA. 

The  prince  had  slowly  approached  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville. 
Notwithstanding  the  impetuosity  of  the  Oriental's  passions,, 
his  uncertain  and  timid  step — timid,  yet  graceful — betrayed 
his  profound  emotion.  He  did  not  venture  to  lift  his  eyes  to 
Adrienne's  face;  he  had  suddenly  become  very  pale,  and 
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his  finely  formed  hands,  folded  ova   ! 

tude   of   adoratit.il.    trembled    violent!) 

down,  he  remained  standing  at  a  little  di  I 

enne.     This  embarrassment,  ridiculous  in 

appeared  touching  in  this  prince-  of   t 

endowed  with  an  almost  fabulous  intrepidit) 

and  generous  a  character,  that  no  tra\ 

the  son  of  Kadja-sing  without  a  tril 

respect.      Swat   emotion!   chaste   n 

ing  if  we  consider  that  the  burning  • 

were  all  the  more  inflammable,  because  they  ha 

heen  held  in  check. 

Xo  less  embarrassed  than   her  cousin,   A.dri<  ir- 

doville   remained   seated.      Like    Djahna.    sh 
eyes;  hut  the  burning  hlush  on  her  cheeks,  ti. 
ing  of  her  virgin  !«)som.  revealed  an  emotion  t! 
not  even  attempt  to  hide.     Notwithstanding  tin-  pow 
her  mind,  by  turns  gay,  graceful,  and  wit; 
ing   the  decision   of    her   proud   and    in 

and    her   complete   acquaintance    with    the    maim-  the 

world — Adrienne    shared    Dj alma's    simple   and    enchai 
awkwardness,  and  partook  of  that  kind  of  ten 
ness,    beneath    which   these   two   pure,   ardent, 
beings  appeared  sinking — as  if   una' 
ing  agitation  of  the  senses,  combined  with  the  ii 
excitement  of  the  heart.     And  yet  their  < 
Each  seemed  to   fear  the  first   electric  - 
glance — that  invincible  attraction  of  two  impassioned 
— that   sacred   fire,    which   suddenly   kindles   tl 
lifts  two  mortals  from  earth  to  1  for  it  : 

the  Divinity  to  give  on  If  up  with   i 

the  most  noble  and   irresistible  sentiment   that    !!■ 
planted  within  us — the  only  sentiment  that,  in  lb 
wisdom,  the  Dispenser  of  all  i.'1""!  i 
tify,    by   endowing    it    with    a    spark    of    I 
energy. 

Djalma  was  the  first  to  raise  hi 
and    sparkling.      The   excitemenl    of   ] 
burning   ardor   of    his    . 
admiration  in  which  he  held  if  leal 
in  his  look,  mingled   with  tful   til 

the  countenance   of    this   youth   an   undefii 
character.     Yes,  irresistible! — for,   when   Adrii 
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tered  his  glance,  she  trembled  in  every  limb,  and  felt  herself 
attracted  by  a  magnetic  power.  Already,  her  eyes  were 
heavy  with  a  kind  of  intoxicating  languor,  when,  by  a  great 
effort  of  will  and  dignity,  she  succeeded  in  overcoming  this 
delicious  confusion,  rose  from  her  chair,  and  said  to  Djalma 
in  a  trembling  voice :  "Prince,  I  am  happy  to  receive  you 
here."  Then,  pointing  to  one  of  the  portraits  suspended 
above  her,  she  added,  as  if  introducing  him  to  a  living  per- 
son:    "Prince — my  mother!" 

With  an  instinct  of  rare  delicacy,  Adrienne  had  thus 
summoned  her  mother  to  be  present  at  her  interview  with 
Djalma.  It  seemed  a  security  for  herself  and  the  prince, 
against  the  seductions  of  a  first  interview — which  was  likely 
to  be  all  the  more  perilous,  that  they  both  knew  themselves 
madly  loved,  that  they  both  were  free,  and  had  only  to 
answer  to  Providence  for  the  treasures  of  happiness  and 
enjoyment  with  which  He  had  so  magnificently  endowed 
them.  The  prince  understood  Adrienne's  thoughts ;  so  that, 
when  the  young  lady  pointed  to  the  portrait,  Djalma,  by  a 
spontaneous  movement  full  of  grace  and  simplicity,  knelt 
down  before  the  picture,  and  said  to  it  in  a  gentle,  but  manly 
voice :  "I  will  love  and  revere  you  as  my  mother.  And, 
in  thought,  my  mother  too  shall  be  present,  and  stand  like 
you,  beside  your  child !" 

No  better  answer  could  have  been  given  to  the  feeling 
which  induced  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville  to  place  herself,  as  it 
were,  under  the  protection  of  her  mother.  From  that  mo- 
ment, confident  in  Djalma,  confident  in  herself,  the  young 
lady  felt  more  at  her  ease,  and  the  delicious  sense  of  happi- 
ness replaced  those  exciting  emotions,  which  had  at  first 
so  violently  agitated  her. 

Then,  seating  herself  once  more,  she  said  to  Djalma,  as 
she  pointed  to  the  opposite  chair :  "Pray  take  a  seat,  my 
dear  cousin ;  and  allow  me  to  call  you  so,  for  there  is  too 
much  ceremony  in  the  word  prince ;  and  do  you  call  me 
cousin  also,  for  I  find  other  names  too  grave.  Having  settled 
this  point,  we  can  talk  together  like  old  friends." 

"Yes,  cousin,"  answered  Djalma,  blushing. 

"And,  as  frankness  is  proper  between  friends,"  resumed 
Adrienne,  "I  have  first  to  make  you  a  reproach,"  she  added, 
with  a  half-smile. 

The  prince  had  remained  standing,  with  his  arm  resting 
on  the  chimney-piece,  in  an  attitude  full  of  grace  and  respect. 
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"Yes,   cousin,'*   continued    Adri< 
you  will  perhaps  ve  me  for  □ 

you  a  little  sooner." 

"Perhaps,  cousin,  you  may  blame  rm 
soon.'' 

"What  do  you  mean?" 

"At  the  moment  when  I  left  home,  a  man.  v. 
know,  approached  my  carriage,  and  said  I 
an  air  of  sincerity  that  1   believed  him: 
>ave  the  life  of  a  person  who  has  hern  a 
you.     Marshal  Simon  is  in  great  dan  id,  to  n 

you  must  follow  me  on  the  instant " 

"It    was    a    snare,"    cried    Adrienne,    1 
Simon  was  here,  scarcely  an  hour  ago." 

"Indeed!"  exclaimed  Djalma.  joyfull 
been   relieved   from  a  great   weight     "Then   there   w\ 
nothing  to  sadden  this  happy  day  '." 

"But,  cousin,"  resumed  Adrienne,  "how  cat 
suspect  this  emissary?" 

"Some   words,   which  afterwards   esca]  in 

spired  me  with  doubts,"  answer*  Ima:  "1 

followed  him,  fearing  the  marshal  might  be  in 
I  know  that  he  also  has  enemii 

"Now  that  I  reflect  on  it,  you  were  quite 
for  some  new  plot  against  the  marshal  v. 
and  the  least  doubt   v.  i   to   indu 

him." 

"I  did  so — even  though  you  v. 

"It  was  a  generous  sacrifice;  and  my 
increased   by   it.    if    it   could   be   inct 
with  emotion,     "lint  what  became  of  thi 

"At  my  desire,  he  got  into  the  car 
about  the  marshal,  and  in  despair  at 
that  I  was  to  have  passed  with  j    ... 
with  all  sorts  of  questions.    Sev<  ral 
with  embarrassment,  and  then  the  i 
whole  might  be  a  snare.      Remembei 
already  attempted,  to  ruin  me  in 
changed  my  course.     The  vexation  of  tl 
panied  me  then  because  so  . 
no  doubt  upon  the  subject.    Still,  wh< 
Simon,  I  felt  a  kind  of  vague  r 
have  now  happily  set  at  n 
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'Those  people  are  implacable!"  said  Adrienne;  "but  our 
happiness  will  be  stronger  than  their  hate." 

After  a  moment's  silence,  she  resumed,  with  her  habitual 
frankness :  "My  dear  cousin,  it  is  impossible  for  me  to 
conceal  what  I  have  at  heart.  Let  us  talk  for  a  few  seconds 
of  the  past,  which  was  made  so  painful  to  us,  and  then  we 
will  forget  it  forever,  like  an  evil  dream." 

"I  will  answer  you  sincerely,  at  the  risk  of  injuring  my- 
self," said  the  prince. 

"How  could  you  make  up  your  mind  to  exhibit  yourself 
in  public  with ?" 

"With  that  young  girl?"  interrupted  Djalma. 

"Yes,  cousin,"  replied  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville,  and  she  waited 
for  Djalma's  answer  with  anxious  curiosity. 

"A  stranger  to  the  customs  of  this  country,"  said  Djalma, 
without  any  embarrassment,  for  he  spoke  the  truth,  "with 
a  mind  weakened  with  despair,  and  misled  by  the  fatal 
counsels  of  a  man  devoted  to  my  enemies,  I  believed,  even 
as  I  was  told,  that,  by  displaying  before  you  the  semblance 
of  another  love,  I  should  excite  your  jealousy,  and  thus " 

"Enough,  cousin ;  I  understand  it  all,"  said  Adrienne  has- 
tily, interrupting  Djalma  in  her  turn,  that  she  might  spare 
him  a  painful  confession.  "I  too  must  have  been  blinded 
by  despair,  not  to  have  seen  through  this  wicked  plot,  espe- 
cially after  your  rash  and  intrepid  action.  To  risk  death 
for  the  sake  of  my  bouquet !"  added  Adrienne,  shuddering 
at  the  mere  remembrance.  "But  one  last  question,"  she 
resumed,  "though  I  am  already  sure  of  your  answer.  Did 
you  receive  a  letter  that  I  wrote  to  you,  on  the  morning  of 
the  day  in  which  I  saw  you  at  the  theatre?" 

Djalma  made  no  reply.  A  dark  cloud  passed  over  his 
fine  countenance,  and,  for  a  second,  his  features  assumed  so 
menacing  an  expression,  that  Adrienne  was  terrified  at  the 
effect  produced  by  her  words.  But  this  violent  agitation 
soon  passed  away,  and  Djalma's  brow  became  once  more 
calm  and  serene. 

"I  have  been  more  merciful  that  I  thought,"  said  the 
prince  to  Adrienne,  who  looked  at  him  with  astonishment. 
"I  wished  to  come  hither  worthy  of  you,  my  cousin.  I  par- 
doned the  man  who,  to  serve  my  enemies,  had  given  me  all 
those  fatal  counsels.  The  same  person,  I  am  sure,  must 
have  intercepted  your  letter.  Just  now,  at  the  memory  of 
the  evils  he  thus  caused  me,  I,  for  a  moment,  regretted  my 
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clemency.     Rut   then,   again,    I    thought 
yesterday — and  my  anger  is  all  gone 

"Then  the  sad  time  of  fear  and  susj 
picion,  that  made  me  doubt  of  your  sentinn 
mine.     Oh.  yes!  far  removed  from  us  It  thai 
cried  Adrienne  de  Cardoville,  with  deep  joy.. 

Then,  as  if  she  had  relieved  her  heart  from  :: 
of  sadness,  she  continued:  "The  future  is  a!!  j 
radiant  future,  without  cloud  or  ol  pure  in  the   im- 

mensity of  its  horizon,  and  extending  ! 
sight !" 

It  is  impossible  to  describe  the  tone  of  enthi 
which  accompanied  these  words.     But  suddenly 
features  assumed  an  expression  of  touching  m< 
she  added,  in  a  voice  of  profound  emotion:  "Ai 
this  hour — so  many  unfortunate  creatures  sutler  pain!' 

This  simple  touch  of  pity  for  the  misforttttN 
the  moment  when  the  noble  maiden  he- 
highest  point  of  happiness,  had  such  an  e 
that    involuntarily    he    fell    on    his    knees    ; 
clasped  his  hands  together,  and  turned  towards  her  I 
countenance,    with    an    almost    daring 
hiding  his   face  in  his  hands,   he  bowed   I  1   wit: 

speaking   a   single   word.      There    was    a    momenl 
silence.     Adrienne  was  the  first  to  break  it. 
tear  steal  through  the  slender  in  i  the  j >ri n> 

"My  friend!  what  is  the  matte:  rith 

a  movement   rapid   as   thought,   she 
taking  hold  of  Dj alma's  hands,  drew  them   from 
face.     That  face  was  bathed  in  tear 

"You   wee!>!"   cried    Mdlle. 
tated  that  she  kept  the  bands  of  Djalma  in  h 
unable  to  dry  his  tears,  the  youn$    Hii 
llow  like  so  many  drops  o:  vet  th< 

cheeks. 

"There  is   not   in   this   widi  1   a   ha] 

mine!"   said   the   prince,   in   his 
with  a  kind  of  exhaust  in; 
ness,  and  so  it  should  be.    You  give  me  h< 
to  give  you  the  whole  earth,  it  would 
Alas!  what  can  man  r  a  divinity,  but  I 

adore?     He  can  never  bone  to   return   tb. 
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and  this  makes  him  suffer — not  in  his  pride — but  in  his 
heart !" 

Djalma  did  not  exaggerate.  He  said  what  he  really  felt: 
and  the  rather  hyperbolical  form,  familiar  to  Oriental  na- 
tions, could  alone  express  his  thought  The  tone  of  his 
regret  was  so  sincere,  his  humility  so  gentle  and  full  of 
simplicity,  that  Adrienne,  also  moved  to  tears,  answered 
him  with  an  effusion  of  serious  tenderness,  "My  friend,  we 
are  both  at  the  supreme  point  of  happiness.  Our  future 
felicity  appears  to  have  no  limits,  and  yet,  though  derived 
>rom  different  sources,  sad  reflections  have  come  to  both  of 
us.  It  is,  you  see,  that  there  are  some  sorts  of  happiness, 
which  make  you  dizzy  with  their  own  immensity.  For  a 
moment,  the  heart,  the  mind,  the  soul,  are  incapable  of  con- 
taining so  much  bliss ;  it  overflows  and  drowns  us.  Thus 
the  flowers  sometimes  hang  their  heads,  oppressed  by  the 
too  ardent  rays  of  the  sun,  which  is  yet  their  love  and  life. 
Oh,  my  friend !  this  sadness  may  be  great,  but  it  also  sweet !" 

As  she  uttered  these  words,  the  voice  of  Adrienne  grew 
fainter  and  fainter,  and  her  head  bowed  lower,  as  if  she 
were  indeed  sinking  beneath  the  weight  of  her  happiness. 
Djalma  had  remained  kneeling  before  her,  his  hands  in  hers 
— so  that  as  she  thus  bent  forward,  her  ivory  forehead  and 
golden  hair  touched  the  amber-colored  brow  and  ebon  curls 
of  Djalma.  And  the  sweet,  silent  tears  of  the  two  young 
lovers  flowed  together,  and  mingled  as  they  fell  on  their 
clasped  hands. 

SfC  3|C  3|C         -^  3|C  s)t  ?fc  s|e 

Whilst  this  scene  was  passing  in  Cardoville  House,  Agri- 
cola  had  gone  to  the  Rue  de  Vaugirard,  to  deliver  a  letter 
from  Adrienne  to  M.  Hardy. 


CHAPTER  XLII. 


"the   imitation." 


As  we  have  already  said,  M.  Hardy  occupied  a  pavilion 
Ml  the  "Retreat"  annexed  to  the  house  in  the  Rue  de"  Vaugi- 
rard, inhabited  by  a  goodly  number  of  the  reverend  fathers 
of  the  Company  of  Jesus.  Nothing  could  be  calmer  and 
more  silent  than  this  dwelling.     Every  one  spoke  in  whis- 
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pers,   and   the   servants   them  oily  in 

their  words,  something  sanctified  in  I 

Like  all   that   is   subject   to  the  i 
influences  ■  men,  this  mournful 

entirely  wanting  in  life  and  animation,     i  ! 
an  existence  of  wearisome  and  icy 
by  the  use  of  certain  devotional 
cordance  with  the  selfish  calculation  of  the  i 
the  mind,  deprived  of  all  ;  :it  and  all 

port,  soon  began  to  droop  and  pine  away  in 
heart  seemed  to  beat  more  slowly,  the  soul  v. 
the  character   weakened;   at   last,' all    freewill, 
discrimination,  was  extinguished,  and  the  ' 
ting  to  the  same  process  of  self -annihilate 
of  the  Company,  became,  like  them,  mi 
hands  of  the  brotherhood. 

The  object  of   these  manoeuvres   w 
They  secured  the  means  of  obtaining  all  Icil 
the  constant  aim  of  the  skilful  policy  and  men 
of  these  priests.     By  the  aid  of  enorn 
they  thus  become  the  possessors  or  the  tru 
out  and  obtain  the  success  of   their   pi 
murder,   incendiarism,    revolt,   and   all   the   bon  ivil 

war,  excited  by  and  through  them,  should  drench  in  bl< 
the  lands   over   which  they   seek   to  extend   their   dark 
minion. 

Such,   then,   was   the   asylum   of   peace   and    inn  in 

which  Francois  Hardy  had  taken  refuge.     He  OCCU] 
ground-floor  of  a  summer-house,  which 
tion  of  the  garden.     His  apartments  had 
chosen,    for   we   know   with    what    profound   and 
craft  the  reverend   fathers  avail  thi 
fluences,  to  make  a  deep  impression  upon  th 
moulding  to  their   purpose.      Imagine  a  pi 
by  a  high  wall,  of  a  blackish  gray,  halfn  with  i 

plant  peculiar  to  ruins.     A  dark  ava 
fit  to  shade  the  grave   with   their   sepulchral 
tended  from  this  wall  to  a  little  semicircle,  ii 
apartment  generally  occupied  by  M.   Hard'. 
mounds    of    earth,    bordered    with    I 
completed   the  charms  of   this  garden,   w! 
spect  resembled  a  cemetery. 

It  was  about  two  o'clock  in  the  afternoon.     Though  the 
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April  sun  shone  brightly,  its  rays,  intercepted  by  the  high 
wall  of  which  we  have  spoken,  could  not  penetrate  into  that 
portion  of  the  garden,  obscure,  damp,  and  cold  as  a  cavern, 
which  communicated  with  M.  Hardy's  apartment.  The  room 
was  furnished  with  a  perfect  sense  of  the  comfortable.  A 
soft  carpet  covered  the  floor ;  thick  curtains  of  dark  green 
baize,  the  same  color  as  the  walls,  sheltered  an  excellent  bed, 
and  hung  in  folds  about  the  glass-door,  which  opened  on  the 
garden.  Some  pieces  of  mahogany  furniture,  plain,  but 
very  clean  and  bright,  stood  round  the  room.  Above  the 
secretary,  placed  just  in  front  of  the  bed,  was  a  large  ivory 
crucifix,  upon  a  black  velvet  ground.  The  chimney-piece 
was  adorned  with  a  clock,  in  an  ebony  case,  with  ivory  orna- 
ments representing  all  sorts  of  gloomy  emblems,  such  as 
hour-glasses,  scythes,  death-heads,  etc.  Now  imagine  this 
scene  in  twilight,  with  its  solitary  and  mournful  silence,  only 
broken  at  the  hour  of  prayer  by  the  lugubrious  sound  of  the 
bells  of  the  neighboring  chapel,  and  you  will  recognize  the 
infernal  skill,  with  which  these  dangerous  priests  know  how 
to  turn  to  account  every  external  object,  when  they  wish  to 
influence  the  mind  of  those  they  are  anxious  to  gain  over. 
And  this  was  not  all.  After  appealing  to  the  senses,  it  was 
necessary  to  address  themselves  to  the  intellect — and  this 
was  the  method  adopted  by  the  reverend  fathers.  A  single 
book — but  one — was  left,  as  if  by  chance,  within  reach.  This 
book  was  Thomas  a  Kempis'  "Imitation."  But  as  it  might 
happen  that  M.  Hardy  would  not  have  the  courage  or  the 
desire  to  read  this  book,  thoughts  and  reflections  borrowed 
from  its  merciless  pages,  and  written  in  very  large  charac- 
ters, were  suspended  in  black  frames  close  to  the  bed,  or  at 
other  parts  within  sight,  so  that,  involuntarily,  in  the  sad 
leisure  of  his  inactive  dejection,  the  dweller's  eyes  were 
almost  necessarily  attracted  by  them.  To  that  fatal  circle 
of  despairing  thoughts  they  confined  the  already  weakened 
mind  of  this  unfortunate  man,  so  long  a  prey  to  the  most 
acute  sorrow.  What  he  read  mechanically,  every  instant  of 
the  day  and  night,  whenever  the  blessed  sleep  fled  from  his 
eyes  inflamed  with  tears,  was  not  enough  merely  to  plunge 
the  soul  of  the  victim  into  incurable  despair,  but  also  to  re- 
duce him  to  the  corpse-like  obedience  required  by  the  Society 
of  Jesus.  In  that  awful  book  may  be  found  a  thousand 
terrors  to  operate  on  weak  minds,  a  thousand  slavish  maxims 
to  chain  and  degrade  the  pusillanimous  soul. 
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And  now  imagine  M.   Hardy  i 
house;  while  his  heart,  torn  by  bittei 
horrihle  treachery,  bled  even  faster  t! 

Attended  with  the  utmost  care,  and  th. 
edged  skill  of  Dr.  Baleinier,  M.  Har 

the  hurts   he  had   received   when   he  thl 

embers  of  his  burning  factory.     Yet,  il 

projects  of  the  reverend   fathers,  a  drug,  han 

in  its  effects,  but  destined  to  act  for  a  time  Upon  t 

the  patient,  and  often  em]  for  that  purpose  in 

important  cases   by  the  pious   doctor, 

Hardy,  and  had  kept  him  pretty  Ion-  in 

torpor.  _  To  a  soul  agonized  by  cruel  d< 

an  inestimable  benefit  to  be  plunged  into  that  kind 

which  at  least  prevents  one   from  dwelling  upon  t!. 

Hardy  resigned  himself  entirely  to  th  hy, 

and  at  length  came  to  regard  it  as  the  supreme 
do  unfortunate  wretches,  tortured  by  cruel  d 
with  gratitude  the  opiate  which  kills  them  slowly,  but  which 
at  least  deadens  the  sense  of  pain. 

In  sketching  the  portrait  of  M.  Hardy,  we  tried  to 
some  idea  of  the  exquisite  delicacy  of  hi>  tern!  his 

painful  susceptibility  with  regard  to  anythii 
and  of  his  extreme  goodness,  uprightn 
We  now  allude  to  these  admirable  qualiti 
observe,  that  with  him,  as  with  almost  all  who  • 
they  were  not.  and  could  not  be,  united   with 
and   resolute    character.     Admirably    ] 
deeds,  the  influence  of  this  excellent  man 
rather  than  commanding;  it  was  not  by  tin 
somewhat  overbearing  will,  peculiar  to  Oth 
and  noble  heart,  that  Hardy  had  I  I  the  j 

Common  Dwelling-house;  it  was  by  at": 
for  with  him  mildness  took  the  pla 
of  any  baseness  or  injustice,  he  did  no1 
ous  and  threatening;  but  he  suffered  ii 
not  boldly  attack  the  criminal,  but  he  tu- 
rn pity  and  sorrow.     And  then  I 
feminine  delicacv,  had  an  irn 
contact  of  dear  affections;  tl 
Even  as  a  poor,  frail  bird  dies  with  tl 
no  longer  lie  close  to   its   brethren,   and    ; 
municate  the  sweet  warmth  of  the  maternal 
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this  sensitive  organization,  this  extremely  susceptible  nature, 
receives  blow  after  blow  from  sorrows  and  deceptions,  one 
of  which  would  suffice  to  shake,  if  it  did  not  conquer,  the 
firmest  and  most  resolute  character.  Hardy's  best  friend  has 
infamously  betrayed  him.  His  adored  mistress  has  aban- 
doned him. 

The  house  which  he  had  founded  for  the  benefit  of  his 
workmen,  whom  he  loved  as  brethren,  is  reduced  to  a  heap 
of  ashes.  What  then  happens?  All  the  springs  of  his  soul 
are  at  once  broken.  Too  feeble  to  resist  such  frightful  at- 
tacks, too  fatally  deceived  to  seek  refuge  in  other  affections, 
too  much  discouraged  to  think  of  laying  the  first  stone  of 
any  new  edifice — this  poor  heart,  isolated  from  every  salu- 
tary influence,  finds  oblivion  of  the  world  and  of  itself  in  a 
kind  of  gloomy  torpor.  And  if  some  remaining  instincts  of 
life  and  affection,  at  long  intervals,  endeavored  to  rouse 
themselves  within  him,  and  if,  half-opening  his  mind's  eye, 
which  he  had  kept  closed  against  the  present,  the  past,  and 
the  future,  Hardy  looks  around  him — what  does  he  see? 
Only  these  sentences,  so  full  of  terrible  despair : 

"Thou  art  nothing  but  dust  and  ashes.  Grief  and  tears 
art  thy  portion.  Believe  not  in  any  son  of  man.  There  are 
no  such  things  as  friendship  or  ties  of  kindred.  All  human 
affections  are  false.  Die  in  the  morning,  and  thou  wilt  be 
forgotten  before  night.  Be  humble — despise  thyself — and 
let  others  despise  thee.  Think  not,  reason  not,  live  not — 
but  commit  thy  fate  to  the  hands  of  a  superior,  who  will 
think  and  reason  for  thee.  Weep,  suffer,  think  upon  death. 
Yes,  death !  always  death — that  should  be  thy  thought  when 
thou  thinkest — but  it  is  better  not  to  think  at  all.  Let  a 
feeling  of  ceasless  woe  prepare  thy  way  to  heaven.  It  is 
only  by  sorrow  that  we  are  welcome  to  the  terrible  God 
whom  we  adore !" 

Such  were  the  consolations  offered  to  this  unfortunate 
man.  Affrighted,  he  again  closed  his  eyes,  and  fell  back 
into  his  lethargy.  As  for  leaving  this  gloomy  retreat,  he 
could  not,  or  rather  he  did  not  desire  to  do  so.  He  had  lost 
the  power  of  will ;  and  then,  it  must  be  confessed,  he  had 
finished  by  getting  accustomed  to  this  house,  and  liked  it 
well — they  paid  him  such  discreet  attentions,  and  yet  left 
him  so  much  alone  with  his  grief — there  reigned  all  around 
such  a  death-like  silence,  which  harmonized  closely  with 
the  silence  of  his  hearth;  and  that  was  now  the  tomb  of 
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his   last   love,  last  friendship,  A!* 

dead    within    him!      Then    began    th 

transformation,  so  judiciousl} 

rected  the  whole  of   this  machination,   i 

details.     At   first   alarmed   by   the   dread fu 

surrounded  him.  M.  Hardy  had  at  len 

self  to  read  them  over  almost  mechanically,  ju 

tive.  in  his  mournful  hours  of  leasure,  c 

door  of  his  prison,  or  the  bars  of  the  grati 

was  already  a  great  point  gained  by  ti. 

And   soon    his    weakened    mind    was    >tru 
parent  correctness  of  these  false  and  melanch 

Thus  he  read:  "Do  not  count  upon  th. 
human  creature" — and    he    had    himself    been 
betrayed. 

"Man  is  born  to  sorrow  and  despair" — and  he 
self  despairing. 

"There  is  no  rest  save  in  the  c< 
the  slumber  of  his  mind  had  broughl 

Peepholes,  skillfully  concealed  by  the  1 
wainscoting  of  these  apartments,  enabled  thi 
at  all  times  to  see  and  hear  the  boa 
observe  their  countenance  and  manner,  when 
themselves  to  be  alone.     Every  exclamation  ol 
escaped   Hardy   in   his  gloomy    solitudi 
Father  d'Aigrigny  by  a  us  listener.     Th< 

father,  following  scrupulously  Rodin's  instru  I 
first  visited   his   boarder   very   rarely.      We   h v 
when  Father  d'Aigrigny  wished  it,  he  could 
irresistible  power  of  charming,   and   a< 
all  his  tact  and  skill  into  the  inter 
when  he  came  from  time  to  time  to  inqu 
Informed  of  everything  by  his  lided  I 

ural  sagacity,  he  soon  saw  all  th< 
of  the  physical  and  moral  prostration  of  tl 
tain   beforehand   that    Hardy   w< 
spoke  to  him  frequently  of  th. 
him  affectionately   to  leave   it,   if   1 
monotony,  or  at  all  events 
pleasure  and  amusement. 
ment  to  this  unfortunate  man.  was  in  his  | 
sure  a  refusal,  and  so  it  of  c 
grigny  did  not  at  first  try  to  gain  the  I 
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nor  did  he  speak  to  him  of  sorrow;  but  every  time  he  came, 
he  appeared  to  take  such  a  tender  interest  in  him,  and  showed 
it  by  a  few  simple  and  well-timed  words.  By  degrees,  these 
interviews,  at  first  so  rare,  became  more  frequent  and  longer. 
Endowed  with  a  flow  of  honeyed,  insinuating,  and  persuasive 
eloquence,  Father  d'Aigrigny  naturally  took  for  his  theme 
those  gloomy  maxims,  to  which  Hardy's  attention  was  now 
so  often  directed. 

Supple,  prudent,  skilful,  knowing  that  the  hermit  had 
hitherto  professed  that  generous  natural  religion  which 
teaches  the  grateful  adoration  of  God,  the  love  of  humanity, 
the  worship  of  what  is  just  and  good,  and  which,  disdaining 
dogmas,  professes  the  same  veneration  for  Marcus  Aurelius 
as  for  Confucius,  for  Plato  as  for  Christ,  for  Moses  as  for 
Lycurgus — Father  d'Aigrigny  did  not  at  first  attempt  to 
convert  him,  but  began  by  incessantly  reminding  him  of  the 
abominable  deceptions  practised  upon  him ;  and,  instead  of 
describing  such  treachery  as  an  exception  in  life — instead 
of  trying  to  calm,  encourage,  and  revive  his  drooping  soul — 
instead  of  exhorting  Hardy  to  seek  oblivion  and  consolation 
in  the  discharge  of  his  duties  toward  humanity,  towards 
his  brethren,  whom  he  had  previously  loved  and  succored 
— Father  d'Aigrigny  strove  to  inflame  the  bleeding  wounds 
of  the  unfortunate  man,  painted  the  human  race  in  the  most 
atrocious  blackness,  and,  by  declaring  all  men  treacherous, 
ungrateful,  wicked,  succeeded  in  rendering  his  despair  in- 
curable. Having  attained  this  object,  the  Jesuit  took  another 
step.  Knowing  Hardy's  admirable  goodness  of  heart,  and 
profiting  by  the  weakened  state  of  his  mind,  he  spoke  to 
him  of  the  consolation  to  be  derived  by  a  man  overwhelmed 
with  sorrow,  from  the  belief  that  every  one  of  his  tears, 
instead  of  being  unfruitful,  was  in  fact  agreeable  to  God, 
and  might  aid  in  the  salvation  of  souls — the  belief,  as  the  rev- 
erend father  adroitly  added,  that  by  faith  alone  can  sorrow 
be  made  useful  to  humanity,  and  acceptable  to  Divinity. 

Whatever  impiety,  whatever  atrocious  Machiavelism  there 
was  in  these  detestable  maxims,  which  make  of  a  loving- 
kind  Deity  a  being  delighted  with  the  tears  of  his  crea- 
tures, was  thus  skillfully  concealed  from  Hardy's  eyes,  whose 
generous  instincts  were  still  alive.  Soon  did  this  loving  and 
tender  soul,  whom  unworthy  priests  were  driving  to  a  sort 
of  moral  suicide,  find  a  mournful  charm  in  the  fiction,  that 
lis  sorrows  would  at  least  be  profitable  to  other  men.     It 
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was  at  first  only  a  fiction;  bul   • 
takes  pleasure  in  such  a  fable,  rtnisl 
reality,  and   by   d<  jrees   will   submii 
Such  was  Hardy's  moral  and  physical  si 
of  a  servant  who  had  been  bought  over,  : 
Agricola  Baudoin  a  letter  requesting  an  ii 
the  workman  could  not  have  1 
pleadings,  but  he  was  accompanied  by 
quence  and  reasonings  were  of  a  mo 
a  spirit  like  Hardy's. 

It  is  unnecessary  to  point  out  t<>  t: 
dignified  reserve  Gabriel  had  confined  his: 
generous  means  of  rescuing  Hardy  from  the 
of  the  reverend  fathers.     It  was  repugnant  t<>  the 
of  the  young  missionary,   to  stoop  to  a  i 
odious  plots  of   these  priests,     lie-  would  only   ! 
this    extreme    course,    had    hi  .en  til    and 

words  have  failed  to  have  any  effect  on  liar 
About   a   quarter   of   an    hour    had    ■ 
departure,   when    the    servant    appointed    to    wait    i 
boarder  of  the  reverend  fathers  entered  and  d< 
a  letter. 

"From  whom  is  this?"  asked  Hardy. 

"From  a  boarder  in  the  house,  sir." 
bowing. 

This  man  had   a  crafty  hypocriti 
hair  combed  over  his   for  in  a  I 

alwavs  cast  down  his  eyes.     Wait  it 
his  hands,  and  began  to  twiddle  his  thumbs.     ; 
the  letter,  and  read  as   follow 

"Sir, — I  have  only  Just  heard,  by  men 
this  respectable  house:  a  long  ilh 
live,  will  explain  my  ignorance  "i 
only  met  once,  sir,  the  circumstance  which  ! 
serious  a  nature,  that  I  cannot  think  \ 


Hardy  stopped,  and  I  his  m< 

tion,  and  not  finding  anything  I  the 

he  continued  to  read  : 


"This  circumstance 
ful  svmpathv  for  y  u,  ^ir.  that  I 
upon  you,  particularly  a>  I  learn,  that 
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day — a  piece  of  information  I  have  just  derived  from  the  excellent  and 
worthy  Abbe  Gabriel,  one  of  the  men  I  most  love,  esteem,  and  rever- 
ence. May  I  venture  to  hope,  sir,  that  just  at  the  moment  of  quitting 
jur  common  retreat  to  return  to  the  world,  you  will  deign  to  receive 
favorably  the  request,  however  intrusive,  of  a  poor  old  man,  whose  life 
will  henceforth  be  passed  in  solitude,  and  who  cannot  therefore  have 
any  prospect  of  meeting  you,  in  that  vortex  of  society  which  he  has 
abandoned  forever.  Waiting  the  honor  of  your  answer,  I  beg  you  to 
accept,  sir,  the  assurance  of  the  sentiments  of  high  esteem  with  which 
I  remain,  sir,  with  the  deepest  respect, 

"Your  very  humble  and  most  obedient  servant, 

"Rodin." 

After  reading  this  letter  and  the  signature  of  the  writer, 
Hardy  remained  for  some  time  in  deep  thought,  without  be- 
ing able  to  recollect  the  name  of  Rodin,  or  to  what  serious 
circumstances  he  alluded. 

After  a  silence  of  some  duration,  he  said  to  the  servant : 
"M.  Rodin  gave  you  this  letter?" 

"Yes,  sir." 

"And  who  is  M.  Rodin?" 

"A  good  old  gentleman,  who  is  just  recovering  from  a 
long  illness,  that  almost  carried  him  off.  Lately,  he  has 
been  getting  better,  but  he  is  still  so  weak  and  melancholy, 
that  it  makes  one  sad  to  see  him.  It  is  a  great  pity,  for 
mere  is  not  a  better  and  more  worthy  gentleman  in  the 
house — unless  it  be  you,  sir,"  added  the  servant,  bowing 
with  an  air  of  flattering  respect. 

"M.  Rodin;"  said  Hardy,  thoughtfully.  "It  is  singular, 
that  I  should  not  remember  the  name  nor  any  circumstance 
connected  with  it." 

"If  you  will  give  me  your  answer,  sir,"  resumed  the 
servant,  "I  will  take  it  to  M.  Rodin.  He  is  now  with 
Father  d'Aigrigny,  to  whom  he  is  bidding  farewell." 

"Farewell?" 

"Yes,  sir,  the  post-horses  have  just  come." 

"Post-horses  for  whom?"  asked  Hardy. 

"For  Father  d'Aigrigny,  sir." 

"He  is  going  on  a  journey  then !"  said  Hardy,  with  some 
surprise. 

"Oh !  he  will  not,  I  think,  be  long  absent,"  said  the  servant, 
with  a  confidential  air,  "for  the  reverend  father  takes  no 
one  with  him,  and  but  very  light  luggage.  No  doubt,  the 
reverend  father  will  come  to  say  farewell  to  you,  sir,  be- 
fore he  starts.    But  what  answer  shall  I  give  M.  Rodin?" 
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The  letter,  just  received,  was  couched  in  such  • 

— it   spoke  of   Gabriel    with   so  much   i 
linked  moreover  by  a  natural  curii 
to   refuse  this   interview  before  quitting  the  !. 
the  servant:  "Please  tell  M.  Rodin,  thai  if  he  wil 
self  the  trouble  to  come  to  me,  I  shall 

"I    will   let   him   know   immediately, 
servant,  bowing  as  he  left  tl  m. 

When  all  me.  Hardy,  while  wonderinj 
could  be.  began  to  make  some  slight  prepared* 
parture.     For  nothing  in  the  world   would  he  ha 
another  night   in  this  house;  and,   in   order  to  k< 
courage,  he  recalled  every  instant  the  mild, 
guage   of    Gabriel,    just    as    the    sup 
litanies,  with  a  view  of  escaping  from  temptation. 

The  servant  soon  returned,  and  said:  "M.  Rodin  is  here, 
sir. 

"Beg  him  to  walk  in." 

"Rodin  entered,  clad  in  his  long  black  dre  own.  and 

with  his  old  silk  cap  in  his  hand.     The  servant  then  with- 
drew.    The   day   was    just   closing.      Hardy    i 
Rodin,  whose  features  he  did  not  at  fii  uish. 

as  the  reverend  father  approached  the  window, 
narrowly  at  him  for  an  instant,  and  then  uttered 
mation,   wrung  from   him   by   surprise  and   painful    n 
brance.     But.  recovering  himself   from  this  fir 
Hardy  said  to  the  Jesuit,  in  an  agitated  voi 
sir?    Oh,  you  are  right!     It  was  indeed  a 
cumstance  that  first  brought  us  togetl 

"Oh.  my  dear  sir!'*  said  Rodin,  in  a  kindly  and  un  i 
tone:  "I  was  sure  you  would  not  ha\ 
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It   will   doubtless   be   renv  i    thai 

(although  a  stranger  to  Hard 
and  inform  him    of    Oe    Blc  imcful 

dreadful  blow,  which  had  only  preceded  by 
a  second  no  less  horrible  misfortune;  for  it 
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ence  of  Rodin  that  Hardy  had  learned  the  unexpected  de- 
parture of  the  woman  he  adored.  Painful  to  him  must 
have  been  the  sudden  appearance  of  Rodin.  Yes,  thanks  to 
the  salutary  influence  of  Gabriel's  counsels,  he  recovered 
himself  by  degrees,  and  the  contraction  of  his  features  being 
succeeded  by  a  melancholy  calm,  he  said  to  Rodin :  "I  did 
not  indeed  expect  to  meet  you,  sir,  in  this  house." 

"Alas,  sir !"  answered  Rodin,  with  a  sigh,  "I  did  not  ex- 
pect to  come  hither,  probably  to  end  my  days  beneath  this 
roof,  when  I  went,  without  being  acquainted  with  you,  but 
only  as  one  honest  man  should  serve  another,  to  unveil  to 
you  a  great  infamy." 

"Indeed,  sir,  you  then  rendered  me  a  true  service ;  per- 
haps, in  that  painful  moment,  I  did  not  fully  express  my 
gratitude;  for,  at  the  same  moment  in  which  you  revealed 
to  me  the  treachery  of  M.  de  Blessac " 

"You  were  overwhelmed  by  another  piece  of  painful  in- 
telligence," said  Rodin,  interrupting  M.  Hardy;  "I  shall 
never  forget  the  sudden  arrival  of  that  poor  woman,  who, 
pale  and  affrighted,  and  without  considering  my  presence, 
came  to  inform  you  that  a  person  who  was  exceedingly  dear 
to  you  had  quitted  Paris  abruptly." 

"Yes,  sir ;  and,  without  stopping  to  thank  you,  I  set  out 
immediately,"  answered  Hardy,  with  a  mournful  air. 

"Do  you  know,  sir."  said  Rodin,  after  a  moment's  silence, 
"that  there  are  sometimes  very  strange  coincidences  ?" 

"To  what  do  you  allude,  sir?" 

"While  I  went  to  inform  you  that  you  were  betrayed  in 
5o  infamous  a  manner — I  was  myself " 

Rodin  paused,  as  if  unable  to  control  his  deep  emotion, 
and  his  countenance  wore  the  expression  of  such  overpower- 
ing grief  that  Hardy  said  to  him,  with  interest :  "What  ails 
you,  sir?" 

"Forgive  me,"  replied  Rodin,  with  a  bitter  smile. 
"Thanks  to  the  ghostly  counsels  of  the  angelic  Abbe  Ga- 
briel, I  have  reached  a  sort  of  resignation.  Still,  there  are 
certain  memories  which  affect  me  with  the  most  acute  pain. 
I  told  you,"  resumed  Rodin,  in  a  firmer  voice,  "or  was  going 
to  tell  you,  that  the  very  day  after  that  on  which  I  informed 
you  of  the  treachery  practised  against  you,  l  was  myself  the 
victim  of  a  frightful  deception.     An  adopted  son — a  poor 

unfortunate  child,  whom  I  had  brought  up "    He  paused 

again,  drew  his  trembling  hand  over  his  eyes,  and  added: 
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"Pardon  me.  sir.   for  speaking  of   i  hich  must  be 

indifferent  to  you.     Excuse  the  intru 

broken-hearted  old  man!" 

"I  have  -uttered  too  much  myself,  sir,  to 
any  kind  of  sorrow."  replied  Hardy. 
stranger  to  me — for  you  did  me  a  real  sen 
agree  in  our  veneration  for  the  same 

"The  Abbe  Gabriel !"  cried   Rodin,   interrupting   1 
"ah,  sir!  he  is  my  deliverer,  my  benefactor.     It'  you  1 
all  his  care  and  devotion,  during  my  long  illn 
intense  grief — if   you  knew  the  inefTal  Ins 

counsels " 

"I  know  them,  sir,"  cried  Hardy;  "oh,  yesl   1  know  I 
salutary  is  the  influence." 

"In  his  mouth,  sir,  the  precepts  of  religion  are   :':-."' 
mildness,"  resumed  Rodin,  with  excitement.     "Do  they  n- -t 
heal  and  console?  do  they  not  make  us  love  and  hope,  in- 
stead of  fear  and  tremble?" 

"Alas,  sir!  in  this  very  1.  said  Hardy,  "I  ba\ 

able  to  make  the  comparison." 

"I  was  happy  enough,"  said  Rodin,  "to  have  the  angi 
Abbe  Gabriel   for  my  confessor,  or,  rather,  my  i  nt." 

"Yes,"  replied  Hardy,  "for  he  prefers  confident 
fession." 

"How  well  you  know  him!"  said  Rodin,  in 
utmost   simplicity.     Then  he  resumed:   "He   is   not   a   n 
but  an  angel.     His  words  would  convert  tl 
sinner.     Without  being  exactly  i-  I  had  myself  li 

in  the  profession  of  what  is  called  Natural  Religion;  but 
angelic   Abbe   Gabriel   has,   by   degn 
belief,  given  it  body  and  soul,  and,  in  fact.  < 
faith." 

"Yes!  he  is  a  truly  Christian  priest — a  pi 
pardon !"  cried  Hardy. 

"What  you  say  is  perfectly  true,"  I    I 

came  here  almost  mad  with  grief,  thin'  un- 

happy boy  who  had  repaid  my  paternal  ith  the 

most  monstrous  ingratitude,  and    sometimes    I 
violent  bursts  of  despair,  and   sometimes  sank   fail 
of  mournful  dejection,  cold  as  the 
denly,   the   Abbe   Gabriel   appeared— awl   the   daii 
before  the  dawning  of  a  new  day." 

"You   were   right,    sir;    there   are    strange   coinci 
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said  Hardy,  yielding  more  and  more  to  the  feeling  of  confi- 
dence and  sympathy,  produced  by  -the  resemblance  of  his 
real  position  to  Rodin's  pretended  one.  "And  to  speak 
frankly,"  he  added,  "I  am  very  glad  I  have  seen  you  before 
quitting  this  house.  Were  I  capable  of  falling  back  into  fits 
of  cowardly  weakness,  your  example  alone  would  prevent 
me.  Since  I  listen  to  you,  I  feel  myself  stronger  in  the  noble 
path  which  the  angelic  Abbe  Gabriel  has  opened  before  me, 
as  you  so  well  express  it."  , 

"The  poor  old  man  will  not  then  regret  having  listened 
to  the  first  impulse  of  his  heart,  which  urged  him  to  come  to 
you,"  said  Robin,  with  a  touching  expression.  "You  will 
sometimes  remember  me  in  that  world  to  which  you  are 
returning  ?" 

"Be  sure  of  it,  sir ;  but  allow  me  to  ask  one  question : 
You  remain,  you  say,  in  this  house?" 

"What  would  you  have  me  do?  There  reigns  here  a  calm 
repose,  and  one  is  not  disturbed  in  one's  prayers,"  said 
Rodin,  in  a  very  gentle  tone.  "You  see,  I  have  suffered  so 
much — the  conduct  of  that  unhappy  youth  was  so  horrible — 
he  plunged  into  such  shocking  excesses — that  the  wrath  of 
heaven  must  be  kindled  against  him.  Now  I  am  very  old, 
and  it  is  only  by  passing  the  few  days  that  are  left  me  in 
fervent  prayer  that  I  can  hope  to  disarm  the  just  anger  of 
the  Lord.  Oh !  prayer — prayer !  It  was  the  Abbe  Gabriel 
who  revealed  to  me  all  its  power  and  sweetness — and  there- 
with the  fomidable  duties  it  imposes." 

"Its  duties  are  indeed  great  and  sacred,"  answered  Hardy, 
with  a  pensive  air. 

"Do  you  remember  the  life  of  Rancey?"  said  Rodin, 
abruptly,  as  he  darted  a  peculiar  glance  at  Hardy. 

"The  founder  of  La  Trappe?"  said  Hardy,  surprised  at 
Rodin's  question.  I  remember  hearing  a  very  vague  ac- 
count, some  time  ago,  of  the  motives  of  his  conversion." 

"There  is,  mark  you,  no  more  striking  an  example  of  the 
power  of  prayer,  and  of  the  state  of  almost  divine  ecstasy, 
to  which  it  may  lead  a  religious  soul.  In  a  few  words,  I  will 
relate  to  you  this  instructive  and  tragic  history.  Rancey 
— but  I  beg  your  pardon ;  I  fear  I  am  trespassing  on  your 
time." 

"No,  no,"  answered  Hardy,  hastily;  "You  cannot  think 
how  interested  I  am  in  what  you  tell  me.  My  interview  with 
the  Abbe  Gabriel  was  abruptly  broken  off,  and  in  listening 
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to  you  I   fancy  tli.u   1  hear  the  furthei 
view  s.    I  ro  on,  1  conjure  you. 
."With   all   my   heart.     I    only   wish   thai 

which,  thanks  to  our  angelic  priest,  I  <', 
of  Rancey  might  be  as  profitable  to  j 

"This,  then,  also  came  from  the  Abl 

'"He  related  to  me  this  kind  ol 
exhortations."  replied  Rodin.    "<  >h.  sir!  do  I  1 
consoling  words  of  that  young  ; 
ened  and  revived  my  ]  !  broken  hear) 

"Then  I  shall  listen  to  you  with  a  <\<>u\>:r  inl 

"Rancey  was  a  man  of  the  world,"  resumed  R 
looked  attentively  at  Hardy;  ua  gentleman-   youi 
handsome.     He  loved  a  young  lady  of  high  rank 
tell  what  impediments  stood  in  the  way  of  their  ui 
this  love,  though  successful,  was  kept 
ing  Rancey  visited  his  mi-  v  means  of  a  pi 

case.    It  was,  they  say.  one  of  those  mate  !• 

men   feel   but  once  in   their  lives.     'II: 
sacrifice  made  by   the   unfortunate   girl,    • 
duty,  seemed  to  give  new  charms  to 
the  silence  and  darkness  of  secrecy,  the 
two  years  of  voluptuous  delirium,   which  amounted 
to   ecstasy." 

At  these  words  Hardy  started.    For  the  I 
his  brow  was  suffused  with  a  deep  blush;  his  heart  t!  i 
violently;    he    remembered    that    he    too    had 
the  ardent  intoxication  of  a  guilty  and  hidden  ! 
the  day  was  closing  rapidly,  Rodin  cast  a  side! 
Hardy,  and  perceived  the  impression  I 
times,"   lie  continued,   "thinking  of   tin 
his  mistress  was  exposed,  if  their  coin: 
covered,  Rancey  wished  to  -ever  the- 
girl,  beside  herself  with  passion,  tin 
of  her  lover,  and  threatened  him,   in   I 
tense  excitement,  to  reveal  and  to  brave  all,  if  he  I 
leaving  her.     Too  weak  and  loving  I 
his  mistress,  Ranee)  again  and  again  yi< 
gave  themselves  up  to  a  ton      I 
them  along,   forgetful  of  earth  and  ! 
M.  Hardy  listened  to  Rodin  with  I 
avidity.     The  Jesuit,  in  painting,  with  tl 
colors,  an  ardent  and  secret  love.  re\ 


518  THE    WANDERING    JEW 

memories,  which  till  now  had  been  drowned  in  tears.  To 
the  beneficent  calm  produced  by  the  mild  language  of  Gabriel 
had  succeeded  a  painful  agitation,  which,  mingled  with  the 
reaction  of  the  shocks  received  that  day,  began  to  throw  his 
mind  into  a  strange  state  of  confusion. 

Rodin,  having  so  far  succeeded  in  his  object,  continued  as 
follows :  "A  fatal  day  came  at  last.  Rancey,  obliged  to  go 
to  the  wars,  quitted  the  girl ;  but,  after  a  short  campaign,  he 
returned,  more  in  love  than  ever.  He  had  written  privately, 
to  say  he  would  arrive  almost  immediately  after  his  letter. 
He  came  accordingly.  It  was  night.  He  ascended,  as  usual, 
the  private  staircase  which  led  to  the  chamber  of  his  mis- 
tress ;  he  entered  the  room,  his  heart  beating  with  love  and 
hope.    His  mistress  had  died  that  morning!" 

"Ah!"  cried  Hardy,  covering  his  face  with  his  hands,  in 
terror. 

"She  was  dead,"  resumed  Rodin.  "Two  wax-candles 
were  burning  beside  the  funeral  couch.  Rancey  could  not, 
would  not  believe  that  she  was  dead.  He  threw  himself  on 
his  knees  by  the  corpse.  In  his  delirium,  he  seized  that  fair, 
beloved  head,  to  cover  it  with  kisses.  The  head  parted  from 
the  body,  and  remained  in  his  hands !  Yes,"  resumed  Rodin, 
as  Hardy  drew  back,  pale  and  mute  with  terror,  "yes,  the 
girl  had  fallen  a  victim  to  so  swift  and  extraordinary  a  dis- 
ease, that  she  had  not  been  able  to  receive  the  last  sacra- 
ments. After  her  death,  the  doctors,  in  the  hope  of  dis- 
covering the  cause  of  this  unknown  malady,  had  begun  to 
dissect  that  fair  form " 

As  Rodin  reached  this  part  of  his  narrative,  night  was 
almost  come.  A  sort  of  hazy  twilight  alone  reigned  in  this 
silent  chamber,  in  the  centre  of  which  appeared  the  pale  and 
ghastly  form  of  Rodin,  clad  in  his  long  black  gown,  whilst 
his  eyes  seemed  to  sparkle  with  diabolic  fire.  Overcome  by 
the  violent  emotions  occasioned  by  this  story,  in  which 
thoughts  of  death  and  voluptuousness,  love  and  horror,  were 
so  strangely  mingled,  Hardy  remained  fixed  and  motionless, 
waiting  for  the  words  of  Rodin,  with  a  combination  of  curi- 
osity, anguish  and  alarm. 

"And  Rancey?"  said  he,  at  last,  in  an  agitated  voice, 
whilst  he  wiped  the  cold  sweat  from  his  brow. 

"After  two  days  of  furious  delirium,"  resumed  Rodin, 
"he  renounced  the  world,  and  shut  himself  up  in  impene- 
trable solitude.     The  first  period  of  his  retreat  was  fright- 
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ful;  in  his  despair,  he  uttered  loud 

that    were  audible   at 

suicide,  to  escape  from  the  terribli 

"He  had  visions,  then:"  said   Hardy,  witl 
agony  of  curiosity. 

"Yes."  replied  Rodin,  in  a  solemn  tone,  "hi 
visions.     He  saw  the  girl,  who.   for  h 
mortal  sin.  plunged  in  the  he 
hell!    On  that  fair  face,  disfigured  by  ii 
stamped  the  despairing  laugh  of  the  dan 
gnashed    with    pain;    her    arms    writhed    ii. 
wept   tears   of   blood,   and,   with   an 
voice,  she  cried  to  her  seducer:  "Thou  art  the 
perdition — my  curse,  my  curse  he  upon  • 

As  he  pronounced  these  last  words,  Rodin  advanced  tl 
steps  nearer  to  Hardy,  accompany  p  with  a  I 

acing  gesture.     If  we  remember  the  Mate  of  w< 
ble,  and   fear,   in   which   M.    Hardy   was— it" 
that  the  Jesuit  had  just  roused  in  tl 
nate  man  all  the  sensual  and  spiritual  memori 
cooled,  but  not  extinguished,  in  tears — if  w 
that    Hardy    reproached    himself    with    tin-    seduction    oi 
beloved  object,  whom  her  departure  from  hei 
(according  to  the  Catholic  faith)  doom  \><  < 
— we  shall  not  wonder  at  the  terrib'  I  of  tl. 

magoria,  conjured  up  in  silence  and  Solitude,  in  tl 
dusk,  by  this  fearful  priest. 

The  effect  on  Hardy  was  indeed  striki: 
dangerous,    that    the    Jesuit,    with    diabolical    i 
only  to  be  carrying  out,    from  another   point 
ideas    of    Gabriel.      Had    not    the    youi 
Hardy  that  nothing  is  sweeter,  than  : 
ness  for  those  who  have  sinned,  or  whom  w 
But  forgiveness  implies  punishment  ;  and  it 
ishment  alone  that   Rodin  drew  the 
by  painting  it  in  these  terrible  hues.    With  ; 
together,  and  eye  fixed  and  dilated,   Ii 
his  limbs,  and   seemed  still  li 
latter  had  ceased  ;■•  speak.    Mechanically,  1  ■• 
curse,  my  curse  be  upon  | 

Then  suddenly  he  exclaimed,  in  a 
curse  is  on  me  also!     The  woman,  whi  m  1 
her   sacred   duties,   and    I         immit    mortal 
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plunged  in  the  everlasting  flames — her  arms  writhing  in 
agony — weeping  tears  of  blood — will  cry  to  me  from  the 
bottomless  pit :  'My  curse,  my  curse  be  upon  thee !' — One 
day,"  he  added,  with  redoubled  terror,  "one  day? — who 
knows?  perhaps  at  this  moment! — for  if  the  sea  voyage 
had  been  fatal  to  her — if  a  shipwreck — oh,  God !  she  too 
would  have  died  in  mortal  sin — lost,  lost,  forever ! — Oh, 
have  mercy  on  her,  my  God !  Crush  me  in  Thy  wrath — but 
have  mercy  on  her — for  I  alone  am  guilty !" 

And  the  unfortunate  man,  almost  delirious,  sank  with 
clasped  hands  upon  the  ground. 

"Sir,"  cried  Rodin,  in  an  affectionate  voice,  as  he  hastened 
to  lift  him  up,  "my  dear  sir — my  dear  friend — be  calm! 
Comfort  yourself.  I  cannot  bear  to  see  you  despond.  Alas ! 
my  intention  was  quite  the  contrary  to  that." 

"The  curse !  the  curse !  yes,  she  will  curse  me  also — she, 
that  I  loved  so  much — in  the  everlasting  flames !"  murmured 
Hardy,  shuddering,  and  apparently  insensible  to  the  other's 
words. 

"But,  my  dear  sir,  listen  to  me,  I  entreat  you,"  resumed 
the  latter;  "let  me  finish  my  story,  and  then  you  will  find 
it  as  consoling  as  it  now  seems  terrible.  For  heaven's  sake, 
remember  the  adorable  words  of  our  angelic  Abbe  Gabriel, 
with  regard  to  the  sweetness  of  prayer." 

At  the  name  of  Gabriel,  Hardy  recovered  himself  a  little, 
and  exclaimed,  in  a  heart-rending  tone :  "Ay !  his  words 
were  sweet  and  beneficent.  Where  are  they  now?  For 
mercy's  sake,  repeat  to  me  those  consoling  words." 

"Our  angelic  Abbe  Gabriel,"  resumed  Rodin,  "spoke  to 
you  of  the  sweetness  of  prayer " 

"Oh,  yes !  prayer!" 

"Well,  my  dear  sir,  listen  to  me,  and  you  shall  see  how 
prayer  saved  Rancey,  and  made  a  saint  of  him.  Yes,  these 
frightful  torments,  that  I  have  just  described,  these  threat- 
ening visions,  were  all  conquered  by  prayer,  and  changed 
into  celestial  delights." 

"I  beg  of  you,"  said  Hardy,  in  a  faint  voice,  "speak  to  me 
of  Gabriel,  speak  to  me  of  heaven — but  no  more  flames — no 
more  hell — where  sinful  women  weep  tears  of  blood " 

"No,  no,"  replied  Rodin ;  and  even  as,  in  describing  hell, 
his  tone  had  been  harsh  and  threatening,  it  now  became 
warm  and  tender,  as  he  uttered  the  following  words:  "No; 
we  will  have  no  more  images  of  despair — for,  as  I  have  told 
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you,  after  suffering  infernal  torture 
power  of  prayer,  enjoyed  the 

"The   delights   of    parad 
with  anxious  attention. 

"One  day,  at  the  height  of  his  grief 
— another  Abbe  Gabriel — came  to  Ram 
oh,  providential  change!     In  a  few 
ferer  the  sacred  mys  of  prayer-  th 

of  the  creature,  addi  to  the  Creator,  in  f 

exposed  to  the  wrath  of  heaven.  Then  I  . 

formed.     His  grief  was  at  once  appeased     II 
the  more  he  prayed,  the  greater  was  his  hope,     1 
God  listened  to  his  prayer,     [nstead  of  trying 
beloved,  he  now  thought  of  her  ntly,  ami  ; 

her  salvation.     Happy  in  his  obscure  cell,  alone  with 
adored  remembrance,  he  \  ad  nights  in  ; 

for  her — plunged  in  an  ineffable,  burning,  I  had  almo 
amorous  ecstasy." 

It  is  impossible  to  give  an  idea  of  the  torn 
sual  energy  with  which  Rodin  pronounced  the  wi 
ous."     Hardy  started,  changing  from  ho1  to  cofcL     I 
first  time,  his  weakened  mind  caught  a  gliri 
pleasures    of    asceticism,    and    of    that    i 
described   in   the   lives  of    St.   Then 
others. 

Rodin     perceived     the     other's    thoughts,    and 
"Oh,  Rancey  was  not  now  the  man  tent  himself 

a  vague,  passing  prayer,  uttered  in  the  whirl  of  the 
business,  which  swallows  it  up.  and  prevents  it   fi 
ing  the  ear  of  heaven.     No,  no;  in  tl 
he  endeavored  to  make  his  prayers  even  m 
ardently  did  he  desire  the-  eternal  -aha' 

"What  did  he  do  then — oh!  what  did 
tude?"  cried  Hardy,  who  was  now  p 
the  Jesuit. 

"First   of   all."   sa:  'in,   with   a 

became  a  monk." 

"A  monk!"  repeated   Hardy,  with  a  ur. 

"Yes."  resumed  Rodin,  "be  becam    ■■■   m 
prayers   were   thus   more    likely    to 
And  then,  as  in  solitude  our  though! 
fasted,  and  mortified  his  fiesh.  and  brought  ir 
all  that  was  carnal  within  bin  ing  all  spirit. 
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his  prayers  might  issue  like  a  pure  flame  from  his  bosom, 
and  ascend  like  the  perfume  of  incense  to  the  throne  of  the 
Most  High!" 

"Oh !  what  a  delicious  dream !"  cried  Hardy,  more  and 
more  under  the  influence  of  the  spell ;  "to  pray  for  the 
woman  we  have  adored,  and  to  become  spirit — perfume — 
light !" 

"Yes ;  spirit,  perfume,  light !"  said  Rodin,  with  emphasis. 
"But  it  is  no  dream.  How  many  monks,  how  many  hermits, 
like  Rancey,  have,  by  prayers,  and  austerity,  and  macera- 
tions, attained  a  divine  ecstasy !  and  if  you  only  knew  the 
celestial  pleasures  of  such  ecstasies ! — Thus,  after  he  became 
a  monk,  the  terrible  dreams  were  succeeded  by  enchanting 
visions.  Many  times,  after  a  day  of  fasting,  and  a  night 
passed  in  prayers  and  macerations,  Rancey  sank  down  ex- 
hausted on  the  floor  of  his  cell !  Then  the  spirit  freed  itself 
from  the  vile  clogs  of  matter.  His  senses  were  absorbed  in 
pleasure ;  the  sound  of  heavenly  harmony  struck  upon  his 
ravished  ear;  a  bright,  mild  light,  which  was  not  of  this 
world,  dawned  upon  his  half -closed  eyes ;  and,  at  the  height 
of  the  melodious  vibrations  of  the  golden  harps  of  the  Sera- 
phim, in  the  centre  of  a  glory,  compared  to  which  the  sun  is 
pale,  the  monk  beheld  the  image  of  that  beloved  woman " 

"Whom  by  his  prayers  he  had  at  length  rescued  from 
the  eternal  flames?"  said  Hardy,  in  a  trembling  voice. 

"Yes,  herself,"  replied  Rodin,  with  eloquent  enthusiasm, 
for  this  monster  was  skilled  in  every  style  of  speech. 
"Thanks  to  the  prayers  of  her  lover,  which  the  Lord  had 
granted,  this  woman  no  longer  shed  tears  of  blood — no 
longer  writhed  her  beautiful  arms  in  the  convulsions  of  in- 
fernal anguish.  No,  no ;  still  fair — oh !  a  thousand  times 
fairer  than  when  she  dwelt  on  earth — fair  with  the  everlast- 
ing beauty  of  angels — she  smiled  on  her  lover  with  ineffable 
ardor,  and,  her  eyes  beaming  with  a  mild  radiance,  she  said 
to  him  in  a  tender  and  passionate  voice :  'Glory  to  the  Lord ! 
glory  to  thee,  O  my  beloved !  Thy  prayers  and  austerities 
have  saved  me.  I  am  numbered  amongst  the  chosen. 
Thanks,  my  beloved,  and  glory!' — And  therewith,  radiant 
in  her  felicity,  she  stooped  to  kiss,  with  lips  fragrant  with 
immortality,  the  lips  of  the  enraptured  monk — and  their 
souls  mingled  in  that  kiss,  burning  as  love,  chaste  as  divine 
grace,  immense  as  eternity!" 

"Oh!"  cried  Hardy,  completely  beside  himself;  "a  whole 
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life  of   prayer,    fasting,   torture. 

her,  whom  I  mourn — with  her,  whom  I 

perdition  !" 

"\\  hat  do  you  say?  such  a  moment !' 
yellow   forehead   was  bathed   in   sweat   like  tl. 
netizer,  and  who  now  took  Hardy  by  I 
still  closer,  as  if  to  breathe  into  him  the  hurt. 
"it  was  not  once  in  his  religious  life — it  • 
day.  that  Rancey,  plunged  in  divine  o 
delicious,  ineffable,  superhuman  pleasures,  wh 
pleasures  of  earth  what  eternity  is  to  mai 

Seeing,  no  doubt,  that   Hardy   was  now  at   tl  tit   t<» 

which  he  wished  to  bring  him.  and  the  ni 
entirely   come,   the   reverend    father   coughi 
times  in  a  significant  manner,  and  looked  I 
At  this  moment,   Hardy,   in  the  height  of   his    fi 
claimed,  with  a  supplicating  voice:     "A  cell— 4  tonal 
the  Ecstatic  Vision !" 

The  door  of  the  room  opened,  and  Father  d'Aigri 

tered,  with  a  cloak  under  his  arm.     A  servant  foil  him, 

bearing  a  light. 

******* 

About  ten  minutes  after  this  scene,  a  di 
with  frank,  open  countenances,  led  1  the 

Rue  de  Yaugirard,  and  advanced  joyously  I 
of   the   reverend   fathers.     It    wa  leputation    fn 

former  workmen  of  M.  Hardy.     They  came  I  rt  him, 

and  to  congratulate  him  on  his  return  amongst  them.     A 
cola  walked  at  their  head.     Suddenly  he  saw  a 
post-horses  issuing  from  the  gateway  • 
postilion   whipped  up  the  horses,   and   tl  fall 

gallop.     Was  it  chance  or  instinct  ?    Th- 
approached  the  group  of  which  he  f 
did  Agricola's  heart  sink  within  him. 

The  impression  became  so  vivid  that  it  v 
into  a  terrible  apprehension;  and  at  th 
vehicle,  which  had  its  blinds  down. 
bv  him,  the  smith,  in  obedience  to  a  n 
claimed,  as  he  rushed  to  the  hor 
stop  them  !" 

"Postilion!  ten  louis  if   you   ri  him!' 

the  carriage  the  militarv  voice  of   Fath< 

The  cholera  was  stilf  raging.     Tl 
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the  murder  of  the  poisoners.  Already  frightened  at  the 
sudden  attack  of  Agricola,  he  struck  him  a  heavy  blow  on 
the  head  with  the  butt  of  his  whip  which  stretched  him 
senseless  on  the  ground.  Then,  spurring  with  all  his  might, 
he  urged  his  three  horses  into  a  triple  gallop,  and  the  carriage 
rapidly  disappeared,  whilst  Agricola's  companions,  who  had 
neither  understood  his  actions  nor  the  sense  of  his  words, 
crowded  around  the  smith,  and  did  their  best  to  revive 
him. 


CHAPTER  XLIV. 


REMEMBRANCES. 


Other  events  took  place  a  few  days  after  the  fatal  even- 
ing in  which  M.  Hardy,  fascinated  and  misled  by  the  de- 
plorable, mystic  jargon  of  Rodin,  had  implored  Father 
d'Aigrigny  on  his  knees  to  remove  him  far  from  Paris,  into 
some  deep  solitude  where  he  might  devote  himself  to  a  life 
of  prayer  and  ascetic  austerities.  Marshal  Simon,  since  his 
arrival  in  Paris,  had  occupied,  with  his  two  daughters,  a 
house  in  the  Rue  des  Trois-Freres.  Before  introducing  the 
reader  into  this  modest  dwelling,  we  are  obliged  to  recall  to 
his  memory  some  preceding  facts.  The  day  of  the  burning 
of  Hardy's  factory,  Marshal  Simon  had  come  to  consult  with 
his  father  on  a  question  of  the  highest  importance,  and  to 
communicate  to  him  his  painful  apprehensions  on  the  sub- 
ject of  the  growing  sadness  of  his  twin  daughters,  which  he 
was  unable  to  explain. 

Marshal  Simon  held  in  religious  reverence  the  memory  of 
the  Great  Emperor.  His  gratitude  to  the  hero  was  bound- 
less, his  devotion  blind,  his  enthusiasm  founded  upon  rea- 
son, his  affection  warm  as  the  most  sincere  and  passionate 
friendship.     But  this  was  not  all. 

One  day  the  emperor,  in  a  burst  of  joy  and  paternal  ten- 
derness, had  led  the  marshal  to  the  cradle  of  the  sleeping 
King  of  Rome,  and  said  to  him,  as  he  proudly  pointed  to 
the  beautiful  child:  "My  old  friend,  swear  to  me  that  you 
will  serve  the  son  as  you  have  served  the  father!" 

Marshal  Simon  took  and  kept  that  vow.  During  the  Res- 
toration, the  chief  of  a  military  conspiracy  in  favor  of  Na- 
poleon II.,  he  had  attempted  in  vain  to  secure  a  regiment 
of  cavalry,  at  that  time  commanded  by  the  Marquis  d'Ai- 
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grigny.    Betrayed  and  denounced,  tl 

perate  duel  with  the  future  Jesuit,  I 

ing  Poland,  and  thus  escapii 

useless  to  repeat  the  series  oi 

from  Poland  to  India,  and  then 

after  the   Rev<  ilutii  n  of  J  - 

of  his  old  comrades  in  arms  had 

the  government,  without  his  know 

the  rank  and  title  which  the  emperor  had  I 

him  just  hefore  Water: 

On  his  return  to  Paris,  after  his 
the  happiness  he   felt   in  at   length  i 
Marshal  Simon  was  deeply  affected  on  1 
their  mother,   whom  he  adored.     Till   the   last   n 
had  hoped  to  find  her  in    Paris.      I 
dreadful,  and  he   felt  it  cruelly,  though  h< 
tion  in  his  children's  affection. 

But  soon  new  causes  oi  tr<  uble  ai  I 
woven  with  his  life  by  the  machinati 
to  the  secret  intrigues  of  the 
of  Rome  and  Vienna,  one  of  his  i 
to  inspire  full  confidence,  and  with  ui 

dence  to  support  his  wor  nt  to   Marshal   S 

said  to  him:  "The  sun  of  the  emperor  is 
of  the  fears  with  which  the  name  of   N 
Europe. 

"Prom  this  slow  expiring,  you,  Marshal 
emperor's  most  faithful  fi  able  to 

fortunate  prince. 

"The  correspondence  in  my  hand  pr 
easy  to  open  relations,  of  the 
with  one  of  the  most  influential  | 
Rome,  and  this  person  would    h 
prince's  escape. 

"It  is  possible,  by  a  bold,  un< 
Xapoleon  II.  from  the  c 
him  to  perish  by  inches  in  an  atm 
him. 

"The  enterprise  may  be  a 
success  that  you  Marshal  S 
change  into  certainties;   for  ; 
is  well  known,  and   we  re 
audacity  you  conspired,  in   1815,  in 


326  THE    WANDERING    JEW 

The  state  of  languor  and  decline  of  the  King  of  Rome  was 
then  in  France  a  matter  of  public  notoriety.  People  even 
went  so  far  as  to  affirm  that  the  son  of  the  hero  was  care- 
fully trained  by  priests,  who  kept  him  in  complete  ignorance 
of  the  glory  of  his  paternaf  name ;  and  that,  by  the  most 
execrable  machinations,  they  strove  day  by  day  to  extin- 
guish every  noble  and  generous  instinct  that  displayed  itself 
in  the  unfortunate  youth.  The  coldest  hearts  were  touched 
and  softened  at  the  story  of  so  sad  and  fatal  a  destiny.  When 
we  remember  the  heroic  character  and  chivalrous  loyalty  of 
Marshal  Simon,  and  his  passionate  devotion  to  the  emperor, 
we  can  understand  how  the  father  of  Rose  and  Blanche  was 
more  interested  than  any  one  else  in  the  fate  of  the  young 
prince,  and  how,  if  occasion  offered,  he  would  feel  himself 
obliged  not  to  confine  his  efforts  to  mere  regrets.  With  re- 
gard to  the  reality  of  the  correspondence  produced  by  Rodin's 
emissary,  it  had  been  submitted  by  the  marshal  to  a  search- 
ing test,  by  means  of  his  intimacy  with  one  of  his  old  com- 
panions in  arms,  who  had  been  for  a  long  period  on  a  mis- 
sion to  Vienna,  in  the  time  of  the  empire.  The  result  of 
this  investigation,  conducted  with  as  much  prudence  as  ad- 
dress, so  that  nothing  should  transpire,  showed  that  the 
marshal  might  give  his  serious  attention  to  the  advances 
made  him. 

Hence,  this  proposition  threw  the  father  of  Rose  and 
Blanche  into  a  cruel  perplexity;  for,  to  attempt  so  bold  and 
dangerous  an  enterprise,  he  must  once  more  abandon  his 
children ;  whilst,  on  the  contrary,  if,  alarmed  at  this  sepa- 
ration, he  renounced  the  endeavor  to  save  the  King  of  Rome, 
whose  lingering  death  was  perfectly  true  and  well  authenti- 
cated, the  marshal  would  consider  himself  as  false  to  the 
vow  he  had  sworn  to  the  emperor.  To  end  these  painful 
hesitations,  full  of  confidence  in  the  inflexible  uprightness  of 
his  father's  character,  the  marshal  had  gone  to  ask  his  ad- 
vice; unfortunately  the  old  republican  workman,  mortally 
wounded  during  the  attack  on  M.  Hardy's  factory,  but  still 
pondering  over  the  serious  communication  of  his  son,  died 
with  these  words  upon  his  lips :  "My  son,  )'ou  have  a  great 
duty  to  perform,  under  pain  of  not  acting  like  a  man  of 
honor,  and  of  disobeying  my  last  will.  You  must,  without 
hesitation " 

But,  by  a  deplorable  fatality,  the  last  words,  which  would 
have  completed  the  sense  of  die  old  workman's  thought,  were 
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Jgjenin  so  feeble 

died,   eavmg  Marshal  Sim. 

one  of  the  two  course  open  to  him 

condemned   by  Ins   father,   in   whose  j, 

most  implicit  and  mented  conn,; 

was  now  tortured  by  the  doubt  whether  ! 

to  abandon  his  children,  to  engage  in 

prise,  or  whether,  on  the  contrary,  h, 
leave  them   lor  a  time,  to  perform 
emperor,  and  endeavor  at  least  fa 
a  captivity  that  might  soon  be  mortal 

This  perplexity,  rendered  more  cruel  1 
stances,  to  be  related   hereafter,   the   fa 
father,  who  had  expired  in  his  arms :  th« 
tul  remembrance  of  his  wife,  who  had  ; 
exile;  and  finally,  the  grief  be  felt  at  per 
growing  sadness  of    Rose  and    Blanch* 
shocks  to  Marshal  Simon.     Let  us  add 
natural  intrepidity,  so  noblv  proved  by  I 
the  ravages  of  the  cholera,  the  same  I 
his  wife  had  fallen  a  victim  in   Sil 
with  involuntary  dread.     Yes,  this  man 
had  coolly  braved  death  in  so  many  I 
firmness  of  his  character  give  way  al 
desolation  and  mourning  which  Pari 
Yet,  when  Mdlle.  de  <  there.: 

bers  of  her  family,  to  warn  them  a 
enemies,  the  affectionate  tenderm 
and   Blanche  appeared   to   exerd 
on  their  mysterii  rrow,  that  the  mai 

a  moment  his   fatal   regrets,  thou 
blessed   change,    which,   alas!    was    but 
Having  now  recalled  these  fa 
we  sliall  continue  our 


CHAPTER  XLV. 


THK    BLOCKH1 


We   have   stated    that    Marshal 
house  in  the  Rue  des  Trois-Frei 
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noon  had  just  struck  in  the  marshal's  sleeping-chamber,  a 
room  furnished  with  military  simplicity.  In  the  recess,  in 
which  stood  the  bed,  hung  a  trophy  composed  of  the  arms 
used  by  the  marshal  during  his  campaigns.  On  the  secre- 
tary opposite  was  a  small  bronze  bust  of  the  emperor,  the 
only  ornament  of  the  apartment.  Out  of  doors  the  tempera- 
ture was  far  from  warm,  and  the  marshal  had  become  sus- 
ceptible to  cold  during  his  long  residence  in  India.  A  good 
fire  therefore  blazed  upon  the  hearth.  A  door,  concealed  by 
the  hangings,  and  leading  to  a  back  staircase,  opened  slowly, 
and  a  man  entered  the  chamber.  He  carried  a  basket  of 
wood,  and  advanced  leisurely  to  the  fireplace,  before  which 
he  knelt  down,  and  began  to  arrange  the  logs  symmetrically 
in  a  box  that  stood  besides  the  hearth.  After  some  minutes 
occupied  in  this  manner,  still  kneeling,  he  gradually  ap- 
proached another  door,  at  a  little  distance  from  the  chimney, 
and  appeared  to  listen  with  deep  attention,  as  if  he  wished  to 
hear  what  was  passing  in  the  next  room. 

This  man,  employed  as  an  inferior  servant  in  the  house, 
had  the  most  ridiculously  stupid  look  that  can  be  imagined. 
His  functions  consisted  in  carrying  wood,  running  errands, 
etc.  In  other  respects  he  was  a  kind  of  laughing-stock  to 
the  other  servants.  In  a  moment  of  good  humor,  Dagobert, 
who  rilled  the  post  of  major-domo,  had  given  this  idiot  the 
name  of  "Loony"  (lunatic),  which  he  had  retained  ever 
since,  and  which  he  deserved  in  every  respect,  as  well  for 
his  awkwardness  and  folly  as  for  his  unmeaning  face,  with 
its  grotesquely  flat  nose,  sloping  chin,  and  wide,  staring  eyes. 
Add  to  this  description  a  jacket  of  red  stuff,  and  a  triangu- 
lar white  apron,  and  we  must  acknowledge  that  the  simple- 
ton was  quite  worthy  of  his  name. 

Yet,  at  the  moment  when  Loony  listened  so  attentively  at 
the  door  of  the  adjoining  room,  a  ray  of  quick  intelligence 
animated  for  an  instant  his  dull  and  stupid  countenance. 

When  he  had  thus  listened  for  a  short  time,  Loony  re- 
turned to  the  fireplace,  still  crawling  on  his  knees ;  then 
rising,  he  again  took  his  basket  half  full  of  wood,  and  once 
more  approaching  the  door  at  which  he  had  listened 
knocked  discreetly.  No  one  answered.  He  knocked  a  sec- 
ond time,  and  more  loudly.     Still  there  was  the  same  silence. 

Then  he  said,  in  a  harsh,  squeaking,  laughable  voice: 
"Ladies,  do  you  want  any  wood,  if  you  please,  for  your  fire?" 

Receiving   no   answer,    Loony   placed   his    basket    on   the 
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ground,  opened  the  door  gently,  an  I 
after  casting  a  rapid  glani  i  ind.     H 

a  few  seconds,  looking  from  side  to 

like  a  man  who  had  just  accomplish 
mysterious  task. 
Taking  up  his  basket,  he  was  about   I 

Simon's  room,  when  the  door  of  the  ; 
opened  slowly  and  with  precaution,  and 

The  soldier,  evidently  surprised  at  tl, 
knitted  his  brows,  and  exclaimed  abru] 
doing  here  ':" 

At  this  sudden  interrogation,  accompanied  ' 
pressive  of  the  ill-humor  of  Spoil-S] 
on  his  master's  heels,  Loony  uttered  a 
tended  terror.     To  give,  perhaps,  an  appearai 
reality  to  his  dread,  the  sup]  n   let   his 

fall  on  the  ground,  as  if  astonishment  and  fear  had  !■ 
his  hold  of  it. 

"What   are  you   doing,   numbskull?   resumed    P 
whose  countenance  was  impressed   with  <! 
who  seemed  little  disposed  to  laugh  at  the  I 

"Oh,   M.   Dagohert !  how  you    frighten   I 
what  a  pity  I  had  not  an  armful  of  pi 
not  my  fault  if  I  broke  them  all." 

"I  ask  what  you  are  doing,"  resumed  t! 

"You  see,   M.   Dagohert,"  re] 
basket,  "that  I  came  with  some  wood  | 
that  he  might  burn  it,  if  it  w. 

"Very  well.     Pick  up  your  wood,  and  I 

"Oh,  M.  Dagohert!  my  legs  tremble 
did  scare  me,  to  be  sure!" 

"Will   you   begone,   brute?"    resumed    the 
seizing  Loony  by  the  arm,  he  pushed  him  I 
while   Spoil-sport,   with   recumbent   I 
up  like  the  quills  of  a  porcupine. 
ate  his  retreat. 

"I  am  going,  M  Dagobert,  I  ai 
simpleton,  as  he  hastily  gathered  up  : 
to  tell  the  dog " 

"Go  to  the  devil,   you   stupid  i 
bert.  as  he  pushed  Loony  through  tl 

Then  the  soldier  bolted  the  d  0T   • 
staircase,  and  going  to  that   which  commui 
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apartments  of  the  two  sisters,  he  double-locked  it.  Having 
done  this,  he  hastened  to  the  alcove  in  which  stood  the  bed 
and  taking  down  a  pair  of  loaded  pistols,  he  carefully  re- 
moved the  percussion  caps,  and,  unable  to  repress  a  deep 
sigh,  restored  the  weapons  to  the  place  in  which  he  had 
found  them.  Then,  as  if  on  second  thoughts,  he  took  down 
an  Indian  dagger  with  a  very  sharp  blade,  and  drawing  it 
from  its  silver-gilt  sheath,  proceeded  to  break  the  point  of 
this  murderous  instrument,  by  twisting  it  beneath  one  of 
the  iron  castors  of  the  bed. 

Dagobert  then  proceeded  to  unfasten  the  two  doors,  and, 
returning  slowly  to  the  marble  chimney-piece,  he  leaned 
against  it  with  a  gloomy  and  pensive  air.  Crouching  before 
the  fire,  Spoil-sport  followed  with  an  attentive  eye  the  least 
movement  of  his  master.  The  good  dog  displayed  a  rare 
and  intelligent  sagacity.  The  soldier,  having  drawn  out  his 
handkerchief,  let  fall,  without  perceiving  it,  a  paper  con- 
taining a  roll  of  tobacco.  Spoil-sport,  who  had  all  the  quali- 
ties of  a  retriever  of  the  Rutland  race,  took  the  paper  be- 
tween his  teeth,  and,  rising  upon  his  hind-legs,  presented 
it  respectfully  to  Dagobert.  But  the  latter  received  it  me- 
chanically, and  appeared  indifferent  to  the  dexterity  of  his 
dog.  The  grenadier's  countenance  revealed  as  much  sorrow 
as  anxiety.  After  remaining  for  some  minutes  near  the 
fire,  with  fixed  and  meditative  look,  he  began  to  walk  about 
the  room  in  great  agitation,  one  of  his  hands  thrust  into 
the  bosom  of  his  long  blue  frock-coat,  which  was  buttoned 
up  to  the  chin,  and  the  other  into  one  of  his  hind-pockets. 

From  time  to  time  he  stopped  abruptly,  and  seemed  to 
make  reply  to  his  own  thoughts,  or  uttered  an  exclamation 
of  doubt  and  uneasiness ;  then,  turning  towards  die  trophy 
of  arms,  he  shook  his  head  mournfully,  and  murmured,  "No 
matter — this  fear  may  be  idle ;  but  he  has  acted  so  extra- 
ordinarily these  two  days,  that  it  is  at  all  events  more 
prudent " 

Pie  continued  his  walk,  and  said,  after  a  new  and  pro- 
longed silence :  "Yes,  he  must  tell  me.  It  makes  me  too 
uneasy.  And  then  the  poor  children — it  is  enough  to  break 
one's  heart." 

And  Dagobert  hastily  drew  his  moustache  between  his 
thumb  and  forefinger,  a  nervous  movement,  which  with  hirn 
was  an  evident  symptom  of  extreme  agitation.  Some  min- 
utes after,  the  soldier  resumed,  still  answering  his  inward 
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thoughts:    "What   can    it    be?      [| 
the  letters,  they  are  too  in  fan 
yet But  no,  no — he  is 

An<l    Dagobert   again    began    I 
Suddenly.  Spoil-sport 
in  the  direction  of  the  - 
A  few  - 

"Who  is  tin  - 
but  the  person  knocked  again.     1 
went  hastily  to  open  it.  and  saw  t: 

"Why  don't  you  a 
the  soldier,  angrily. 

"M.   Dagobert,  you  sent  me  away  j 
afraid  of  makin  if   I   said   I   I 

"What   do   y<>u    want'  ik   then — i 

cried  the  exasperated  Dagobert,  as  he  | 
room. 

"M.  Dagobert.  don't  be  angry — I'll  tell 
it  is  a  y<  .ung  man." 
"Well?" 

"He  wants  t  u  directlv,  Mr.  I 

"His  name?" 

"His  name,  M.  Dagobert?"  rep! 
and  laughing  with  an  idiotic  air. 

"Yes,  his  name.     Speak,  idiot!" 

"Oh,  M.  Dagobert!  it's  all  in  joke  that  j 
name  !" 

"You  are  dctermini  '  that  j 

of  my  senses!"  cried  the  soldier, 
lar.     "The  name  of  this  ;  man!" 

"Don't  be  an  M.    Da 

name  becau  it." 

"Beast!"  said  1 

"Yes.  you  do  ki  ow  it.  M.  I 
your  own  son.    He  is 
directlv — yes,  dir 

The  stupidity 
the  dupe  of  it.    Mi 
such  imbecility,  he 
his  shoulders.'  and   said 
case,  "Follow  me !" 

Loonv  obeyed:  but,  before 
leter  secretly' from  his  pocket,  ai 
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without  turning  his  head,  saying  all  the  while  to  Dagobert, 
for  the  purpose  of  occupying  his  attention :  "Your  son  is  in 
the  court,  M.  Dagobert.  He  would  not  come  up — that's 
why  he  is  still  downstairs !" 

Thus  talking,  he  closed  the  door,  believing  he  had  left 
the  letter  on  the  floor  of  Marshal  Simon's  room.  But  he 
had  reckoned  without  Spoil-sport.  Whether  he  thought  it 
more  prudent  to  bring  up  the  rear,  or,  from  respectful 
deference  for  a  biped,  the  worthy  dog  had  been  the  last  to 
leave  the  room,  and,  being  a  famous  carrier,  as  soon  as  he 
saw  the  letter  dropped  by  Loony,  he  took  it  delicately  be- 
tween his  teeth,  and  followed  close  on  the  heels  of  the 
servant,  without  the  latter  perceiving  this  new  proof  of  the 
intelligence  and  sagacity  of  Spoil-sport. 


CHAPTER  XLVI. 

THE  ANONYMOUS   LETTERS. 

We  will  explain  presently  what  became  of  the  letter, 
which  Spoil-sport  held  between  his  teeth,  and  why  he  left 
his  master,  when  the  latter  ran  to  meet  Agricola.  Dagobert 
had  not  seen  his  son  for  some  days.  Embracing  him  cor- 
dially, he  led  him  into  one  of  the  rooms  on  the  ground-floor, 
which  he  usually  occupied.  "And  how  is  your  wife?"  said 
the  soldier  to  his  son. 

"She  is  well,  father,  thank  you." 

Perceiving  a  great  change  in  Agricola's  countenance, 
Dagobert  resumed :  "You  look  sad.  Has  anything  gone 
wrong  since  I  saw  you  last?" 

"All  is  over,  father.  We  have  lost  him,"  said  the  smith, 
in  a  tone  of  despair. 

"Lost  whom?" 

"M.   Hardy." 

"M.  Hardy! — why,  three  days  ago,  you  told  me  you  were 
going  to  see  him." 

"Yes,  father,  I  have  seen  him — and  my  dear  brother 
Gabriel  saw  him  and  spoke  to  him — how  he  speaks !  with  a 
voice  that  comes  from  the  heart ! — and  he  had  so  revived  and 
encouraged  him,  that  M.  Hardy  consented  to  return  amongst 
us.     Then  I,  wild  with  joy,  ran  to  tell  the  good  news  to 
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some  of  my  mates,  who  were  waiting  to  hear  the  result 

my  interview  with  .M.  Hardy.     I  ! 

thank  and  bless  him.     We  were  within  a  hun 

the  house  belonging  to  the  black-gowns  — " 

"Ah,  the  black-gowns!"   said    Dagobert,   with 
air.     "Then  some  mischief  will  happen.     I  know  th< 

"You  are  not  mistaken,  father,"  answered  .V 
a  sigh.    "I  was  running  on  with  my  comrades,  when  I 
a  carriage  coming  towards  us.     Some  presentiment  t 
that  they  were  taking  away  M.  Hardy." 

"By  force!"  said  Dagobert,  hastily. 

"No,"  answered  Agricola,  bitterly;  "no— th 
too  cunning   for   that.     They   know   how   to   I 
accomplice  in  the  evil   they  do  you.     Shall    [not 
remember  how  they  managed  with  my  g 1  ninth' 

"Yes,  the  worthy  woman!  there  was  a  poor  fl 
the  spider's  web.     But  this  carriage,  of  which  you 

"On  seeing  it  start  from  the  house  of  the  black- 
replied   Agricola,   "my  heart    sank   within   m<  an 
impulse  stronger  than  myself.  I  rushed  to  the  hor 
calling    on    my   comrade-    to    help    me.      But    thi 
knocked  me  down  and  stunned  me  with  a  1 
whip.    When  I  recovered  my  senses,  the  car 
far  away." 

"You' were  not  hurt?"  cried  Dagobert.  i 
examined  his  son  from  top  to  toe. 

"No,  father;  a  mere  scratch." 

"What  did  you  next,  my  boy?" 

"I  hastened' to  our  good  angel,  Mdlle. 
told  her  all.     'You  must   follow   M.   Hardy  on  tl 
said  she  to  me.    'Take  my  carriage  and  post-horses, 
will  accompany  you;  follow  M.  Hardy  from 
should  you  succeed  in  overtaking  him  your 
your  prayers  may  perhaps  conquer  the  fatal  u 
these  priests  have  acquired  over  him.' 

"It  was  the  best  advice  she  could  givi 
lent  young  lady  is  always  right." 

"An  hour  after,  we  were  upon  OUT 
the    returned    postilions,    that    M.     Hal 
Orleans  road.     We  followed  him  as  fai 
we  heard  that  he  had  taken  a  en 
house  in  a  valley   about    four   l< 
They  told  us  that  this  house,  called  the  \  al-de  M.   I 
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belonged  to  certain  priests,  and  that,  as  the  night  was  so 
dark,  and  the  road  so  bad,  we  had  better  sleep  at  the  inn, 
and  start  early  in  the  morning.  We  followed  this  advice, 
and  set  out  at  dawn.  In  a  quarter  of  an  hour,  we  quitted 
the  high-road  for  a  mountainous  and  desert  track.  We 
saw  nothing  but  brown  rocks,  and  a  few  birch  trees.  As  we 
advanced,  the  scene  became  wilder  and  wilder.  We  might 
have  fancied  ourselves  a  hundred  leagues  from  Paris.  At 
last  we  stopped  in  front  of  a  large,  old,  black-looking  house 
with  only  a  few  small  windows  in  it,  and  built  at  the  foot 
of  a  high,  rocky  mountain.  In  my  whole  life  I  have  never 
seen  anything  so  deserted  and  sad.  We  got  out  of  the  car- 
riage, and  I  rang  the  bell.  A  man  opened  the  door.  'Did 
not  the  Abbe  d'Aigrigny  arrive  here  last  night  with  a  gentle- 
man?' said  I  to  this  man,  with  a  confidential  air.  'Inform 
the  gentleman  directly,  that  I  come  on  business  of  import- 
ance, and  that  I  must  see  him  forthwith.' — The  man,  believ- 
ing me  an  accomplice,  showed  us  in  immediately ;  a  moment 
after,  the  Abbe  d'Aigrigny  opened  the  door,  saw  me,  and 
drew  back;  yet,  in  five  minutes  more,  I  was  in  presence 
of  M.  Hardy." 

"Well!"  said  Dagobert,  with  interest. 

Agricola  shook  his  head  sorrowfully,  and  replied :  "I 
knew  by  the  very  countenance  of  M.  Hardy,  that  all  was 
over.  Addressing  me  in  a  mild  but  firm  voice,  he  said  to 
me :  'I  understand,  I  can  even  excuse,  the  motives  that 
bring  you  hither.  But  I  am  quite  determined  to  live  hence- 
forth in  solitude  and  prayer.  I  take  this  resolution  freely 
and  voluntarily,  because  I  would  fain  provide  for  the  salva- 
tion of  my  soul.  Tell  your  fellows  that  my  arrangements 
will  be  such  as  to  leave  them  a  good  remembrance  of  me.' 
• — And  as  I  was  about  to  speak,  M.  Hardy  interrupted  me, 
saying:  'It  is  useless,  my  friend.  My  determination  is  un- 
alterable. Do  not  write  to  me,  for  your  letters  would  re- 
main unanswered.  Prayer  will  henceforth  be  my  only 
occupation.  Excuse  me  for  leaving  you,  but  I  am  fatigued 
from  my  journey !' — He  spoke  the  truth  for  he  was  as  pale 
as  a  spectre,  with  a  kind  of  wildness  about  the  eyes,  and 
so  changed  since  the  day  before,  as  to  be  hardly  the  same 
man.  His  hand,  when  he  offered  it  on  parting  from  me,  was 
dry  and  burning.  The  Abbe  d'Aigrigny  soon  came  in. 
'Father,'  said  M.  Hardy  to  him,  'have  the  goodness  to  see 
M.  Baudoin  to  the  door.' — So  saying,  he  waved  his  hand  to 
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me  in  token  of  farewell,  and 
All  was  over;  he  is  lost  to  us  forevi 
"Yes,"  said  Dagobert,  "those  black 

him,  like  so  many  other-.'' 

"In  despair."  resumed  Agricola,  "I   returned  h  with 

M.   Dupont.     This,  then,  is  what  the  \ 

M.    Hardy — of    that   generous    man.    u  i 

three  hundred  industrious  workmen  in  - 

increasing    their    knowledge,    improving    their    h- 

earning  the  henediction  of   that   little   ; 

was  the  providence.     Inst.  all  this.  M.  Hardy 

forever  reduced  to  a  gloomy  and  unavailing  lil 

plation." 

"Oh,  the  black-gowns!"  said   1'  rt,  shu 

unable  to  conceal   a  vague  sense  of    tear.     "Th(  1 

live,  the  more  I  am  afraid  of  them.     You  hai 
those  people  did  to  your  poor  mother ;  you  set-  what  tip 
just  done  to  M.   Hardy;  you  know  their  my 

two  poor  orphans,  and  against  that  genei 
these  people  are  very  powerful!     I  would  rati: 
talion  of  Russian  grenadiers,  than  a  dozen  of  tl 
But   don't   let's   talk   of    it.      I    have   c: 
for  grief  and  fear." 

Then  seeing  the  astonished  look  of  la,  the 

unable  to  restrain  his  emotion,  threw  himself  into  t!. 
of  his  son,  exclaiming  with  a  choking  ■■  "I  can 

out  no  longer.     My  heart  is  too  full.     I  mi: 
whom  shall  I  trust  if  not  you?" 

"Father,    you    frighten    me!"    said    Agrio  "Wl 

the  matter?" 

"Why,  you  see,  had  it  not  been  for  you  and  the 
girls,  I  should  have  blown  out  my  brail 
rather  than  see  what  I  see — and  dread  what  1 

"What  do  you  dread,   father?" 

"Since  the  last  few  days,  I  do  not  know  v.' 
over  the  marshal — but  he  frightens  me." 

"Yet  in  his  last  interviews  with  Mdile.  

"Yes,   he  was  a   little   better.      By   her   k 
generous  young  lady  poured  balm  inl 
ence  of  the  young  Indian  cheered  him : 
off  his  cares,   and   his   poor   littl< 
the  change.     But   for  son i-  .   I   k: 

has  been  loosed  against  his   family.     J 


536  THE    WANDERING    JEW 

one's  head.  First  of  all,  I  am  sure  that  the  anonymous 
letters  have  begun  again." 

"What  letters,  father?" 

"The  anonymous  letters." 

"But  what  are  they  about?" 

"You  know  how  the  marshal  hated  that  renegade,  the 
Abbe  d'Aigrigny.  When  he  found  that  the  traitor  was  here, 
'ind  that  he  had  persecuted  the  two  orphans,  even  as 
he  persecuted  their  mother  to  the  death — but  that  now  he 
had  become  a  priest — I  thought  the  marshal  would  have 
/gone  mad  with  indignation  and  fury.  He  wishes  to  go  in 
search  of  the  renegade.  With  one  word  I  calmed  him. 
"He  is  a  priest,'  I  said ;  'you  may  do  what  you  will,  insult 
or  strike  him — he  will  not  fight.  He  began  by  serving 
against  his  country,  he  ends  by  becoming  a  bad  priest.  It 
is  all  in  character.  He  is  not  worth  spitting  upon.' — 'But 
surely  I  may  punish  the  wrong  done  to  my  children,  and 
avenge  the  death  of  my  wife,'  cried  the  marshal,  much 
exasperated. — 'They  say,  as  you  well  know,  that  there  are 
courts  of  law  to  avenge  your  wrongs,'  answered  I ; 
'Mdlle.  de  Cardoville  has  lodged  a  charge  against  the  rene- 
gade, for  having  attempted  to  confine  your  daughters  in  a 
convent.    We  must  champ  the  bit  and  wait.'  " 

"Yes,'  said  Agricola,  mournfully,  "and  unfortunately 
there  lacks  proof  to  bring  it  home  to  the  Abbe  d'Aigrigny. 
The  other  day,  when  I  was  examined  by  Mdlle.  de  Cardo- 
ville's  lawyer,  with  regard  to  our  attempt  on  the  convent, 
he  told  me  that  we  should  meet  with  obstacles  at  every 
step,  for  want  of  legal  evidence,  and  that  the  priests  had 
taken  their  precautions  with  so  much  skill  that  the  indict- 
ment would  be  quashed." 

"That  is  just  what  the  marshal  thinks,  my  boy,  and  this 
increases  his  irritation  at  such  injustice." 

"He  should  despise  the  wretches." 

"But  the  anonymous  letters !" 

"Well,  what  of  them,  father?" 

"You  shall  know  all.  A  brave  and  honorable  man  like 
the  marshal,  when  his  first  movement  of  indignation  was 
over,  felt  that  to  insult  the  renegade  disguised  in  the  garb 
of  a  priest,  would  be  like  insulting  an  old  man  or  a  woman. 
He  determined  therefore  to  despise  him,  and  to  forget  him 
as  soon  as  possible.  But  then,  almost  every  day,  there 
came  by  the  post  anonymous  letters,  in  which  all  sorts  of 
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devices  were  employ*  revive 

marshal  against  the  n  by  remin 

evil  contrived  by  the  Abbe  d' 

family.      The   marshal    was   r< 

not  taking  vengeance  on  this  priest,  tl 

wife  and  children,  the  insolent 

"And  from  whom  do  you  suspect  these  l< 
father?" 

"I  cannot  tell — it  is  that  which  turn 
must  come  from  the  enemies  of  the  marshal,  and  he  I 
enemies  but  the  black-gowns 

"But,   father,   since  these  letters  arc  to  excite 
against  the  Abbe  d'Aigrigny,  they  can  hardly  havi 
written  by  priest-.'' 

"That. is  what  I  have  said  to  myself." 

"But  what,  then,  can  be  their  oil 


"Their    object?    oh,    it    is    too    plain!"    cried    Di 


"The  marshal   is  hasty,  ardent;  he  has  a  thousand 
to  desire  vengeance  on  the   ren<  But   he 

himself    justice,    and    the   other    sort    'it'    ji 
Then  what  does  he  do?    He  endeavors  | 
But  every  day   there  comes   to   him   an   ii 
provoke  and  exasperate  his  legitimate  hat* 
and  insults.     Devil  take  me !  my  he 
but,  at  such  a  game.  I  should        i   ad." 

"lather,  such  a  plot  would  be  horrible,  and  only 
of  hell!" 

"And  that  is  not  all." 

"What  morev' 

"The   marshal    has   rcccivi  L.  other  1 
not  shown  me — but,  alter  he  had  read  I 
like  a  man   struck   motionless,   and   rnurmui 
'They  do  not  even   respect   that 
much!' — And.  hiding  his  in  his  I 

"The   marshal    wept!"   cried    the 
to  believe  what  he  heard. 

"Yes,"  an-wered  Dagobert,  "he 

'And  what  could  these  letfc 

"I  did  n<  '  k  him. 

and  dejected." 

"But  thus  harassed  and  tormented  in 
shal  must  lead  a  wretched   lif 

"And  his  poor  little  girls  too!  he  see 
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and  sadder,  without  being  able  to  guess  the  cause.  And 
the  death  of  his  father,  killed  almost  in  his  arms !  Per- 
haps, you  will  think  all  this  enough ;  but,  no !  I  am  sure 
there  is  something  still  more  painful  behind.  Lately,  you 
would    hardly    know   the    marshal.      He    is    irritable    about 

nothing,  and  falls  into  such  fits  of  passion,  that "  After 

a  moment's  hesitation,  the  soldier  resumed:  "I  may  tell 
this  to  you,  my  poor  boy.  I  have  just  been  upstairs,  to  take 
the  caps  from  his  pistols." 

"What,  father!"  cried  Agricola;  "you  fear " 

"In  the  state  of  exasperation  in  which  I  saw  him  yester- 
day, there  is  everything  to  fear." 

"What  then  happened  ?" 

"Since  some  time,  he  has  often  long  secret  interviews 
with  a  gentleman,  who  looks  like  an  old  soldier  and  a 
worthy  man.  I  have  remarked  that  the  gloom  and  agita- 
tion of  the  marshal  are  always  redoubled  after  one  of  these 
visits.  Two  or  three  times,  I  have  spoken  to  him  about  it ; 
but  I  saw  by  his  look,  that  I  displeased  him,  and  therefore 
I  desisted. 

"Well !  yesterday,  this  gentleman  came  in  the  evening. 
He  remained  here  until  eleven  o'clock,  and  his  wife  came  to 
fetch  him,  and  waited  for  him  in  a  coach.  After  his  de- 
parture, I  went  up  to  see  if  the  marshal  wanted  anything. 
He  was  very  pale,  but  calm ;  he  thanked  me,  and  I  came 
down  again.  You  know  that  my  room  is  just  under  his.  I 
could  hear  the  marshal  walking  about  as  if  much  agitated, 
and  soon  after  he  seemed  to  be  knocking  down  the  furni- 
ture. In  alarm,  I  once  more  went  upstairs.  He  asked  me, 
with  an  irritated  air,  what  I  wanted,  and  ordered  me  to 
leave  the  room.  Seeing  him  in  that  way,  I  remained ;  he 
grew  more  angry,  still  I  remained ;  perceiving  a  chair  and 
table  thrown  down,  I  pointed  to  them  with  so  sad  an  air 
that  he  understood  me.  You  know  that  he  has  the  best 
heart  in  the  world,  so,  taking  me  by  the  hand,  he  said  to 
me:  'Forgive  me  for  causing  you  this  uneasiness,  my  good 
Dagobert ;  but  just  now,  I  lost  my  senses,  and  gave  way  to 
a  burst  of  absurd  fury ;  I  think  I  should  have  thrown  my- 
self out  of  the  window,  had  it  been  open.  I  only  hope,  that 
my  poor  dear  girls  have  not  heard  me,'  added  he,  as  he 
went  on  tip-toe  to  open  the  door  which  communicates  with 
his  daughters'  bedroom.  When  he  had  listened  anxiously 
for  a  moment,  he  returned  to  me,  and  said :     "Luckily,  they 
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are  asleep.' — Then  I  asked  him 
agitation,  and  if,  in  spite  of  my  precauti 
any    more   anonymous    letters.      ">. 

gloomy  air;   "but   leave  me,  my   friend.      I 

It  has  doneme  good  t  ou.     «. l-night, 

go  downstairs  t<  k  car. 

but,  pretending  to  go  down,  1   can 

myself  on  the  top  stair,  listening.     X- 

self  entirely,  the  marshal  went  to  embi 

I  heard  him  open  and  shut  their  d<  or. 

to  his  room,  and  walked  about  for  a  long  til 

more  quiet  step.     At  last,  I  heard  him  • 

bed,  and   I   came  down  about  break  of  day.     . 

all  remained  tranquil." 

"But  whatever  can  be  the  matter  with  him.  fat! 

"I  do  not  know.    When  I  went  up  to  him.  1 
at  the  agitation   of   his  countenance,   and   the   bi 
his  eyes.     Pie  would  have  looked  much  the  he 

been  delirious,  or  in  a  burning  fever— so  tl 
him  say,  he  could  have  thrown  himself  out  of  ;' 
had  it  been  open,  I  thought  it  more  prudent  to  i  the 

caps  from  his  pistol 

"I  cannot  understand  it!"  said  Agricola,  :n.  in- 

trepid,   and   cool   a   man   as   the   mar  dial,   a 
violence!" 

"I  tell  you  that  something  very  extraordinary 
within  him.     For  two  days,  he  has  not  been  t 
dren,  which  is  always  a  bad  sign  with  him — : 
of  the  poor  little  angels  thei  -.   who 

the  notion  that  they  have  displeased  their  fath< 
please  him!      If   you    only   knew   the   life   tl  ■ 
creatures!  a  walk  or  ride  with  me  and  their  c 
I  never  let  them  go  out  alone,  and.  the  i 
their    studies,    reading,    or    n<  rk — al 

and  then  to  bed.     Yet  their  dueni. 
woman,  tells  me  that  sometin 
shed  tears  in  their  sleep.     Poor  chil 
known  but  little  happii  tdded  tl 

At  this  moment,  hearing  souk 
courtyard,  Dagobert  raised  his 
with  pale  face  and  bewildered  air.  h 
a  letter,  which  he  seemed  to  read  with 
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CHAPTER  XLVII. 

THE    GOLDEN    CITY. 

While  Marshal  Simon  was  crossing  the  little  court  with 
so  agitated  an  air,  reading  the  anonymous  letter,  which  he 
had  received  by  Spoil-sport's  unexpected  medium,  Rose  and 
Blanche  were  alone  together,  in  the  sitting-room  they 
usually  occupied,  which  had  been  entered  for  a  moment  by 
Loony  during  their  absence.  The  poor  children  seemed  des- 
tined to  a  succession  of  sorrows.  At  the  moment  their 
mourning  for  their  mother  drew  near  its  close,  the  tragical 
death  of  their  grandfather  had  again  dressed  them  in 
funereal  weeds.  They  were  seated  together  upon  a  couch, 
in  front  of  their  work-table.  Grief  often  produces  the  effect 
of  years.  Hence,  in  a  few  months,  Rose  and  Blanche  had 
become  quite  young  women.  To  the  infantine  grace  of 
their  charming  faces,  formerly  so  plump  and  rosy,  but 
now  pale  and  thin,  had  succeeded  an  expression  of  grave  and 
touching  sadness.  Their  large,  mild  eyes  of  limpid  azure, 
which  always  had  a  dreamy  character,  were  now  never 
bathed  in  those  joyous  tears,  with  which  a  burst  of  frank 
and  hearty  laughter  used  of  old  to  adorn  their  silky  lashes, 
when  the  comic  coolness  of  Dagobert,  or  some  funny  trick 
of  Spoil-sport,  cheered  them  in  the  course  of  their  long  and 
weary  pilgrimage. 

In  a  word,  those  delightful  faces,  which  the  flowery  pencil 
of  Greuze  could  alone  have  painted  in  all  their  velvet  fresh- 
ness, were  now  worthy  of  inspiring  the  melancholy  ideal  of 
the  immortal  Ary  Scheffer,  who  gave  us  Mignon  aspiring  to 
Paradise,  and  Margaret  dreaming  of  Faust.  Rose,  leaning 
back  on  the  couch,  held  her  head  somewhat  bowed  upon 
her  bosom,  over  which  was  crossed  a  handkerchief  of  black 
crape.  The  light  streaming  from  a  window  opposite,  shone 
softly  on  her  pure,  white  forehead,  crowned  by  two  thick 
bands  of  chestnut  hair.  Her  look  was  fixed,  and  the  open 
arch  of  her  eyebrows,  now  somewhat  contracted,  announced 
i  mind  occupied  with  painful  thoughts.  Her  thin,  white 
little  hands  had  fallen  upon  her  knees,  but  still  held  the  em- 
broidery, on  which  she  had  been  engaged.  The  profile  of 
Blanche  was  visible,  leaning  a  little  towards  her  sister,  with 
an  expression  of  tender  and  anxious  solicitude,  whilst  her 
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needle  remained  in  the  canvas,  as  if  sht 

work. 

"Sister,"  said   Blanche,  in  a  l< 
tnents  of  silence,  (luring  which  the 
to  her  eyes,  "tell  me  what  you  arc  thinkh 
so  sad." 

"I  think  of  the  Golden  City  of  our 
almost  in  a  whisper,  alter  another  shoi 

Blanche  understood  the  bitterness  of  tl 
out  speaking,  she  threw  herself  on  \\<  i 
wept.     Poor  girls!   the  Golden   I  f   their 

Paris,  with  their  father  in  it — Paris,  the  man 
joys  and  festivals,  through  all  <>f  which  I 
held  the  radiant  and  smiling  countenana 
alas!  the  Beautiful  City  had  been  changed  inl 
tears,  and  death,  and  mourning.     The 
lence  which  had  struck  down  their  i  -  in  tl" 

Siberia,  seemed  to  have  follow 

cloud,    which,   always    hovering   above    them,    hid    tl 
blue  of  the  sky,  and  the  joyous  light  of  tin-  sun. 

The  Golden  City  of  their  dreams !     it 
perhaps  one  day  their    father   v. 
young   lovers,    good    and    fair    as    then: 
you,"  he  was  to  say  ;  "  they  are  worthy 
you  have  a  brother,  and  me  two 
"enchanting  confusion  for  those  two  orphai 
pnre  as  crystal,  had  never  reflected  any  i. 
Gabriel,   the   celestial    i  :it    by    I 

protect  them ! 

We    can    therefore    un  1    the    painful    « 

Blanche,    when    she    heard    her 
melancholy,  those  v.  vhich  d 

tion:     "I  think  <f  the  Go! 

"Who   know-"-"    proceeded    Blai 
tears;  "perhaps,  happiness  mi 

"Alas!  if  we  are  not  happy  with  our 
we  ever  be  si 

"Yes,  when  we  rejoin  our  i; 
her  eyes  to  heaven. 

"Then,  sister,  this  dream  may  1*.-  a 
that  we  had  in  Germany." 

"The  difference  being  that  then  the 
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down  from  heaven  to  us,  and  that  this  time  he  takes  us  from 
earth,  to  our  mother." 

"And  this  dream  will  perhaps  come  true,  like  the  other, 
my  sister.  We  dreamt  that  the  Angel  Gabriel  would  protect 
us,  and  he  came  to  save  us  from  the  shipwreck." 

"And,  this  time,  we  dream  that  he  will  lead  us  to  heaven. 
Why  should  not  that  happen  also?" 

"But  to  bring  that  about,  sister,  our  Gabriel,  who  saved 
us  from  the  shipwreck,  must  die  also.  No,  no ;  that  must 
not  happen.     Let  us  pray  that  it  may  not  happen." 

"No,  it  will  not  happen — for  it  is  only  Gabriel's  good 
angel,  who  is  so  like  him,  that  we  saw  in  our  dreams." 

"Sister,  dear,  how  singular  is  this  dream! — Here,  as  in 
Germany,  we  have  both  dreamt  the  same — three  times,  the 
very  same !" 

"It  is  true.  The  Angel  Gabriel  bent  over  us,  and  looked 
at  us  with  so  mild  and  sad  an  air,  saying:  'Come,  my 
children !  come,  my  sisters !  Your  mother  waits  for  you. 
Poor  children,  arrived  from  so  far !'  added  he  in  his  tender 
voice :  'You  have  passed  over  the  earth,  gentle  and  innocent 
as  two  doves,  to  repose  forever  in  the  maternal  nest.' ] 

"Yes,  those  were  the  words  of  the  archangel,"  said  the 
other  orphan,  with  a  pensive  air ;  "we  have  done  no  harm 
to  any  one,  and  we  have  loved  those  who  loved  us — why 
should  we  fear  to  die?" 

"Therefore,  dear  sister,  we  rather  smiled  than  wept,  when 
he  took  us  by  the  hand,  and,  spreading  wide  his  beautiful 
white  wings,  carried  us  along  with  him  to  the  blue  depths 
of  the  sky." 

"To  heaven,  where  our  dear  mother  waited  for  us  with 
open  arms,  her  face  all  bathed  in  tears." 

"Oh,  sweet  sister !  one  has  not  dreams  like  ours  for 
nothing.  And  then,"  added  she,  looking  at  Rose,  with  a  sad 
smile  that  went  to  the  heart,  "our  death  might  perhaps  end 
the  sorrow,  of  which  we  have  been  the  cause." 

"Alas !  it  is  not  our  fault.  Wre  love  him  so  much.  But 
we  are  so  timid  and  sorrowful  before  him,  that  he  may 
perhaps  think  we  love  him  not." 

So  saying,  Rose  took  her  handkerchief  from  her  work- 
basket,  to  dry  her  tears;  a  paper,  folded  in  the  form  of  a 
letter,  fell  out. 

At  this  sight,  the  two  shuddered,  and  pressed  close  to  one 
another,   and   Rose  said  to  Blanche,  in  a  trembling  voice: 
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"Another  of  these  letters '     <  >h.  1  am  ai 
less  be  like  the  last." 

"We  must  piek  it  up  quickly,  that  it  i 
said    Blanche,    hastily    stooping    to 
people  who  take  interest  in  us  might  othei 
to  great  danger." 

"But  how  could  this  letter  come  ; 

"How  did  the  others  come 
hand,  and  always  in  the  a'  ur  duenn 

"It    is    true.      Why    ^eck    to    ex;.: 
should  never  be  able  to  do  so. 
will  perhaps  be  more  favoral 
the   two   sisters    read   as    follows: — 

"Continue  to  love  your   father,  dear  childi 
very  miserable,   and   you  are   the   involunl 
distress.      You    will    never    know    the    tcrni 
your  presence  imposes  on  him;  but,  ala 
of  his  paternal  duties.     I  lis  su fieri: 
ever;  spare  him  at  least  those  marks  of  I 
occasion  him  so  much  more  pain  thai: 
is  a  dagger-stroke,  for  he  sees  in  you  t! 
his   misfortunes.     Dear  children,   you   mu  I 
despair.     If  you  have  enough  command  over  \ 
to  torture  him  by  the  display  of  too  warn; 
you  can  mingle  some  reserve  with  your  afl 
greatly   alleviate   his   sorrow.      Keep   tl 
from  every  one,  even  from  good  ! 
much;   otherwise,   both  he  and   j 
unknown  friend  who  is  writing  to  you,  will  ! 
the  utmost  peril,   for  your  enen 
Courage  and  hope!     May  your  fat! 
more    free    from    sorrow   and    r< 
perhaps   not  so   far  distant.      Burn   this 
others !" 

The  above  note  was  written  with  SO 
even  supposing  the  orphans  ha'! 
father  or  Dagobert.  it  would  at  t1 
ered  a  strange,   intrusi 
from  the  spirit   in   which   it   v. 
have  been  contrived  with  mor< 
the  cruel  perplexity  in  which  Marsh 
between  the  fear  of  again  leavi: 
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of  neglecting  what  he  considered  a  sacred  duty.  All  the 
tenderness,  all  the  susceptibility  of  heart  which  distinguished 
the  orphans,  had  been  called  into  play  by  these  diabolicat 
counsels,  and  the  sisters  soon  perceived  that  their  presence 
was  in  fact  both  sweet  and  painful  to  their  father ;  for  some- 
times he  felt  himself  incapable  of  leaving  them,  and  some- 
times the  thought  of  a  neglected  duty  spread  a  cloud  of 
sadness  over  his  brow.  Hence  the  poor  twins  could  not  fail 
to  value  the  fatal  meaning  of  the  anonymous  letters  they 
received.  They  were  persuaded  that,  from  some  mysterious 
motive,  which  they  were  unable  to  penetrate,  their  presence 
was  often  importunate  and  even  painful  to  their  father. 
Hence  the  growing  sadness  of  Rose  and  Blanche — hence  the 
sort  of  fear  and  reserve  which  restrained  the  expression  of 
their  filial  tenderness.  A  most  painful  situation  for  the 
marshal,  who  deceived  by  inexplicable  appearances,  mistook, 
in  his  turn,  their  manner  of  indifference  to  him — and  so, 
with  breaking  heart,  and  bitter  grief  upon  his  face,  often 
abruptly  quitted  his  children  to  conceal  his  tears ! 

And  the  desponding  orphans  said  to  each  other :  "We 
are  the  cause  of  our  father's  grief.  It  is  our  presence  which 
makes  him  so  unhappy." 

The  reader  may  now  judge  what  ravages  such  a  thought, 
when  fixed  and  incessant,  must  have  made  on  these  young, 
loving,  timid,  and  simple  hearts.  How  could  the  orphans 
be  on  their  guard  against  such  anonymous  communications, 
which  spoke  with  reverence  of  all  they  loved,  and  seemed 
every  day  justified  by  the  conduct  of  their  father?  Already 
victims  of  numerous  plots,  and  hearing  that  they  were  sur- 
rounded by  enemies,  we  can  understand,  how  faithful  to  the 
advice  of  their  unknown  friend,  they  forbore  to  confide  to 
Dagobert  these  letters,  in  which  he  was  so  justly  appreciated. 
The  object  of  the  proceeding  was  very  plain.  By  continu- 
ally harassing  the  marshal  on  all  sides,  and  persuading  him 
of  the  coldness  of  his  children,  the  conspirators  might  natur- 
ally hope  to  conquer  the  hesitation  which  had  hitherto  pre- 
vented his  again  quitting  his  daughters  to  embark  in  a  dan- 
gerous enterprise.  To  render  the  marshal's  life  so  burden- 
some that  he  would  desire  to  seek  relief  from  his  torments 
in  any  project  of  daring  and  generous  chivalry,  was  one  of 
the  ends  proposed  by  Rodin — and,  as  we  have  seen,  it  wanted 
neither  logic  nor  possibility. 
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After  having  read  the  letter,   ;: 
moment  silent  ;m<l  dejected.    Then  ! 
in  her  hand,  started  up  suddenly 
piece,  and  threw  the  Utter  into  the  I 
air:     "We   must    burn   it   quick! 
danger  will  ensue." 

'"What  greater  misfortune  ran  happen  I 
despondingly,  "than   to  cause   such 
What  can  he  the  reason  of  i:  i " 

"Perhaps,"  said   Rose,  whose  tears  v. 
down  her  check,  "he  does  not  find  us  vvl 
desired.     He  may  love  us  well  as  the  i 
mother,  hut  we  are  not  the  daughters  he  ha 
Do  you  understand  me,  sister?" 

"Yes,  yes — that  is  perhaps  what  oo 
We  are  so  badly  informed,  so  wild,  so  awkward,  that  ! 
no  doubt  ashamed  of  us;  and.  as  he  lo\ 
it  makes  him  suffer." 

"Alas!  it  is  not  our  fault.     (  >ur  dear  mother  brought 
up  in  the  deserts  of  Siberia  as  well  as  ild." 

"Oh!  father  himself  does  not  reproach  us  with  il  it 

gives  him  pain." 

"Particularly  if  he  has  friends  whi 
beautiful,  and  possessed  of  all 
must  bitterly  regret  that  we  arc  not  the  sai 

"Dost  remember  when  he  took  us  ti 
Adrienne,  who  was  so  affectionate  and  ki 
said  to  us,  with  admiration:     'Did  you  notice  her,  hil- 

dren?     How  beautiful  she  Is,  and  what  I 
heart,  and  therewith  such  grace  and 

"'  )h,  it  is  very  true!     Mdlle.  de  :!. 

her  voice  is  so  sweet  and  gentle,  that,  when   v. 
heard  her,  we  fancied  that  all  our  troul 

"And  it  is   because  of   such   1" 
father,  comparing   us   with   our  cousin 
handsome  young  lad:  not  be 

who  is  so  loved  and  honored,  would 
proud  of  his  daughti 

Suddenly  Rose  laid  her  hand  on  h< 
to  her,  with  anxiety:     "Listen!  listen!  t 
loud  in  father's  bedroom." 

"Yes,"   said   Blanche,   listening   in   her  turn; 
hear  him  walking.     That  is  hi- 
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"Good  heaven !  how  he  raises  his  voice ;  he  seems  to  be  in 
a  great  passion ;  he  will  perhaps  come  this  way." 

And  at  the  thought  of  their  father's  coming — that  father 
who  really  adored  them — the  unhappy  children  looked  in 
terror  at  each  other.  The  sound  of  a  loud  and  angry  voice 
became  more  and  more  distinct ;  and  Rose,  trembling  through 
all  her  frame,  said  to  her  sister:  "Do  not  let  us  remain 
here !     Come  into  our  room." 

"Why?" 

"We  should  hear,  without  designing  it,  the  words  of  our 
father — and  he  does  not  perhaps  know  that  we  are  so  near." 

"You  are  right.  Come,  come!"  answered  Blanche,  as  she 
rose  hastily  from  her  seat. 

"Oh !  I  am  afraid.  I  have  never  heard  him  speak  in  so 
angry  a  tone." 

"Oh !  kind  heaven !"  said  Blanche,  growing  pale,  as  she 
stopped  involuntarily.  "It  is  to  Dagobert  that  he  is  talking 
so  loud." 

"What  can  be  the  matter — to  make  our  father  speak  to 
him  in  that  way?" 

"Alas !  some  great  misfortune  must  have  happened." 

"Oh,  sister !  do  not  let  us  remain  here !  It  pains  me  too 
much  to  hear  Dagobert  thus  spoken  to." 

The  crash  of  some  article,  hurled  with  violence  and  broken 
to  pieces  in  the  next  room,  so  frightened  the  orphans,  that, 
pale  and  trembling  with  emotion,  they  rushed  into  their 
own  apartment,  and  fastened  the  door.  We  must  now 
explain  the  cause  of  Marshal  Simon's  violent  anger. 


CHAPTER  XLVIII. 

THE    STUNG    LION. 

This  was  the  scene,  the  sound  of  which  had  so  terrified 
Rose  and  Blanche.  At  first  alone  in  his  chamber,  in  a  state 
of  exasperation  difficult  to  describe,  Marshal  Simon  had  be- 
gun to  walk  hastily  up  and  down,  his  handsome,  manly  face 
inflamed  with  rage,  his  eyes  sparkling  with  indignation,  while 
on  his  broad  forehead,  crowned  with  short-cut  hair  that  was 
now  turning  gray,  large  veins,  of  which  you  might  count  the 
pulsations,  were  swollen  almost  to  bursting;  and  sometimes 
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his  thick,  black  moustache 

tion,  not  unlike  that  which. 

lion.     And  even  as  the  wounded  li 

and  tortured   by  a  thousand   invi 

down  its  den  with  wrath 

the  floor  of  his  room,  as  if  hound 

times  he  stooped,  as  though  I 

his  anger ;  sometinn 

drew  himself  up  to  his  full  height, 

vigorous  chest,  and  with  raia 

rible  look,  seeme 

confused  exclamations.     Then  he  stood  lilt 

and  battle  in  all  his  intrepid  tire. 

And  now  he  stamped  angrily  with 
the  chimney-piece,  and  pulled  the  hell 
bell-rope    remained    in    his    hand.      A 
attend    to    this    precipitate    sum: 
Dagobert  that  I  wished  to  speak  to  him  i 

"I   executed   your  grao 
accompanying  his  son  to  the  <:  — " 

'A'ery  well!"  interrupted  Marsha 
and  imperious  gesture. 

The  servant  went  out.  and  his  r 
up  and  down  with  impatient  - 
letter  that  he  held  in  his  left  hand 
innocently  delivered  hv  rt,  who, 

had  run  joyously  to  meet  him.     At 
and  Dagobert  appeared.     "I   have  been  v. 
long  time,  sirrah!"  cried  the  marshal,  in 

Dagobert,   more  pained   than   Mirpr; 
anger,  which  he  rightly  attril  iu1 
excitement  in  which  the  I  J  had  n 

:.  answered  mildly:     "I  1" 
was  letting  out  my  son " 

"Read  that,  sir!"  said  the  marshal 
the  letter. 

While  Dagobert  was  reading  it.  tl 
growing  anger,  as  he  kick 
way:     "Thus,  even   in  my   own 
bribed  to  harass   me   with   in 
have  vou  read  it.  sir?" 

"It' is  a  fresh  insult  to  add  I 
coollv,  as  he  threw  the  letter  into  tl 
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"The  letter  is  infamous — but  it  speaks  the  truth,"  replied 
the  marshal.     Dagobert  looked  at  him  in  amazement. 

"And  can  you  tell  who  brought  me  this  infamous  letter?*' 
continued  the  marshal.  "One  would  think  the  devil  had  a 
hand  in  it — for  it  was  your  dog !" 

"Spoil-sport?"  said  Dagobert,  in  the  utmost  surprise. 

"Yes,"  answered  the  marshal,  bitterly;  "it  is  no  doubt  a 
joke  of  your  invention." 

"I  have  no  heart  for  joking,  general,"  answered  Dagobert, 
more  and  more  saddened  by  the  irritable  state  of  the  mar- 
shal ;  "I  cannot  explain  how  it  happened.  Spoil-sport  is  a 
good  carriei ,  and  no  doubt  found  the  letter  in  the  house " 

"And  who  can  have  left  it  there?  Am  I  surrounded  by 
traitors?  Do  you  keep  no  watch?  You,  in  whom  I  have 
every  confidence?" 

"Listen  to  me,  general — — " 

But  the  marshal  proceeded,  without  waiting  to  hear  him. 
"What !  I  have  made  war  for  five-and-twenty  years,  I  have 
battled  with  armies,  I  have  struggled  victoriously  through 
the  evil  times  of  exile  and  proscription,  I  have  withstood 
blows  from  maces  of  iron — and  now  I  am  to  be  killed  with 
pins !  Pursued  into  my  own  house,  harassed  with  impunity, 
worn  out,  tortured  every  minute,  to  gratify  some  unknown, 
miserable  hate ! — When  I  say  unknown,  I  am  wrong — it  is 
D'Aigrigny,  the  renegade,  who  is  at  the  bottom  of  all  this, 
I  am  sure.  I  have  in  the  world  but  one  enemy,  and  he 
is  the  man.  I  must  finish  with  him,  for  I  am  weary  of  this 
— it  is  too  much." 

"But,  general,  remember  he  is  a  priest " 

"What  do  I  care  for  that?  Have  I  not  seen  him  handle 
the  sword?  I  will  yet  make  a  soldier's  blood  rise  to  the 
forehead  of  the  traitor !" 

But,  general " 

"I  tell  you,  that  I  must  be  avenged  on  some  one,"  cried 
the  marshal,  with  an  accent  of  the  most  violent  exasperation ; 
"I  tell  you,  that  I  must  find  a  living  representative  of  these 
cowardly  plots,  that  I  may  at  once  make  an  end  of  him! — 
They  press  upon  me  from  all  sides ;  they  make  my  life  a 
hell — you  know  it — and  you  do  nothing  to  save  me  from 
these  tortures,  which  are  killing  me  as  by  a  slow  fire.  Can 
I  have  no  one  in  whom  to  trust?" 

"General,  I  can't  let  you  say  that,"  replied  Dagobert,  in  a 
calm,  but  firm  voice 
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"And  why  nor 

"General,  1  can't  let  you  say  that 
to.    You  might  end  perhaps  in 
be  even  woj  se  I  i",  than  [<  • 

their  devotioi  iu,  and  wi 

serve  you.     I  am 

These  simple  words,  pronounced  In 
of   deep  conviction,    r< 
although  his  honorable  and  generou 
time  to  time  be  embittered  by  in 
recovered  his  natural  equanimity.     S 
in   a   less   abrupt   tone,    he  to   him,   t! 

agitated:    "You  are  right.     I  could  n 
But  anger  deprives  me  of  my 
is  enough  to  drive  one  mad.     1  am  unjust,  un 
ungrateful — and  to  you!" 

"Do  not  think  of  me,  general.    With  a  kind  w 
end,  you  might  blow  me  up  all  the  year  r 
has  happened :" 

The  general's  countenance  again  darken*  I 

rapidly:    "I  am  looked  down  upon,  and 

"Your 

"Yes,  I.     After  all,"  r<  the  m 

should  I  conceal  from  you  this  new 
you  a  moment,  I  owe  you 
know  all.      For   some   I 
meet  any  of  my  old  companions  in  art: 
me " 

"What !  was  it  to  this  that  tl 

"Yes;  and  it  spoke  the  truth,"  replied  thi 
a  sigh  of  grief  and  indignation. 

"But  it  is  impossible, 
spected " 

"Those  are  mere  words;  I   »] 
I  appear,  the  conversation  is  often 
treating  me  as  an  old  comraH 
rigorously    cold    politeni  Th< 

shades,  a  thousand  r          which  wound  I 
it  is  impossible  to  notice " 

"What  you  are  now  savin] 
replied  Dagqbert.     "}  ou  a 
to  believe  vou." 

"Oh,  it  is  intolerable!      I    w 
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of  it ;  so,  this  morninng,  I  went  to  General  d'Havrincourt, 
who  was  colonel  with  me  in  the  Imperial  Guard ;  he  is 
honor  and  honesty  itself.  I  went  to  him  with  open  heart. 
'I  perceive,'  said  I,  'the  coldness  that  is  shown  me.  Some 
calumny  must  be  circulating  to  my  disadvantage.  Tell  me 
all  about  it.  Knowing  the  attack,  I  shall  be  able  to  defend 
myself '  " 

"Well,  general?" 

"D'Havrincourt  remained  impassible,  ceremoniously  po- 
lite. To  all  my  questions  he  answered  coldly :  T  am  not 
aware,  my  lord  duke,  that  any  calumny  has  been  circulated 
with  regard  to  you.' — 'Do  not  call  me  "my  lord  duke,"  my 
dear  D'Havrincourt ;  we  are  old  fellow-soldiers  and  friends, 
my  honor  is  somewhat  touchy,  I  confess,  and  I  find  that 
you  and  our  comrades  do  not  receive  me  so  cordially,  as  in 
times  past.  You  do  not  deny  it ;  I  see,  I  know,  I  feel  it.' — 
To  all  this  D'Havrincourt  answered,  with  the  same  cold- 
ness :  T  have  never  seen  any  one  wanting  in  respect  to- 
wards you.' — T  am  not  talking  of  respect,'  exclaimed  I,  as 
I  clasped  his  hand  affectionately,  though  I  observed  that 
he  but  feebly  returned  the  pressure ;  'I  speak  of  cordiality, 
confidence,  which  I  once  enjoyed,  while  now  I  am  treated 
like  a  stranger.  Why  is  it?  What  has  occasioned  this 
change  ?' — Still  cold  and  reserved,  he  answered :  'These 
distinctions  are  so  nice,  marshal,  that  it  is  impossible  for 
me  to  give  you  any  opinion  on  the  subject.' — My  heart 
swelled  with  grief  and  anger.  What  was  I  to  do?  To 
quarrel  with  D'Havrincourt  would  have  been  absurd.  A 
sense  of  dignity  forced  me  to  break  off  the  interview,  but  it 
has  only  confirmed  my  fears.  Thus,"  added  the  marshal, 
getting  more  and  more  animated,  "thus  am  I  fallen  from 
the  esteem  to  which  I  am  entitled,  thus  am  I  despised, 
without  even  knowing  the  cause!  Is  it  not  odious?  If  they 
would  only  utter  a  charge  against  me — I  should  at  least  be 
able  to  defend  myself,  and  to  find  an  answer.  But  no,  no ! 
not  even  a  word — only  the  cold  politeness  that  is  worse  than 
any  insult.  Oh !  it  is  too  much,  too  much !  for  all  this  comes 
but  in  addition  to  other  cares.  What  a  life  is  mine  since 
the  death  of  my  father!  If  I  did  but  find  rest  and  happi- 
ness at  home — but  no !  I  come  in,  but  to  read  shameful 
letters ;  and  still  worse,"  added  the  marshal,  in  a  heartrend- 
ing tone,  and  after  a  moment's  hesitation,  "to  find  my 
children    grow    more    and    more    indifferent    towards    me. 
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yes,"  continued  he,  perceiving  tl 

"and  yet  they  know  how  much  1   I 
"Your   daughters   indi 

astonishment.     "You  make  them  such  a 

"Oh!  I  do  not  blame  them.     They  I 
to  know  me." 

"Not  had  time  to  kn  ?"  retu 

of  remonstrance,  and  wan;::::-  up  in  his  turn.    ' 
did  their  mother  talk  to  them, 
could  I  teach  your  children  except  to  k^ 

"You    take   their    part — that    is    natural 
better  than  they  do  me."   said  the  mai 
bitterness.     Dagobert  felt  himself  so  painfully 
he  looked  at  the  marshal  without  a; 

"Yes  !"  continued  the  other  ; 
ungrateful — but  no  matter! — Twenty  times  1  h 
ous  of  the  affectionate  confidence  which  my  c!. 
towards  you,  while  with  me  they  seem  alu  . 
If  their  melancholy  faces  ever  grow  anil 
it  is  in  talking  to  you.  in  seeing  you;   wl 
have  nothing  but  cold  respect — and  that  k 
the  affection  of  my  children.  I  would  h-.vr  br 

mounted  every  difficulty "     Then, 

rushed  towards  the  door  which  led  to  the  chaml* 
and  Blanche,  the  marshal  asked:     "Where  ai 

"For  your  daughters,  general." 

"What   for?" 

"To  bring  them  face  to  face  with  you— to  tell  tin 
children,  your   father  thinks  that  you  do  not 
will  only  say  that — and  then  you  will  s< 

"Dagobert!     I   forbid  you' to  do  it."  cried  tl 
hastily. 

"I  don't  care  for  that— you  have  no  right 
the  poor  children,"  said  the  soldi.  : . 
wards  the  door. 

"Dagobert,   I   command   you   to   remain  U* 

marshal. 

"Listen  to  me,  general.     I  am  your 
your  servant,  if  you  will."  said  the 
"but  neither  rank  nor  station  shall  keep  m< 
have  to  defend  your  daughters.     All  n 
know  but  one  way— and  that  is  to  bril 
to  face." 
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If  the  marshal  had  not  seized  him  by  the  arm,  Dagobert 
would  have  entered  the  apartment  of  the  young  girls. 

"Remain!"  said  the  marshal,  so  imperiously  that  the 
soldier,  accustomed  to  obedience,  hung  his  head,  and  stood 
still. 

"What  would  you  do?"  resumed  the  marshal.  "Tell  my 
children,  that  I  think  they  do  not  love  me?  induce  them  to 
affect  a  tenderness  they  do  not  feel — when  it  is  not  their 
fault,  but  mine?" 

"Oh,  general !"  said  Dagobert,  in  a  tone  of  despair,  "  I  no 
longer  feel  anger,  in  hearing  you  speak  thus  of  your  children. 
It  is  such  grief,  that  it  breaks  my  heart !" 

Touched  by  the  expression  of  the  soldier's  countenance, 
the  marshal  continued,  less  abruptly :  "Come,  I  may  be 
wrong ;  and  yet  I  ask  you,  without  bitterness  or  jealousy, 
are  not  my  children  more  confiding,  more  familiar,  with  you 
than  with  me?" 

"God  bless  me,  general!"  cried  Dagobert;  "if  you  come 
to  that,  they  are  more  familiar  with  Spoil-sport  than  with 
either  of  us.  You  are  their  father ;  and,  however  kind  a 
father  may  be,  he  must  always  command  some  respect. 
Familiar  with  me !  I  should  think  so.  A  fine  story !  What 
the  devil  should  they  respect  in  me,  who,  except  that  I  am 
six  feet  high,  and  wear  a  moustache,  might  pass  for  the  old 
woman  that  nursed  them? — and  then  I  must  say,  that,  even 
before  the  death  of  your  worthy  father,  you  were  sad  and 
full  of  thought ;  the  children  have  remarked  that,  and  what 
you  take  for  coldness  on  their  part,  is,  I  am  sure,  anxiety  for 
you.  Come,  general;  you  are  not  just.  You  complain,  be- 
cause they  love  you  too  much." 

"I  complain,  because  I  suffer,"  said  the  marshal,  in  an 
agony  of  excitement.     "I  alone  know  my  sufferings." 

"They  must  indeed  be  grievous,  general,"  said  Dagobert, 
carried  further  than  he  would  otherwise  have  gone  by  his 
attachment  for  the  orphans,  "since  those  who  love  you  feel 
them  so  cruelly." 

"What,  sir!  more  reproaches?" 

"Yes,  general,  reproaches,"  cried  Dagobert.  "Your  chil- 
dren have  the  right  to  complain  of  you,  since  you  accuse 
them  so  unjustly." 

"Sir,"  said  the  marshal,  scarcely  able  to  contain  himself, 
"this  is  enough — this  is  too  much !" 

"Oh,   yes !   it   is   enough,"   replied   Dagobert,   with   rising 
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emotion.    "Why  defend  unfortunate 

love  and  submit?     Why  defend  ; 
blindness?" 

The  marshal  started  with 
replied,  with  a   forced  calmness:     "] 
all  that  I  owe  von — and  I   will  not 
will." 

"But,  general."  cried  Dagobert,  "why  will  j 
fetch  your  children  ?" 

"Do  you  not  see  that  this  scene  is  killii 
exasperated  marshal.     "Do  you  not 
not   have  my  children   witness   what    1  \    • 

grief   has   its  dignity,   sir;   and   you   ought 
respect  it." 

"Respect  it?  no — not  when  it  is  I  I  on  i: 

"Enough,  sir — enough  !" 

"And  not  content  with  tormentirj 
bert,  unable  any  longer  to  control  i 

what  you  will  do?     You  will   make  your  childn 
sorrow.     Was  it  for  this,  that   I  brought  then: 
the  depths  of  Siberia?" 

"More  reproach< 

"Yes;  for  the  worst  ingratitude  to* 
your  children  unhappy." 

"Leave   the   room,    sir!"   cried   the   marshal,   • 
himself,  and  so  terrible  with  I 

retting  that  he  had  gone  so  far,  "I  v. 

general.     I  have  perhaps  been  wanting  in  i 
forgive  me — but " 

"1   forgive  you — only  leave  me!"  said  tl 
restraining  himself. 

"One  word,  general " 

"I  entreat  you  to  leave  me — I  ask  il 
enough?"  said  the  marshal,  with  rei 
the  violence  of  his  emotioi 

A  deadly  pala  I  i  the  I 

ing  this  painful  scene  had  inflan 
shal.      Alarmed    at    this    symptom, 
entreaties.     "I  implore 
voice,  "to  permit  me  for  one  moment— 

"Since  you  will  have  it  so.  sir.  I  musl 
said  the  marshal,  making  a 

These  words  were  sai  '.  in  Mich 
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could  no  longer  resist.  He  hung  his  head  in  despair,  looked 
for  a  moment  in  silent  supplication  at  the  marshal,  and  then, 
as  the  latter  seemed  yielding  to  a  new  movement  of  rage, 
the  soldier  slowly  quitted  the  room. 


A  few  minutes  had  scarcely  elapsed  since  the  departure 
of  Dagobert,  when  the  marshal,  who,  after  a  long  and  gloomy 
silence,  had  repeatedly  drawn  near  the  door  of  his  daughters' 
apartment  with  a  mixture  of  hesitation  and  anguish,  sud- 
denly made  a  violent  effort,  wiped  the  cold  sweat  from  his 
brow,  and  entered  the  chamber  in  which  Rose  and  Blanche 
had  taken  refuge. 


CHAPTER  XLIX. 

THE    TEST. 

Dagobert  was  right  in  defending  his  children,  as  he 
paternally  called  Rose  and  Blanche,  and  yet  the  apprenhen- 
sions  of  the  marshal  with  regard  to  the  coldness  of  his 
daughters,  were  unforunately  justified  by  appearances.  As 
he  had  told  his  father,  unable  to  explain  the  sad,  and  almost 
trembling  embarrassment,  which  his  daughters  felt  in  his 
presence,  he  sought  in  vain  for  the  cause  of  what  he  termed 
their  indifference.  Now  reproaching  himself  bitterly  for 
not  concealing  from  them  his  grief  at  the  death  of  their 
mother,  he  feared  he  might  have  given  them  to  understand 
that  they  would  be  unable  to  console  him ;  now  supposing 
that  he  had  not  shown  himself  sufficiently  tender,  and  that 
he  had  chilled  them  with  his  military  sternness ;  and  now 
repeating  with  bitter  regret,  that,  having  always  lived  away 
from  them,  he  must  be  always  a  stranger  to  them.  In  a 
word,  the  most  unlikely  suppositions  presented  themselves 
by  turns  to  his  mind,  and  whenever  such  seeds  of  doubt, 
suspicion,  or  fear,  are  blended  with  a  warm  affection,  they 
will  sooner  or  later  develop  themselves  with  fatal  effect. 
Yet,  notwithstanding  this  fancied  coldness,  from  which  he 
suffered  so  much,  the  affection  of  the  marshal  for  his  daugh- 
ters was  so  true  and  deep,  that  the  thought  of  again  quitting 
them  caused  the  hesitations  which  were  the  torment  of  his 
life,  and  provoked  an  incessant  struggle  between  his  paternal 
love  and  the  duty  he  held  most  sacred. 
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The   injurious   calumnies,    which 
propagated,  that  i  I  honor,  like  h 

were  found  to  attach  son* 

with  frightful  pertinacity  by  the 

Saint-Dizier.     We  shall  describe  hei 

object  of  these  odious  .Inch. 

other  fatal  injuries,  had  filled  up  t! 

shal's  indignation.     Inflamed  with  at 

madness  by  this  incessant  "stabl 

himself  called  it  >,  and  offended  at 

he   had    spoken    harshly    to    him.      B 

departure,    when    left    to    reflect    in    e 

remembered     the    warm   and    ea 

defender  of   his  children,   and   doul 

to  the   reality  of   the  coldness  of    which   ! 

Therefore,  having  taken  a  terrible  resolution  i 

trial  should  confirm  his  onding 

we  before  said,   his   daughters'   chaml  The 

with  Dagobert  had  b  •  loud,  that  thi 

had    confusedly    reached    the    ears    of    the    I 
after  they  had   taken   refuge   in   their 
on  the  arrival  of  their  father,  their  ; 
fear  and  anxiety.     At  sight  of  the  marshal,  v 
nance  was  also  much  agitated,  tin 
remained   close   together,    trembling    in 
And   yet    there    \va.s    neither    anger    n- 
father's  face — only  a  deep,  a': 
seemed  to  say:         "My  children,   i 
you — console  me.  love  me!  or  1   shall  • 
The  marshal's  countenance  was  at  tl. 
sive,  that,   the   first   impuli 
Bisters   were   about    to   throw   tlu-: 

remembering  the  recommendations  <»t'  tl 

which  told  them  how  i  ainful  any  i 

was  to  their  father,  they  exel 

mained  motionless.     By 

moment  burned  to  open  his  an  is  t 

at  them  with  love,  1 

call  them  to  him  ;  but  ' 

of  meeting  with  no  respoi 

lyzed    by   perfidious   counsels,    r< 

trembling! 

"It  is  all  over."  thought  he.  as  h 
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chord  o£  sympathy  stirs  in  their  bosom.  Whether  I  go — 
whether  I  remain — matters  not  to  them.  No,  I  am  nothing 
to  these  children — since,  at  this  awful  moment,  when  they 
see  me  perhaps  for  the  last  time,  no  filial  instinct  tells  them 
that  their  affection  might  save  me  still !" 

During  these  terrible  reflections,  the  marshal  had  not  taken 
his  eyes  off  his  children,  and  his  manly  countenance  assumed 
an  expression  at  once  so  touching  and  mournful — his  look 
revealed  so  painfully  the  tortures  of  his  despairing  soul — 
that  Rose  and  Blanche,  confused,  alarmed,  but  yielding 
together  to  a  spontaneous  movement,  threw  themselves  on 
their  father's  neck,  and  covered  him  with  tears  and  caresses. 
Marshal  Simon  had  not  spoken  a  word ;  his  daughters  had 
not  uttered  a  sound ;  and  yet  all  three  had  at  length  un- 
derstood one  another.  A  sympathetic  shock  had  electrified 
and  mingled  those  three  hearts.  Vain  fears,  false  doubts, 
lying  counsel,  all  had  yielded  to  the  irresistible  emotion, 
which  had  brought  the  daughters  to  their  father's  arms.  A 
sudden  revelation  gave  them  faith,  at  the  fatal  moment 
when  incurable  suspicion  was  about  to  separate  them  for- 
ever. 

In  a  second,  the  marshal  felt  all  this,  but  words  failed  him. 
Pale,  bewildered,  kissing  the  brows,  the  hair,  the  hands  of 
his  daughters,  weeping,  sighing,  smiling  all  in  turn,  he  was 
wild,  delirious,  drunk  with  happiness.  At  length,  he  ex- 
claimed: "I  have  found  them — or  rather,  I  have  never  lost 
them.  They  loved  me,  and  did  not  dare  to  tell  me  so.  I 
overawed  them.  And  I  thought  it  was  my  fault.  Heavens ! 
what  good  that  does !  what  strength,  what  heart,  what  hope ! 
— Ha !  ha !"  cried  he,  laughing  and  weeping  at  the  same 
time,  whilst  he  covered  his  children  with  caresses ;  "they 
may  despise  me  now,  they  may  harass  me  now — I  defy  them 
all.  My  own  blue  eyes !  my  sweet  blue  eyes !  look  at  me 
well,  and  inspire  me  with  new  life." 

"Oh,  father!  you  love  us  then  as  much  as  we  love  you?" 
cried  Rose,  with  enchanting  simplicity. 

"And  we  may  often,  very  often,  perhaps  every  day,  throw 
ourselves  on  your  neck,  embrace  you,  and  prove  how  glad 
we  are  to  be  with  you?" 

"Show  you,  dear  father,  all  the  store  of  love  we  were 
heaping  up  in  our  hearts — so  sad,  alas !  that  we  could  not 
spend  it  upon  you?" 

'Tell  you  aloud  all  that  we  think  in  secret?" 
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"Yes— you    may    do 
Simon,   faltering  with  joy  :  "wl 
dren :    But  no;  do  not  answer;  enough  i 
all,  I  understand  all.     You  mi 
made  you  sad;  I.  in  my  turn,  misii 
But  never  mind  ;  1  scarcely  know  what  I 
only  think  of  lookii  and  it 

me  -it  is  the  dizziness  of  i 

"Oh,   look  at   us,    father!   look   ii 
hearts."  cried  Rose,  with  rapture. 

"And  you  will  read  there,  happim 
you.  sir !"  added  Bland 

"Sir,   Mr!"   said   the  marshal,   in   a  toi 
reproach;  •'what  does  that  mean:     Will 
if  you  please?" 

"Dear   father,  your  hand!"  said  k  it. 

and  placed  it  on  her  heart. 

'"Dear    father,   your   hand' 
other  hand  of  the  marshal.     "1 
love  and  happiness?"  she  continued. 

It  is  impossible  to  describe  the 
filial  pride  in  the  divii 
slightly  pressing  their  virgin  I 
delight  the  joyous  pulsations  of  their  1 

"Oh,   yes!    happiness   and   ;; 
heart  heat  thus!"  cried  the  marshal. 

A  hoarse  sob,  heard  in  the 
the  three  turn  round    and  there  tin  \    saw 
Dagohert.  with  the  hlack  n 
master's  knee.     The  soldier,  dry. 
with  his  little  blue  cotton  handkerchi 
as  the  god  Terminus.     When  he  coti 
himself  to  the  marshal,  and.  shaking  hi 
a  hoarse  voice,  for  the  good  man  ws 
"Did  I  not  tell  you  SO?" 

"Silence!"   said  the  marshal,   with 
"Vou    were   a    better    rath- 
Come  and  kiss  them!     I  shall 

The  marshal   stretched  out   ; 
pressed  it  cordially,  whilst  the  tv. 
on  his  neck,  and  Spoil-sport,  accord  ii 
have  his  share  in  the  general  joy, 
lesrs,   and    rested   his    fore-paw 
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There  was  a  moment  of  profound  silence.  The  celestial 
felicity  enjoyed  during  that  moment,  by  the  marshal,  his 
daughters,  and  the  soldier,  was  interrupted  by  the  barking 
of  Spoil-sport,  who  suddenly  quitted  the  attitude  of  a  biped. 
The  happy  group  separated,  looked  round,  and  saw  Loony's 
stupid  face.  He  looked  even  duller  than  usual,  as  he  stood 
quite  still  in  the  doorway,  staring  with  wide-stretched  eyes, 
and  holding  a  feather-broom  under  his  arm,  and  in  his  hand 
the  ever-present  basket  of  wood. 

Nothing  makes  one  so  gay  as  happiness ;  and,  though  this 
grotesque  figure  appeared  at  a  very  unseasonable  moment,  it 
was  received  with  frank  laughter  from  the  blooming  lips  of 
Rose  and  Blanche.  Having  made  the  marshal's  daughters 
laugh,  after  their  long  sadness,  Loony  at  once  acquired  a 
tlaim  to  the  indulgence  of  the  marshal,  who  said  to  him, 
jood-humoredly :    "What  do  you  want,  my  lad?" 

"It's  not  me,  my  lord  duke!"  answered  Loony,  laying  his 
hand  on  his  breast,  as  if  it  were  taking  a  vow,  so  that  his 
feather-brush  fell  down  from  under  his  arm.  The  laughter 
of  the  girls  redoubled. 

"It  is  not  you  ?"  said  the  marshal. 

"Here !  Spoil-sport !"  Dagobert  called,  for  the  honest  dog 
seemed  to  have  a  secret  dislike  for  the  pretended  idiot,  and 
approached  him  with  an  angry  air. 

"No,  my  lord  duke,  it  is  not  me !"  resumed  Loony.  "It 
is  the  footman  who  told  me  to  tell  M.  Dagobert,  when  I 
brought  up  the  wood,  to  tell  my  lord  duke,  as  I  was  coming 
up  with  the  basket,  that  M.  Robert  wants  to  see  him." 

The  girls  laughed  still  more  at  this  new  stupidity.  But, 
at  the  name  of  Robert,  Marshal  Simon  started. 

M.  Robert  was  the  secret  emissary  of  Rodin,  with  regard 
to  the  possible,  but  adventurous,  enterprise  of  attempting 
the  liberation  of  Napoleon  II. 

After  a  moment's  silence,  the  marshal,  whose  face  was 
still  radiant  with  joy  and  happiness,  said  to  Loony:  "Beg 
M.  Robert  to  wait  for  me  a  moment  in  my  study." 

"Yes,  my  lord  duke,"  answered  Loony,  bowing  almost  to 
the  ground. 

The  simpleton  withdrew,  and  the  marshal  said  to  his 
daughters,  in  a  joyous  tone,  "You  see,  that,  in  a  moment 
like  this,  one  does  not  leave  one's  children,  even  for  M. 
Robert." 
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"Oh!  that's  right,  fathei  I 

was  already  verj 

"Have  you  | 

"Yes,    father;  tl: 
she  pointed  to  a  littl< 
which  the  marshal  n< 

From  motives 
were,    dose    to    the    fin 
derly,   as   it    to  coi  .  thems< 

unexpected  happiness  of  th 

The  marshal  • 
to  Dagobert  to  draw  near. 

While  he  wr  idly  a  tew  v. 

said  to  the  soldier  with  a  smi] 
impossihle  for  his  daughters  to  hear: 
I  had  almost  resolved  upon,  1>- 

"What,  general  ?" 

"To  blow  my  bra         tit    It  i 
my  life."     And  the  marshal  continued  wi 

Dagohert  started  at  this  communi 
al>o  in  a  whisper:     "It  would  not  ha 
tols.     I  took  off  the  c 

The  marshal  turned  round  hastily,  a::'!  I< 
an  air  of  surprise.     But  the 
affirmatively,   and    addi  'Thank    heaven, 

done  with  all  those  ide 

The  marshal's  only  answer  w 
his  eyes  swimming  with  tendeim 
light;  then,  sealing  the  note  he  had  writ: 
the  soldier,  and   said  to  him.   "< 
will  see  him  to-morri 

Dagohert  took  the   letl 
wards  his  dau  .ar-hal 

to  them,  and  said.  "Now,  young 
having  sacrificed    M. 
them?"     And  Rose  and  1 
father's  neck. 


Ahout   the   time   that   tl 
Paris,  two  tra 
-terious  th 
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CHAPTER  L. 

THE  RUINS  OF  THE  ABBEY  OF  ST.   JOHN   THE  BAPTIST. 

The  sun  is  fast  sinking.  In  the  depths  of  an  immense 
piny  wood,  in  the  midst  of  profound  solitude,  rise  the  ruins 
of  an  abbey,  once  sacred  to  St.  John  the  Baptist.  Ivy,  moss, 
and  creeping  plants,  almost  entirely  conceal  the  stones,  now 
black  with  age.  Some  broken  arches,  some  walls  pierced 
with  ovals,  still  remain  standing,  visible  on  the  dark  back- 
ground of  the  thick  wood.  Looking  down  upon  this  mass 
of  ruins,  from  a  broken  pedestal,  half-covered  with  ivy,  a 
mutilated,  but  colossal  statue  of  stone  still  keeps  its  place. 
This  statue  is  strange  and  awful.  It  represents  a  headless 
human  figure.  Clad  in  the  antique  toga,  it  holds  in  its  hand 
a  dish,  and  on  that  dish  is  a  head.  This  head  is  its  own. 
It  is  the  statue  of  St.  John  the  Baptist  and  Martyr,  put  to 
death  by  wish  of  Herodias. 

The  silence  around  is  solemn.  From  time  to  time,  how- 
ever, is  heard  the  dull  rustling  of  the  enormous  branches  of 
the  pine-trees,  shaken  by  the  wind.  Copper-colored  clouds, 
reddened  by  the  setting  sun,  pass  slowly  over  the  forest,  and 
are  reflected  in  the  current  of  a  brook,  which,  deriving  its 
source  from  a  neighboring  mass  of  rocks,  flows  through  the 
ruins.  The  water  flows,  the  clouds  pass  on,  the  ancient  trees 
tremble,  the  breeze  murmurs. 

Suddenly,  through  the  shadow  thrown  by  the  overhang- 
ing wood,  which  stretches  far  into  endless  depths,  a  human 
form  appears.  It  is  a  woman.  She  advances  slowly  to- 
wards the  ruins.  She  has  reached  them.  She  treads  the 
once  sacred  ground.  This  woman  is  pale,  her  look  sad,  her 
long  robe  floats  on  the  wind,  her  feet  covered  with  dust. 
She  walks  with  difficulty  and  pain.  A  block  of  stone  is 
placed  near  the  stream,  almost  at  the  foot  of  the  statue  of 
St.  John  the  Baptist.  Upon  this  stone  she  sinks  breathless 
and  exhausted,  worn  out  with  fatigue.  And  yet,  for  many 
days,  many  years,  many  centuries,  she  has  walked  on  un- 
wearied. 

For  the  first  time,  she  feels  an  unconquerable  sense  of 
lassitude.  For  the  first  time,  her  feet  begin  to  fail  her.  For 
the  first  time,  she,  who  traversed,  with  firm  and  equal  foot- 
steps, the  moving  lava  of  torrid  deserts,  while  whole  cara- 
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vans  were  buried  in  di 

idy  and  disdainful  triad.  . 
regions,  over  icj   solitu 
could  live— who  had  been  spared  by 
conflagrations,  and  by  the  impetuou 
she.  in  brief,  who  for  centuri* 
with  humanity— for  t! 

Her  feet  bleed,  her  limbs  ache 
voured  by  burning  thirst.     She 
scarcely  dares  to  believe  them  real.     H 
immense!      But    now.    her   throat    be 
all  on  fire.    She  sees  the  stream,  and  tl 
knees,  to  quench  her  thirst   in   thai 
parent   as   a   mirror.      What    ha] 
her  fevered  lips  touched  the   fresh,  \ 
kneeling,  supported  on  her  hands,   she 
drink,  and  gazes  eagerly  on  the  Hi; 
the  thirst  which  devours  her, 
of  deep,  earnest,  religious  joy,  like  i 
finite  gratitude  to  heaven.     In  that  deep  in;:: 
that  she  has  grown  old 

In  a  few  days,  a  few  hours,  a  few  i 
-ingle  second,   she  has  attained   I 
who  for  more  than  eighteen  centurii 
of  twenty,  carrying  through  - 
of   her  imperishable  youth     die   has 
perhaps,  at  length,  hope  to  .lie.     I.. 
may  now  bring  her  nearer  to  the  '. 
by    that    ineffable   hope,    she 
heaven,  clasping  her  hands  in  an  attitud 
Then  her  eyes  rest  on  the  tall  statu 
St.  John.     The  head,  which  the  ma- 
seems,   from  beneath   it-   half-e! 
upon  the  Wandering  )• 
pity.     And  it  was  -he,  Herodias,  ul 
tion  of  a  pagan  festival,  demande  I  ,: 
And  it  is  at  the   foot  of  the  marl 
first  time,  the  immortality,   whi 
many  centuric-.  seems 

"Oh,  impenetrable  m\ 
"The  wrath   of   heaven    is   at 
of  the  Lord  brings  me  to  ti 
and  I  besrin  once  mor 
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And  yet  it  was  to  avenge  his  death,  that  the  same  heaven 
condemned  me  to  eternal  wanderings ! 

"Oh,  Lord !  grant  that  I  may  not  be  the  only  one  for- 
given. May  he — the  artisan,  who,  like  me,  daughter  of  a 
king,  wanders  on  for  centuries — likewise  hope  to  reach  the 
end  of  that  immense  journey! 

"Where  is  he,  Lord?  where  is  he?  Hast  thou  deprived 
me  of  the  power  once  bestowed,  to  see  and  hear  him 
through  the  vastness  of  intervening  space?  Oh,  in  this 
mighty  moment,  restore  me  that  divine  gift — for  the  more  I 
feel  these  human  infirmities,  which  I  hail  and  bless  as  the 
end  of  my  eternity  of  ills,  the  more  my  sight  loses  the 
power  to  traverse  immensity,  and  my  ear  to  catch  the  sound 
of  that  wanderer's  accent,  from  the  other  extremity  of  the 
globe?" 

Night  had  fallen,  dark  and  stormy.  The  wind  rose  in  the 
midst  of  the  great  pine-trees.  Behind  their  black  summits, 
through  masses  of  dark  cloud,  slowly  sailed  the  silver  disk 
of  the  moon.  The  invocation  of  the  Wandering  Jewess  had 
perhaps  been  heard.  Suddenly,  her  eyes  closed — with 
hands  clasped  together,  she  remained  kneeling  in  the  heart 
of  the  ruins — motionless  as  a  statue  upon  a  tomb.  And 
then  she  had  a  wondrous  dream ! 


CHAPTER  LI. 

THE    CALVARY. 

This  was  the  vision  of  Herodias :  On  the  summit  of  a 
high,  steep,  rocky  mountain,  there  stands  a  cross.  The  sun 
is  sinking,  even  as  when  the  Jewess  herself,  worn  out  with 
fatigue,  entered  the  ruins  of  St.  John's  Abbey.  The  great 
figure  on  the  cross — which  looks  down  from  this  Calvary, 
on  the  mountain,  and  on  the  vast,  dreary  plain  beyond — 
stands  out  white  and  pale  against  the  dark,  blue  clouds, 
which  stretch  across  the  heavens,  and  assume  a  violent  tint 
towards  the  horizon.  There,  where  the  setting  sun  has  left 
a  long  track  of  lurid  light,  almost  of  the  hue  of  blood — as 
far  as  the  eye  can  reach,  no  vegetation  appears  on  the  sur- 
face of  the  gloomy  desert,  covered  with  sand  and  stones, 
like  the  ancient  bed  of  some  dried-up  ocean.     A  silence  as 
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of  death  I  i 

black  vultures,  with  red  unfeath< 

eyes,    si  m    their 

these  solitudes,  come  to  make  their  i 

they  have  carried 

How,  then,  did  this  Calvary,  I 
be  erected  so  tar  from  ti 

-    prepared   at   a   great   COSt    b. 
had  done  much  harm   to  his 
hope  of  obtainii 
this  mountain  on  his  kn<  i  s,  and 
there  till  his  death,  at  the 
by  a  roof  of  thatch,   now   1 
wind.     The  sun  is 
The  luminous  lines  on  the  I 
li'.ce  heated   bars  raduall) 

denly,  on  the  eastern  side  of  the  Cah 

of  some  tall i :  which.  the 

mountain,  roll  down  rebounding  to 
have  been  loosened  by  the   t 
traversing  the  plain  below,  has,  during  th( 
climbing  the  st(  He  i 

hears  the  echo  of   his   tread — si 
length,  he  reaches  the  top  of   the  mount 
figure  stands  out  against  the  stormy  sky. 

The  traveller  is  pale  as  the  great  figure 
his  broad   forehead  a  black 
to  the  other.    It  is  the  cobbler  of 
san,  who  hardened  by  misery,  inj 
out  pity   for  the  suffering  of   the   I 
the  cross,  repulsed  him   from  1. 
"Go  ox  !  go  on  !  go  <  And.  from  t: 

Deity  has  in  his  turn  said  to  the  artisan 
ox  !  GO  on! 

And  he  has  gone  on.  without  end  i 
divine  vengeance  stop  tha 
followed  the  steps  of  the  wan 
have  been  even  a^   in.  n   his 

ever  he  found  periods 
grief,  it  was  when  the  hand  of  the  I 
solitudes,  like  that  whet 
In  passing  over  that  dreary  ] 
Calvary,  he  at  least  heard  no  n* 
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always,  always  sounded  behind  him  in  every  inhabited  region. 

All  day  long,  even  at  this  hour,  plunged  in  the  black  abyss 
of  his  thoughts,  following  the  fatal  track — going  whither 
ae  was  guided  by  the  invisible  hand,  with  head  bowed  on  his 
breast,  and  eyes  fixed  upon  the  ground,  the  wanderer  had 
passed  over  the  plain,  and  ascended  the  mountain,  without 
once  looking  at  the  sky — without  even  perceiving  the  Calvary 
— without  seeing  the  image  upon  the  cross.  He  thought  of 
the  last  descendants  of  his  race.  He  felt,  by  the  sinking  of 
his  heart,  that  great  perils  continued  to  threaten  him.  And 
in  the  bitterness  of  a  despair,  wild  and  deep  as  the  ocean,  the 
cobbler  of  Jerusalem  seated  himself  at  the  foot  of  the  cross. 
At  this  moment  a  farewell  ray  of  the  setting  sun,  piercing 
the  dark  mass  of  clouds,  threw  a  reflection  upon  the  Calvary, 
vivid  as  a  conflagration's  glare.  The  Jew  rested  his  fore- 
head upon  his  hand.  His  long  hair,  shaken  by  the  evening 
breeze,  fell  over  his  pale  face — when,  sweeping  it  back  from 
his  brow,  he  started  with  surprise — he,  who  had  long  ceased 
to  wonder  at  anything.  With  eager  glance  he  contemplated 
the  long  lock  of  hair  that  he  held  between  his  fingers.  That 
hair,  until  now  black  as  night,  had  become  gray.  He  also, 
like  unto  Herodias,  was  growing  older. 

His  progress  towards  old  age,  stopped  for  eighteen  hun- 
dred years,  had  resumed  its  course.  Like  the  Wandering 
Jewess,  he  might  henceforth  hope  for  the  rest  of  the  grave. 
Throwing  himself  on  his  knees,  he  stretched  his  hands  to- 
wards heaven,  to  ask  for  the  explanation  of  the  mystery 
which  filled  him  with  hope.  Then,  for  the  first  time,  his 
eyes  rested  on  the  Crucified  One,  looking  down  upon  the 
Calvary,  even  as  the  Wandering  Jewess  had  fixed  her  gaze 
on  the  granite  eyelids  of  the  Blessed  Martyr. 

The  Saviour,  his  head  bowed  under  the  weight  of  his 
crown  of  thorns,  seemed  from  the  cross  to  view  with  pity 
and  pardon  the  artisan,  who  for  so  many  centuries  had  felt 
his  curse — and  who,  kneeling,  with  his  body  thrown  back- 
ward in  an  attitude  of  fear  and  supplication,  now  lifted  to- 
wards the  crucifix  his  imploring  hands. 

"Oh,  Messiah!"  cried  the  Jew,  "the  avenging  arm  of 
heaven  brings  me  back  to  the  foot  of  this  heavy  cross,  which 
thou  didst  bear,  when,  stopping  at  the  door  of  my  poor 
dwelling,  thou  wert  repulsed  with  merciless  harshness,  and 
I  said  unto  thee:  'Go  on!  go  on!' — After  my  long  life  oi 
wanderings,  I  am  again  before  this  cross,  and  my  hair  begin. 
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i:o  whiten.     ( In   Lord !   in  th. 

length  pardoned  me?     Hai 

less  march  J.     Will  thy  • 

the  repose  of   the  sepulchre,   which, 

ever   fled   before   m 

m  me,  let  it  fall  likewise  upon  ti    i 
are  equal  to  mine  om  i 
of  my  race!     What  will  be  their 
of  them  -the  only  one  that  i 
perished  from  the  face  of  tin 
hair  grows  gray  ?     Will  i 
there  no  longer  remains  in  this  world 

arsed  race?     I  >r  does  •.his  pn 

5,  Lord,  which  restoi 

ve  also  as  a  -;- 
ily  ?     Will  they  at  I 
sel   them?     Will  th( 
ancestor   des         d   for  hi 

»S  hoth  for  th<  i  »r  will  th 

condemned  as  the  ai 
piate  the  original  stain  of  m) 

"Oh,  tell  me — tell  n 
with  them,  or  will  the) 

*  *  ¥  * 

The  twilight  ga\ 

the  Jew  continued  to 
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TH  :■ 

The  following  sea 
two  days  after  the  reconcili 
daughters.    The  princess  is  listenii 
attention  to  the  words  of  Rodin.     TI 
cording  to  his  habit, 
with  his  hands  thrust  into  the  ; 
coat.      His  thick,  dirty   shi 
ermine  hearth-rug.    Adi 
on  the  Jesuit's  cad;: 
Dizier,   dressed   with    that   son 
becomes  a  mothi  church, 
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Rodin — for  the  latter  has  completely  supplanted  Father 
d'Aigrigny  in  the  good  graces  of  this  pious  lady.  The  cool- 
ness, audacity,  lofty  intelligence,  and  rough  and  imperious 
character  of  the  ex-socius  have  overawed  this  proud  woman, 
and  inspired  her  with  a  sincere  admiration.  Even  his  filthy 
habits  and  often  brutal  repartees  have  their  charm  for  her, 
and  she  now  prefers  them  to  the  exquisite  politeness  and 
perfumed  elegance  of  the  accomplished  Father  d'Aigrigny. 

"Yes,  madame,"  said  Rodin,  in  a  sanctified  tone,  for  these 
people  do  not  take  off  their  masks  even  with  their  accom- 
plices, "yes,  madame,  we  have  excellent  news  from  our  house 
at  St.  Herem.  M.  Hardy,  the  infidel,  the  freethinker,  has 
at  length  entered  the  pale  of  the  holy  Roman  Catholic  and 
Apostolic  Church."  Rodin  pronounced  these  last  words 
with  a  nasal  twang,  and  the  devout  lady  bowed  her  head 
respectfully. 

"Grace  has  at  length  touched  the  heart  of  this  impious 
man,"  continued  Rodin,  "and  so  effectually  that,  in  his  ascetic 
enthusiasm,  he  has  already  wished  to  take  the  vows  which 
will  bind  him  forever  to  our  divine  Order." 

"So  soon,  father?"  said  the  princess,  in  astonishment. 

"Our  statutes  are  opposed  to  this  precipitation,  unless  in 
the  case  of  a  penitent  in  articulo  mortis — on  the  very  gasp 
")i  death — should  such  a  person  consider  it  necessary  for  his 
salvation  to  die  in  the  habit  of  our  Order,  and  leave  us  all 
his  wealth  for  the  greater  glory  of  the  Lord." 

"And  is  M.  Hardy  in  so  dangerous  a  condition,  father?" 

"He  has  a  violent  fever.  After  so  many  successive  calam- 
ities, which  have  miraculously  brought  him  into  the  path  of 
salvation,"  said  Rodin,  piously,  "his  frail  and  delicate  con- 
stitution is  almost  broken  up,  morally  and  physically.  Aus- 
terities, macerations,  and  the  divine  joys  of  ecstasy,  will 
probably  hasten  his  passage  to  eternal  life,  and  in  a  few 
days,"  said  the  priest,  shaking  his  head  with  a  solemn  air, 
"perhaps " 

"So  soon  as  that,   father?" 

"It  is  almost  certain.  I  have  therefore  made  use  of  my 
dispensations,  to  receive  the  dear  penitent,  as  in  articulo 
mortis,  a  member  of  our  divine  Company,  to  which,  in  the 
usual  course,  he  has  made  over  all  his  possessions,  present 
and  to  come — so  that  now  he  can  devote  himself  entirely  to 
the  care  of  his  soul,  which  will  be  one  victim  more  rescued 
from  the  claws  of  Satan." 


Tin:   \v  \sm  ring    i!  u 

"<  >h.      father!"  oriel  the 
miraculous  conversion      Father  d 
had  to  contend  against  the  infl 

"The  Abbe  <  labriel,"  repli<  d 
for  meddling  with  what  did  i    I 
cured  his  suspension,  and  Ik-  h 
1    hear  that   he  now  gi 
minister  Christian  coi        tion;  v. 
this  universal  comfortei 

"He  is  a  dangerous  character,  no  doul 
princess,  "for  he  ha-  considei 

It  must  have  needed  all  your  admit'.. 

quence  to  combat  the  det<   I 

briel,  who  had  taken  it  into  1. 
to  return  to  the  life  of   the  worl 
nd  St.  Chrysostom." 

"Tut,  tut,  madame!" 
very  little  sensible  t>>  flattery;  "keep  tl 

"I  tell  you  tint  you're 
repeated  the  princess,  with  enthu 
serve  the  name  of  Golden  .Mouth." 

"Stuff,    madame1"    -aid    Rodin,    brul 
shoulders;   "my   lips  are  I 
a  mouth  of  gold.     You  must  he  only  j 

"Hut,   father " 

"No,  madame.  you  will  r. 
replied   Rodin,  hardily.     "II 
pay  them." 

"Your  modesty  must  pardon   ■ 
cess,  humbly;  "i  could  not  resist  th< 
you  my  admiration.  I 
foresaw,  two  meml 
in  the  last  few  months.  ; 

Rodin  looked  at  M 
and  approving  air.  as  hr  heard  her  thi 
of  the  two  defunct  claima:  I 
case,    M.    Hardy,   in 
suicidal  asceticism,  beloi 

The  lady  continue' 1 
san,  has  heen  led  to  hi-  ruin  1»\ 
You  have  ' 
carrvins:  out  his  loving  and  t< 
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to  your  foresight,  lather !  for  you  said  that  you  would  make 
use  of  the  passions  to  attain  your  end." 

"Do  not  boast  too  soon,"  said  Rodin,  impatiently.  "Have 
you  forgotten  your  niece,  and  the  Hindoo,  and  the  daughters 
of  Marshal  Simon?  Have  they  also  made  a  Christian  end, 
or  resigned  their  claim  to  share  in  this  inheritance?" 

"No,  doubtless." 

"Hence,  you  see,  madame,  we  should  not  lose  time  in  con- 
gratulating ourselves  on  the  past,  but  make  ready  for  the 
future.  The  great  day  approaches.  The  first  of  June  is 
not  far  off.  Heaven  grant  we  may  not  see  the  four  surviv- 
ing members  of  the  family  continue  to  live  impenitent  up  to 
that  period,  and  so  take  possession  of  this  enormous  prop- 
erty— the  source  of  perdition  in  their  hands — but  productive 
of  the  glory  of  the  Church  in  the  hands  of  our  Company !" 

"True,  father!" 

"By  the  way,  you  were  to  see  your  lawyers  on  the  sub- 
ject of  your  niece?" 

"I  have  seen  them,  father.  However  uncertain  may  be 
the  chance  of  which  1  spoke,  it  is  worth  trying.  I  shall 
know  to-day,  I  hope,  if  it  is  legally  possible." 

"Perhaps  then,  in  the  new  condition  of  life  to  which  she 
would  be  reduced,  we  might  find  means  to  effect  her  con- 
version," said  Rodin,  with  a  strange  and  hideous  smile ; 
"until  now,  since  she  has  been  so  fatally  brought  in  con- 
tact with  the  Oriental,  the  happiness  of  these  two  pagans 
appears  bright  and  changeless  as  the  diamond.  Nothing  bites 
into  it,  not  even  Faringhea's  tooth.  Let  us  hope  that  the 
Lord  will  wreak  justice  on  their  vain  and  guilty  felicity!" 

This  conversation  was  here  interrupted  by  Father  d'Aigri- 
gny,  who  entered  the  room  with  an  air  of  triumph,  and  ex- 
claimed, "Victory !" 

"What  do  you  say?"  asked  the  princess. 

"He  is  gone — last  night,"  said  Father  d'Aigrigny. 

"Who?"  said  Rodin. 

"Marshal  Simon,"  replied  the  abbe. 

"At  last!"  said  Rodin,  unable  to  hide  his  joy. 

"It  was  no  doubt  his  interview  with  General  d'Havrin- 
court  which  filled  up  the  measure,"  cried  the  princess,  "for 
I  know  he  had  a  long  conversation  with  the  general,  who, 
like  so  many  others,  believed  the  reports  in  circulation.  All 
means  are  good  against  the  impious!"  added  the  princess, 
by  way  of  moral. 
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"Have  you  any  details 
"I  have  just  left  Robert,"  said   I 
age  and  description  agree  with  • 
travels  with  his  papa 
prised  your  emissary." 

"What  is  that:"  said  Rodin. 
"Until  now.  he  had  alv. 
of  the  marshal,  and  had  moi 
desponding  air.     Yesterday, 
so  bright  with  happiness,  that  he 
the  cause  of  the  alteration." 

"W  ell?"  said   Rodin  and  the  prii 
tremely  surprised. 

_    "The  marshal  answered:  'I  am  ii 
in  the  world;  for  I  am  joyful!) 

duty !'  " 

The  three  actors  in  this 
silence. 

"And   what   can   have   prodt* 
the  mind  of  the  marshal 
sive  air.     "We  rather  reckon 
irritation  to  urge  him  to  i  in  thi 

prise." 

"I  cannot  make  it  out,"  said   Ri 
matter — he  is  gone.     We  must  not 
mence  operations  on  his  daughters.     H 
fernal  soldier  with  him?" 

"No,"  said  Father  d'Aigrigny;  "u 
done  so.     Warned  by  the  past,  I 
tions ;  and  a  man.  whom   we  mi 
at  a  pinch,  has  just  l>een  taken  \^ 
"Who  is  that:"  asked  the  prii 
"Morok.     I  could  count  up 
thing.     He  is  lost  to  us;   for 
cholera,  I  fear  he  will  fall  a  victim  I 
able  disease." 
"How  so?" 
"A  few  days  ag<  .  I 
his  menagerie,  and,  the  next 
of  hydrophobia." 

"Ah!   it   i^  dreadful."  cried   th< 
this  unfortunate  man?" 
"He   has    been    taken    I 
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established  in  Paris,  for  at  present  he  has  only  been  attacked 
with  cholera.  It  is  doubly  unfortunate,  I  repeat,  for  he  was 
a  devoted,  determined  fellow,  ready  for  anything.  Now  this 
soldier,  who  has  the  care  of  the  orphans,  will  be  very  diffi- 
cult to  get  at,  and  yet  only  through  him  can  we  hope  to 
reach  Marshal  Simon's  daughters." 

"That  is  clear,"  said  Rodin,  thoughtfully. 

"Particularly  since  the  anonymous  letters  have  again  awak- 
ened his   suspicions,"   added   Father   d'Aigrigny   "and " 

"Talking  of  the  anonymous  letters,"  said  Rodin  suddenly, 
interrupting  Father  d'Aigrigny,  "there  is  a  fact  that  you 
ought  to  know ;  I  will  tell  you  why." 

"What  is  it?" 

"Besides  the  letters  that  you  know  of,  Marshal  Simon  has 
received  a  number  of  others  unknown  to  you,  in  which,  by 
every  possible  means,  it  is  tried  to  exasperate  his  irritation 
against  yourself — for  they  remind  him  of  all  the  reasons  he 
has  to  hate  you,  and  mock  at  him,  because  your  sacred 
character  shelters  you  from  his  vengeance." 

Father  d'Aigrigny  looked  at  Rodin  with  amazement,  col- 
ored in  spite  of  himself,  and  said  to  him:  "But  for  what 
purpose  has  your  reverence  acted  in  this  manner?" 

"First  of  all,  to  clear  myself  of  suspicion  with  regard  to 
the  letters ;  then,  to  excite  the  rage  of  the  marshal  to  mad- 
ness, by  incessantly  reminding  him  of  the  just  grounds  he 
has  to  hate  you,  and  of  the  impossibility  of  being  avenged 
upon  you.  This,  joined  to  the  other  emotions  of  sorrow 
and  anger,  which  ferment  in  the  savage  bosom  of  this  man 
of  bloodshed,  tended  to  urge  him  on  to  the  rash  enterprise, 
which  is  the  consequence  and  the  punishment  of  his  idolatry 
for  a  miserable  usurper." 

"That  may  be,"  said  Father  d'Aigrigny,  with  an  air  of 
constraint :  "but  I  will  observe  to  your  reverence,  that  it 
was,  perhaps,  rather  dangerous  thus  to  excite  Marshal 
Simon  against  me/' 

"Why?"  asked  Rodin,  as  he  fixed  a  piercing  look  upon 
Father  d'Aigrigny. 

"Because  the  marshal,  excited  beyond  all  bounds,  and 
remembering  onlv  our  mutual  hate,  might  seek  me  out " 

"Well !  and  what  then  ?" 

"Well !  he  might  forget  that  I  am  a  priest " 

"Oh,  you  are  afraid,  are  you?"  said  Rodin,  disdainfully, 
interrupting  Father  d'Aigrigny. 
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At  the   woi         "You  are  afi 
almost  started  from  liis  chair;  but  i 
he  answered:   "Your  revereri 
afraid  under  such  circumstances;  I 
getting  that  I  am  a  priest,  and  of  r<  • 
I  have  been  a  r." 

"Really?'-   said   Rodin,  with 
are   still   no   further  than   that   stupi 
honor?     You  ■  cassock  ha-    •    | 
like  tire?     So  that  if  this  brawlin 
weak   head,   empty  and    sonorou 
turned   with   the   stupid   jargon   of   'M 

ipoleon  II. — if  thi>  brawling  brai 
mit  some  violence  against  you,  it  would  i 
I   suppose,   f<>r  you  to  remain  calm?" 

"I.  is  useless,  i  think."  said  Father 
able  to  control    I 
upon  such  question: 

"As  your  superior,"  answered    Rodin, 
the  right  to  ask.     If   Marshal   S  had   lifl 

against  you " 

"Sir,"  cried  the  reverend  father. 

"There  are  no  sirs  here — we  ai 
harshly.      Father   d'Ai^ri^uy   held   down   hi 
able  to  repress  his  ragi 

"I    ask   you,"   continued    Rodin.    ODStinat 
Simon  had  struck  yon?     I>  that  clear?" 

"Enough!  in  mercy,"  said  Father  d'Ai 

"Or,   if   you   like  it   better,   had    Mai 
marks  of  his  fingers  on  your  cheek'"  r< 
the  utmost  pertinacity. 

Father  d'Aigrigny,  pale  as  d 
kind  of  fury  at  the  very  idea  of 
who  had  no  doubt  his  in  asking  th- 

his  fiabbv  evelids,  and  seemed  to  wal 
nificant  symptoms  revealed  in  t': 
the  ex-colonel. 

At  length,  recovering  partly  hi 
d'Aigrignv  replied    in  a  foi  HI   ■•■■ 

be  exposed  to  such  an  insult,   I    ■ 
me  resignation  and  humilil 

"And   no  doubt   heaven    would 
Rodin,  coldly,  satisfied  with  the  I 
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put  him.  "Besides,  you  are  now  warned,  and  it  is  not  very 
probably,"  added  he,  with  a  grim  smile,  "that  Marshal 
Simon  will  ever  return  to  test  your  humility.  But  if  he 
were  to  return,"  said  Rodin,  fixing  on  the  reverend  father  a 
long  and  piercing  look,  "you  would  know  how  to  show  this 
brutal  swordsman,  in  spite  of  all  his  violence,  what  resig- 
nation and  humility  there  is  in  a  Christian  soul !" 

Two  humble  knocks  at  the  door  here  interrupted  the  con- 
versation for  a  moment.  A  footman  entered,  bearing  a 
large  sealed  packet  on  a  salver,  which  he  presented  to  the 
princess.  After  this,  he  withdrew.  Princess  de  Saint- 
Dizier,  having  by  a  look  asked  Rodin's  permission  to  open 
the  letter,  began  to  read  it — and  a  cruel  satisfaction  was 
soon  visible  on  her  face. 

"There  is  hope,"  cried  she,  addressing  herself  to  Rodin: 
"the  demand  is  rigorously  legal,  and  the  consequence  may 
be  such  as  we  desire.  In  a  word,  my  niece  may,  any  day, 
be  exposed  to  complete  destitution.  She,  who  is  so  extrava- 
gant !  what  a  change  in  her  life !" 

"We  shall  then  no  doubt  have  some  hold  on  that  un- 
tamable character,"  said  Rodin,  with  a  meditative  air;  "for, 
till  now,  all  has  failed  in  that  direction,  and  one  would  sup- 
pose some  kinds  of  happiness  are  invulnerable,"  added  the 
Jesuit,  gnawing  his  flat  and  dirty  nails. 

"But,  to  obtain  the  result  we  desire,  we  must  exasperate 
my  niece's  pride.  It  is,  therefore,  absolutely  necessary,  that 
I  should  see  and  talk  to  her,"  said  the  Princess  de  Saint- 
Dizier,  reflecting. 

"Mdlle.  de  Cardoville  will  refuse  this  interview,"  said 
Father  d'Aigrigny. 

"Perhaps,"  replied  the  princess.  "But  she  is  so  happy 
that  her  audacity  must  be  at  its  height.  Yes,  yes — I  know 
her — and  I  will  write  in  such  a  manner,  that  she  will  come." 

"You  think  so?"  asked  Rodin,  witn  a  doubtful  air. 

"Do  not  fear  it,  father,"  answered  the  lady,  "she  will 
come.  And  her  pride  once  brought  into  play,  we  may  hope 
a  good  deal  from  it." 

"We  must  then  act,  lady,"  resumed  Rodin ;  "yes,  act 
promptly.  The  moment  approaches.  Hate  and  suspicion 
are  awake.     There  is  not  a  moment  to  lose." 

"As  for  hate,"  replied  the  princess,  "Mdlle.  de  Cardoville 
must  have  seen  to  what  her  lawsuit  would  lead,  about  what 
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she  called  her  illegal  detention  in 
of  the  two  young   ladies   in 
heaven,  we  have  friend 
authority,  that  the  case  will  I 
deuce,  in  spite  of  the  animi 
magistrates,  who  shall  be  well  remer 

"Under    these    circumstances,"    i 
parture  o\   the  marshal  gives 
act  immediately  on  his  daught 

"But  how ':"  said  the  prin<  i 

"We  must  see  them,"  resumed   Rodin,  "tall 
study  them.    Then  we  shall  act  in 

"But  the  soldier  will  not  leave  them 
d'Aigrigny. 

"Then,"  replied  Rodin,  "we  must  tal 

of  the  soldier,  and  get  him  on 

"That  hope  is 
not  know  the  military  hoi 
know  this  man." 

"Don't   I   know  him?" 
ders.     "Did  not  Mdlle 
her  liberator,  when  1  denouni 
spiracy ?     Did   In 
relic — his  cross  of  honor— when 
Did  I  not  bring  him  hark  the  I 
place  them  in  the  an  their  fath 

"Yes,"   replied   the   prii  "but, 

abominable  niece  has  eith< 
told  you  so  herself,  father." 

"She  told  me.  that 
enemy,"  said  Rodin.    "Be  it  so.     Bi  I 
to  the  mar  dial  ?     Has 
if  she  have  done  so,  h 
cumstance  to  his  soldier?     It  n 
means  sure ;  in  any  I   musl 

soldier  treats  me  as  ai 
be  done — but  I  will  first  trj 

"When?"  asked  the  prii 

"To-morrow  morning,"  n 

"Good  heaven,  my  dear 
Saint-Dizier,  in  alarm;  "if  tl. 
an  enemy — beware " 
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"I  always  beware,  madame.  I  have  had  to  face  worse 
enemies  than  he  is,"  said  the  Jesuit,  showing  his  black  teeth; 
"the  cholera  to  begin  with." 

"But  he  may  refuse  to  see  you,  and  in  what  way  will  you 
then  get  at  Marshal  Simon's  daughters?"  said  Father  d'Ai- 
grigny. 

"I  do  not  yet  know,"  answered  Rodin.  "But  as  I  intend 
to  do  it,  I  shall  find  the  means." 

"Father,"  said  the  princess,  suddenly,  on  reflection,  "these 
girls  have  never  seen  me,  and  I  might  obtain  admittance  to 
them,  without  sending  in  my  name." 

"That  would  be  perfectly  useless  at  present,  madame,  for 
I  must  first  know  what  course  to  take  with  respect  to  them. 
I  must  see  and  converse  with  them,  at  any  cost,  and  then, 
after  I  have  fixed  my  plan,  your  assistance  may  be  very 
useful.  In  any  case,  please  to  be  ready  to-morrow,  madame, 
to  accompany  me." 

"To  what  place,  father?" 

"To  Marshal  Simon's." 

"To  the  marshal's?" 

"Not  exactly.  You  will  get  into  your  carriage,  and  I 
will  take  a  hackney-coach.  I  will  then  try  to  obtain  an  in- 
terview with  the  girls,  and,  during  that  time,  you  will  wait 
for  me  at  a  few  yards  from  the  house.  If  I  succeed,  and  re- 
quire your  aid,  I  will  come  and  fetch  you ;  I  can  give  you 
my  instructions  without  anv  appearance  of  concert  between 
us." 

"I  am  content,  reverend  father ;  but,  in  truth,  I  tremble 
at  the  thought  of  your  interview  with  that  rough  trooper." 

"The  Lord  will  watch  over  his  servant,  madame !"  re- 
plied Rodin.  "As  for  you,  father,"  added  he,  addressing  the 
Abbe  d'Aigrigny,  "despatch  instantly  to  Vienna  the  note 
which  is  all  prepared  to  announce  the  departure  and  speedy 
arrival  of  the  marshal.  Every  precaution  has  been  taken. 
I  shall  write  more  fully  this  evening." 

******* 

The  next  morning,  about  eight  o'clock,  the  Princess  de 
Saint-Dizier,  in  her  carriage,  and  Rodin,  in  his  hackney- 
coach,  took  the  direction  of  Marshal  Simon's  house. 
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HAPTER  1.III. 

BAP]  :  N 

_  Marsha]    Simon  has 

o'clock  in  the  morning.     I  i 

the  greatest  caul 

neath  his  tread,  en 

chamber  of   Rose  and   Bl  u 

door   of   the  apartment.     \\ 

follows  exactly  the  movements  of  I 

nance  of  the  soldier 

approaches  the  door,  I 

children  heard  noth  what   I 

would  alarm  th<  i 

not  know  it  at  present.     It  might 

dears  I  and  they  art 

of  their  fathi  them. 

bravely !     I  would  not  for  1 

of  this  unfortun.  I  tit." 

Then,  as  he  listened,  tl 
ing — and  yet   they 
sorrow  ?'* 

Dagobert's  reflections  were  h< 
hearty  bursts  of  laughter,  from  • 

"Come  !  they  are  n 
dier.  breathing  more  freely.     "Pn 
about  it." 

Soon,  the  laughter  was 
and  the  soldier,  delighted  at  thi 
of  "his  children."  was  much 
to  his  eyes  at  the  thought  that   I 
recovered  the  serenity   natural 
from  one  emotion  to  I 
with  his  body  leaning  forw 
knees,  Dagobert's  li] 
joy,  and,  shaking  a  littli 

silent   laughter,   the   in< 
At  last,  as  nothing 
worthy   soldier    was    in    an 
laughing  aloud  with  all  h 
and  only  because  K 
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sport  had  never  seen  his  master  in  such  a  transport  of  de- 
light; he  looked  at  him  for  a  while  in  deep  and  silent  as- 
tonishment, and  then  began  to  bark  in  a  questioning  way. 

At  this  well-known  sound,  the  laughter  within  suddenly 
ceased,  and  a  sweet  voice,  still  trembling  with  joyous  emo- 
tion, exclaimed:  "Is  it  you,  Spoil-sport,  that  have  come  to 
wake  us?"  The  dog  understood  what  was  said,  wagged 
his  tail,  held  down  his  ears,  and,  approaching  close  to  the 
door,  answered  the  appeal  of  his  young  mistress  by  a  kind 
of  friendly  growl. 

"Spoil-sport,"  said  Rose,  hardly  able  to  restrain  her 
laughter,  "you  are  very  early  this  morning." 

"Tell  us  what  o'clock  it  is,  if  you  please,  old  fellow?" 
added  Blanche. 

"Young  ladies,  it  is  past  eight,"  said  suddenly  the  gruff 
voice  of  Dagobert,  accompanying  this  piece  of  humor  with 
a  loud  laugh. 

A  cry  of  gay  surprise  was  heard,  and  then  Rose  resumed : 
"Good-morning,  Dagobert." 

"Good-morning,  my  children.  You  are  very  lazy  to-day, 
I  must  tell  you." 

"It  is  not  our  fault.  Our  dear  Augustine  has  not  yet  been 
to  call  us.     We  are  waiting  for  her." 

"Oh !  there  it  is,"  said  Dagobert  to  himself,  his  features 
once  more  assuming  an  expression  of  anxiety.  Then  he 
returned  aloud,  in  a  tone  of  some  embarrassment,  for  the 
worthy  man  was  no  hand  at  a  falsehood :  "My  children, 
your  companion  went  out  this  morning — very  early.  She 
is  gone  to  the  country — on  business — she  will  not  return  for 
some  days — so  you  had  better  get  up  by  yourselves  for  to- 
day." 

"Our  good  Madame  Augustine !"  exclaimed  Blanche,  with 
interest.  "I  hope  it  is  nothing  bad  that  has  made  her  leave 
so  suddenly — eh,  Dagobert?" 

"No,  no — not  at  all — only  business,"  answered  the  soldier. 
"To  see  one  of  her  relations." 

"Oh,  so  much  the  better !"  said  Rose.  "Well,  Dagobert, 
when  we  call  you  can  come  in." 

"I  will  come  back  in  a  quarter  of  an  hour,"  said  the  sol- 
dier as  he  withdrew ;  and  he  thought  to  himself :  "I  must 
lecture  that  fool  Loony — for  he  is  so  stupid,  and  so  fond  of 
talking,  that  he  will  let  it  all  out." 

The  name  of  the  pretended  simpleton  will  serve  as  a  nat- 
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ural   transition,   to   inform   the 

hilarity  of  the  sisters. 

less  absurdities  of  the  idiot.      ! 

themselves,  each  sen 
had   combed    and 
Blanche's  turn  ti 
pied,  they   formed  a  charmii 
before   th< 

was  smoothing  her  beautiful  br 
little    removed    from    childhood,    tl 
obliterates  the  traces  of  p< 
more  than  joy:  it  was  happini 
their  father  loved  them,  and 
and  not  a  pain  to  him.     Ass 
dren,  he.  also,  thanks  to  them,  • 
To  those  three  beings,  thu 
what  war-  a  momentary 
we  shall  understand  the  ini 
withstanding  their  fath<  r 
expression,  which  now  filli 
faces,  on  which  tin-  late 
bloom.     Their  faith  in  tin 
something  resolufo 
piquancy  to  the  beauty  i 

Blanche,  in  smoothing 
and.  as  -he  v 

saying:  "If  it  had  been  broken, 
the  handle-basket." 

Then  the  two  laughed  merr 
reminded  them  of  an  admiral 
Loony. 

The  supposed  simpleton  had 
and    when    the   govern* 
manded  him  for  his  ca 
mind,  madame;  I  have  put  it  int..  I 

"The  handle-basket,  what  i^ 

•"Yes.  Madame  :  it  i-  where  I 
off  the  tlii : 

"Dear   me!*'    said    Rose,   d: 
is  to  laugh  at  such  foolishm 

"It  15  so  droll."  replied   B 

'"All  I  regret  is,  that  father 

"He  was  so  happy  to  - 
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"We  must  write  to  him  to-day,  the  story  of  the  handle- 
basket." 

"And  that  of  the  feather-brush,  to  show  that,  according 
to  promise,   we  kept   up  our   spirits   during   his   absence." 

"Write  to  him,  sister?  no,  he  is  to  write  to  us,  and  we 
are  not  to  answer  his  letters." 

"True !  well  then,  I  have  an  idea.  Let  us  address  letters 
to  him  here,  Dagobert  can  put  them  into  the  post,  and,  on 
his  return,  our  father  will  read  our  correspondence." 

"That  will  be  charming !  What  nonsense  we  will  write 
to  him,  since  he  takes  pleasure  in  it!" 

"And  we,  too,  like  to  amuse  ourselves." 

"Oh,  certainly!  father's  last  words  have  given  us  so  much 
courage." 

"As  I  listened  to  them,  I  felt  quite  reconciled  to  his  going." 

"When  he  said  to  us :  'My  children,  I  will  confide  in 
you  all  I  can.  I  go  to  fulfill  a  sacred  duty,  and  I  must  be 
absent  for  some  time ;  for  though,  when  I  was  blind  enough 
to  doubt  your  affection,  I  could  not  make  up  my  mind  to 
leave  you,  my  conscience  was  by  no  means  tranquil.  Grief 
takes  such  an  effect  on  us,  that  I  had  not  the  strength  to 
come  to  a  decision,  and  my  days  were  passed  in  painful 
hesitation.  But  now  that  I  am  certain  of  your  tenderness, 
all  this  irresolution  has  ceased,  and  I  understand  how  one 
duty  is  not  to  be  sacrificed  to  another,  and  that  I  have  to 
perform  two  duties  at  once,  both  equally  sacred ;  and  this 
I  now  do  with  joy,  and  delight,  and  courage !' ' 

"Go  on,  sister !"  cried  Blanche,  rising  to  draw  nearer  to 
Rose.  "I  think  I  hear  our  father  when  I  remember  those 
words,  which  must  console  and  support  us  during  his 
absence." 

"And  then  our  father  continued :  'Instead  of  grieving  at 
my  departure,  you  should  rejoice  in  it,  you  should  be  proud 
and  happy.  I  go  to  perform  a  good  and  generous  act. 
Fancy  to  yourselves,  that  there  is  somewhere  a  poor  orphan, 
oppressed  and  abandoned  by  all — and  that  the  father  of 
that  orphan  was  once  my  benefactor,  and  that  I  had  prom- 
ised him  to  protect  his  son — and  that  the  life  of  that  son 
is  now  in  peril — tell  me,  my  children,  would  you  regret  that 
I  should  leave  you  to  fly  to  the  aid  of  such  an  orphan  ?' " 

"  'No,  no,  brave  father !'  we  answered :  'we  should  not 
then  be  your  daughters!'  "  continued  Rose,  with  enthusiasm. 
''  'Count  upon  us !     We  should  be  indeed   unhappy  if  we 
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thought  that  our  sorrow  could  di 
Go!  and  every  day  we  will 
was  to  perform  a  great  and  i 

us — we  can  wait  calmly  for  his 

"How  that   idea  ol 
Rose,   with   -row  m. 

courage  to  leave  us  without  i 
bear  his  absence  rayly!" 

"And    then,    how    calm    \ 
dreams,  which  seemed  to  • 
afflict  us." 

'"  I  tell  you,  sistt-r.  this  time 
all." 

"And    then,    do   yon    feel    like   me!       1 
stronger  and  more  cou 
danger." 

"I    should   think   s,  > !      We   a:  ■ 
father  in  the  midst,  you  on  I  on  tl  r 

"Dagobert  in  the  vanguard,  and 
Then  the  army   will   be  compl 
thousands!"    added   a    gruff,    but 
the  girl,  as  Dagobert  appeared  at  I 
room.     It  was  worth  looking 
for  the  old   fellow  had  somewl 
to  the  conversation. 

"Oh !  you  were  listening, 
she  entered  the  adjoininj  with  hei 

affectionately  embraced  the  soldier. 

"To  be  sure.  I  was  Kstenii 
have  ears  as  large  as  Spoil 
how  I  like  to  !  as  bi 

sorrow:  'Right  about   fac< 

"He  will  want  to  n 
sister,  lauLdiin<,'  with  all  her  m: 

"Well !  now  and  then,  it 
"it  relieves  and  calms  one,  wl  en         I 
five  hundred  thousan  I 

"That's  enough'" 
hand  the  grav  mou 
speech.     "If  Madame    V 

"Our  poor    govern 
Blanche.     "How  von  v. 

"Yes,"  said   Dagobert,  as 
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embarrassment ;   "but  she  does  not  hear   us.      She  is  gone 
into  the  country." 

"Good,  worthy  woman !"  replied  Blanche,  with  interest. 
"She  said  something  of  you,  which  shows  her  excellent 
heart." 

"Certainly,"  resumed  Rose;  "for  she  said  to  us,  in  speak- 
ing of  you,  'Ah,  young  ladies !  my  affection  must  appear 
very  little,  compared  with  M.  Dagobert's.  But  I  feel  that 
I  also  have  the  right  to  devote  myself  to  you.'  " 

"No  doubt,  no  doubt !  she  has  a  heart  of  gold,"  answered 
Dagobert.  Then  he  added  to  himself,  "It's  as  if  they  did 
it  on  purpose,  to  bring  the  conversation  back  to  this  poor 
woman." 

"Father  made  a  good  choice,"  continued  Rose.  "She  is 
the  widow  of  an  old  officer,  who  was  with  him  in  the  wars." 

"When  we  were  out  of  spirits,"  said  Blanche,  "you 
should  have  seen  her  uneasiness  and  grief,  and  how  earnestly 
she  set  about  consoling  us." 

"I  have  seen  the  tears  in  her  eyes  when  she  looked  at 
us,"  resumed  Rose.  "Oh !  she  loves  us  tenderly,  and  we 
return  her  affection.  With  regard  to  that,  Dagobert,  we 
have  a  plan  as  soon  as  our  father  comes  back." 

"Be  quiet,  sister !"  said  Blanche,  laughing.  "Dagobert 
will  not  keep  our  secret." 

"He!" 

"Will  you  keep  it  for  us,  Dagobert?" 

"I  tell  you  what,"  said  the  soldier,  more  and  more  em- 
barrassed; "you  had  better  not  tell  it  to  me." 

"What !  can  you  keep  nothing  from  Madame  Augus- 
tine?" 

"Ah,  Dagobert !  Dagobert !"  said  Blanche,  gayly  holding 
up  her  finger  at  the  soldier ;  "I  suspect  you  very  much  of 
paying  court  to  our  governess." 

"I  pay  court?"  said  the  soldier — and  the  expression  of 
his  face  was  so  rueful,  as  he  pronounced  these  words,  that 
the  two  sisters  burst  out  laughing. 

Their  hilarity  was  at  its  height  when  the  door  opened 
and  Loony  advanced  into  room  announcing,  with  a  loud 
voice,  "M.  Rodin !"  In  fact,  the  Jesuit  glided  almost  im- 
perceptibly into  the  apartment,  as  if  to  take  possession  of 
the  ground.  Once  there,  he  thought  the  game  his  own, 
and  his  reptile  eyes  sparkled  with  joy.     It  would  be  difficult 
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to  paint  the  surprise  of  the  tv. 
soldier,  at  this  unexpei 

Rushing  upon  I 
and  exclaimed:  "\\  ho  >u  lea\ 

here,  without  m\  perm 

"Pardon,   M.    Dagobert 
on  his  knees,  and  clasping  his  hai 
entreaty. 

"Leave  the  room! — and  you  t< 
a  menacing  gesture,  as  he  turne 
already  approached  the  girls,  with 
countenance. 

"I  am  at  your  01 
hly  ;  and  he  made  a  low  how.  but  with. 
spot. 

"Will    you   go?"   cried   tin  i    I 

still    kneeling,   and    who.   than' 


position,  was  able  to  utter  a  certain  nun 
Dagohert  could  remove  him. 

"M.  Dagobert,"  said  Loony  in 
don    for   bringing    up   the   gentl< 
alas,  my  head  is  tun 
pened  to  Madame  Augustine." 

"What   misfortune ':"   crie  I    I 
as  they  advanced  usly  towai 

"Will  you  go?"  thundered  1 1 
by  the  collar,  I  e  him  to  ri 

"Speak— speak !"   said    Blancl 
soldier   and    his    pi  "What 

Augustin 

"I  >h,"  shouted  I 
"Madame  Augustii  1  in  th 

and  taken " 

He  was  unable  to   finish.      I 
mendous  blow  with  his  fist,  right 
forth  his  still   formidal 
lifted  him  to  his 
on   the   lower   part  hack. 

ante-chamber. 

Then  turning  to  Rodin,  with 
eve.  Dagobert  pointed  to  I 
ture,  and  said  in  an  an 
and  that  quickly !" 
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"I  must  pay  my  respects  another  time,  my  dear  sir,"  said 
Rodin,  as  he  retired  towards  the  door,  bowing  to  the  young 
girls. 


CHAPTER  LIV. 

DUTY. 

Rodin,  retreating  slowly  before  the  fire  of  Dagobert's 
angry  looks,  walked  backwards  to  the  door,  casting  oblique 
but  piercing  glances  at  the  orphans,  who  were  visibly  af- 
fected by  the  servant's  intentional  indiscretion.  (Dagobert 
had  ordered  him  not  to  speak  before  the  girls  of  the  illness 
of  their  governess,  and  that  was  quite  enough  to  induce  the 
simpleton  to  take  the  first  opportunity  of  doing  so.) 

Rose  hastily  approached  the  soldier,  and  said  to  him:  "Is 
it  true —  is  it  really  true,  that  poor  Madame  Augustine  has 
been  attacked  with  the  cholera?" 

"No — I  do  not  know — I  cannot  tell,"  replied  the  soldier, 
hesitating;  "besides,  what  is  it  to  you?" 

"Dagobert,  you  would  conceal  from  us  a  calamity,"  said 
Blanche.  "I  remember  now  your  embarrassment,  when  we 
spoke  to  you  of  our  governess." 

"If  she  is  ill,  we  ought  not  to  abandon  her.  She  had 
pitty  on  our  sorrows ;  we  ought  to  pity  her  sufferings." 

"Come,  sister;  come  to  her  room,"  said  Blanche,  advanc- 
ing towards  the  door,  where  Rodin  had  stopped  short,  and 
stood  listening  with  growing  attention  to  this  unexpected 
scene,  which  seemed  to  give  him  ample  food  for  thought. 

"You  will  not  leave  this  room,"  said  the  soldier,  sternly, 
addressing  the  two  sisters. 

"Dagobert,"  replied  Rose,  firmly,  "it  is  a  sacred  duty, 
and  it  would  be  cowardice  not  to  fulfil  it." 

"I  tell  you  that  you  shall  not  leave  the  room,"  said  the 
soldier,  stamping  his  foot  with  impatience. 

"Dagobert,"  replied  Blanche,  with  as  resolute  an  air  as 
her  sister's,  and  with  a  kind  of  enthusiasm  which  brought 
the  blood  to  her  fair  cheek,  "our  father,  when  he  left  us, 
give  us  an  admirable  example  of  devotion  and  duty.  He 
would  not  forgive  us  were  we  to  forget  the  lesson." 

"What,"  cried   Dagobert,   in  a  rage,   and  advancing  bo- 
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wards  the  sisters  to  prevent  their  quitting  tl 

•u  think  that  if  j 
let  you  go  to  her  under  the  pretext  ol  dut) 
to  live,  to  live  happy,  I  it  fath< 

into  the  bargain— so  not  a  word  mor< 

'*\\  e  can  run  no  danger  b} 
room,"  said  Rose. 

"And  if  there  w.  Ldded   Blanch* 

not  to  hesitate.     So,  D 

Rodin,  who  had  listened  to  what  i  i 
attention,  suddenly  started,  as  it'  a  thou 
his  eye  shone  brightly,  and  an  expr 
mined  his  countenance. 

"Dagohert.  do  not  refuse!"   -aid    Blanche.     "Y<-u 
do  for  us  what  you  reproach  us  with  wishi 
another." 

Dagohert   had,   as   it   were,   till   now   stood   in   the   path 
the  Jesuit  ami  the  twins  by  keeping  door;  hut, 

after    a    moment's    reflection,  he  shrugged    ! 
stepped  to  one  side,  and  s  "i   wa 

Come,  young  ladies-;  if  you  find  Madame  tine  in  the 

house,  I  will  allow  you  to  remain  with  h 

Surprised  at  these  words,  the  i;irls  stood  motion!* 
irresolute. 

"If  our  governess  is  not  here,  whi 
Rose. 

"You  think,  perhaps,  that   I   am  <j;<>\n'^  to  tell  you  in  the 
excitement  in  which  \ 

"She  is  dead!"  cri  rowing  pale. 

"No,   ii'j — he  calm."   said   tl  lier,   h. 

to  you,  by  y 

the  first  ap]  i  arai  rder,  she 

moved  from  *:  i  house,  fearing  the  com.1 

"<  rood  and   coui 
"And  you  will  not  allow  us " 

"I  will  not  allow  you  1  a  if  I 

up  in  your   room, 

rage;   then,    rememl  that    the   blui 

tion    was   the   sole   car.  this   unl 

added,  with  c  rated  fury:  "i  >hl  1 

upon  that  rascal's  hack." 

So  saying,  lie  turned  5 

stood,    silent   and   attenl 


584  THE    WANDERING   JEW 

passibility  the  fatal  hopes  he  had  just  conceived  in  his  brain. 
The  girls,  no  longer  doubting  the  removal  of  their  governess, 
and  convinced  that  Dagobert  would  not  tell  them  whither 
they  had  conveyed  her,  remained  pensive  and  sad. 

At  sight  of  the  priest,  whom  he  had  forgotten  for  the 
moment,  the  soldier's  rage  increased,  and  he  said  to  him 
abruptly:  "Are  you  still  there?" 

"I  would  merely  observe  to  you,  my  dear  sir,"  said  Rodin, 
with  that  air  of  perfect  good  nature  which  he  knew  so  well 
how  to  assume,  "that  you  were  standing  before  the  door, 
which  naturally  prevented  me  from  going  out." 

"Well,  now  nothing  prevents  you — so  file  off!" 

"Certainly,  I  will  file  off,  if  you  wish  it,  my  dear  sir; 
though  I  think  I  have  some  reason  to  be  surprised  at  such 
a  reception." 

"It  is  no  reception  at  all — so  begone !" 

"I  had  come,  my  dear  sir  to  speak  to  you " 

"I  have  no  time  for  talking." 

"Upon  business  of  great  importance." 

"I  have  no  other  business  of  importance  than  to  remain 
with  these  children." 

"Very  good,  my  dear  sir,"  said  Rodin,  pausing  on  the 
threshold.  "I  will  not  disturb  you  any  longer;  excuse  my 
indiscretion.  The  bearer  of  excellent  news  from  Marshal 
Simon,  I  came " 

"News  from  our  father !"  cried  Rose,  drawing  nearer  to 
Rodin. 

"Oh,  speak,  speak,  sir !"  added  Blanche. 

"You  have  news  of  the  marshal !"  said  Dagobert,  glancing 
suspiciously  at  Rodin.     "Pray,  what  is  this  news?" 

But  Rodin,  without  immediately  answering  the  question, 
returned  from  the  threshold  into  the  room,  and,  content 
plating  Rose  and  Blanche  by  turns  with  admiration,  he  re- 
sumed: "What  happiness  for  me,  to  be  able  to  bring  some 
pleasure  to  these  dear  young  ladies.  They  are  even  as  I 
left  them,  graceful,  and  fair,  and  charming — only  less  sad 
than  on  the  day  when  I  fetched  them  from  the  gloomy  con- 
vent in  which  they  were  kept  prisoners,  to  restore  them  to 
the  arms  of  their  glorious  father!" 

"That  was  their  place,  and  this  is  not  yours,"  said  Dago- 
bert, harshly,  still  holding  the  door  open  behind  Rodin. 

"Confess,  at  least,  that  I  was  not  so  much  out  of  place  at 
Dr.  Baleinier's,"  said  the  Jesuit,  with  a  cunning  air.     "You 
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them.  Now,  those  two  facts  are  equally  bad,  and  1  suspect 
you  most  furiously.  So  march  off  at  once ;  your  presence 
is  not  good  for  these  children." 

"But,  my  dear  sir " 

"I  will  have  no  buts,"  answered  Dagobert,  in  an  angry 
voice.  "When  a  man  of  your  look  does  good,  it  is  only 
to  hide  some  evil ;  and  one  must  be  on  guard." 

"I  understand  your  suspicions,"  said  Rodin  coolly,  hiding 
his  growing  disappointment,  for  he  had  hoped  it  would  have 
been  easy  to  coax  the  soldier ;  but,  if  you  reflect,  what  in- 
terest have  I  in  deceiving  you?  And  in  what  should  the 
deception  consist?" 

"You  have  some  interest  or  other  in  persisting  to  remain 
here,  when  I  tell  you  to  go  away." 

"I  have  already  had  the  honor  of  informing  you  of  the 
object  of  my  visit,  my  dear  sir." 

"To  bring  news  of  Marshal  Simon?" 

"That  is  exactly  the  case.  I  am  happy  enough  to  have 
news  of  the  marshal.  Yes,  my  dear  young  ladies,"  added 
Rodin,  as  he  again  approached  the  two  sisters,  to  recover, 
as  it  were,  the  ground  he  had  lost,  "I  have  news  of  your 
glorious  father!" 

"Then  come  to  my  room  directly,  and  you  can  tell  it  to 
me,"  replied  Dagobert. 

"What !  you  would  be  cruel  enough  to  deprive  these  dear 
ladies  of  the  pleasure " 

"By  heaven,  sir!"  cried  Dagobert,  in  a  voice  of  thunder, 
"you  will  make  me  forget  myself.  I  should  be  sorry  to 
fling  a  man  of  your  age  down  the  stairs.    Will  you  be  gone  ?" 

"Well,  well,"  said  Rodin  mildly,  "do  not  be  angry  with 
a  poor  old  man.  I  am  really  not  worth  the  trouble.  I  will 
go  with  you  to  your  room,  and  tell  you  what  I  have  to  com- 
municate. You  will  repent  not  having  let  me  speak  before 
these  dear  young  ladies ;  but  that  will  be  your  punishment, 
naughty  man !" 

So  saying,  Rodin  again  bowed  very  low,  and,  concealing 
his  rage  and  vexation,  left  the  room  before  Dagobert,  who 
made  a  sign  to  the  two  sisters,  and  then  followed,  closing 
the  door  after  him. 

"What  news  of  our  father,  Dagobert?"  said  Rose  anx- 
iously, when  the  soldier  returned,  after  a  quarter  of  an 
hour's  absence. 

"Well,  that  old  conjurer  knows  that  the  marshal  set  out 
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sons,  who,  being  suddenly  attacked  with  the  contagion,  were 
considered  in  too  dangerous  a  ^tate  to  be  removed  to  the 
principal  hospitals. 

Two  days  had  elapsed  since  Rodin's  visit  to  Marshal 
Simon's  daughters.  Shortly  after  he  had  been  expelled, 
the  Princess  de  Saint-Dizier  had  entered  to  see  them,  under 
the  cloak  of  being  a  house-to-house  visitor  to  collect  funds 
for  the  cholera  sufferers. 

Choosing  the  moment  when  Dagobert,  deceived  by  her 
lady-like  demeanor,  had  withdrawn,  she  counselled  the 
twins  that  it  was  their  duty  to  go  and  see  their  governess, 
whom  she  stated  to  be  in  the  hospital  we  now  describe. 

It  was  about  ten  o'clock  in  the  morning.  The  persons  who 
had  watched  during  the  night  by  the  sick  people,  in  the 
hospital  established  in  the  Rue  du  Mont-Blanc,  were  about 
to  be  relieved  by  other  voluntary  assistants. 

"Well,  gentlemen,"  said  one  of  those  newly  arrived,  "how 
are  we  getting  on  ?  Has  there  been  any  decrease  last  night 
in  the  number  of  the  sick?" 

"Unfortunately,  no ;  but  the  doctors  think  the  contagion 
has  reached  its  height." 

"Then  there  is  some  hope  of  seeing  it  decrease." 

"And  have  any  of  the  gentlemen,  whose  places  we  come 
to  take,  been  attacked  by  the  disease?" 

"We  came  eleven  strong  last  night ;  we  are  only  nine  now." 

"That  is  bad.    Were  these  two  persons  taken  off  rapidly  ?" 

"One  of  the  victims,  a  young  man  of  twenty-five  years  of 
age,  a  cavalry  officer  on  furlough,  was  struck  as  it  were  by 
lightning.  In  less  than  a  quarter  of  an  hour  he  was  dead. 
Though  such  facts  are  frequent,  we  were  speechless  with 
horror." 

"Poor  young  man!" 

"He  had  a  word  of  cordial  encouragement  and  hope  for 
every  one.  He  had  so  far  succeeded  in  raising  the  spirits  of 
the  patients,  that  some  of  them,  who  were  less  affected  by 
;he  cholera  than  by  the  fear  of  it,  v/ere  able  to  quit  the 
hospital  nearly  well." 

"What  a  pity!  So  good  a  young  man!  Well,  he  died 
o-loriously;  it  requires  as  much  courage  as  on  the  field  of 
battle." 

"He  had  only  one  rival  in  zeal  and  courage,  and  that  is  a 
young  priest,  with  an  angelic  countenance,  whom  they  call 
the  Abbe  Gabriel.     He  ;s  indefatigable;  he  hardly  takes  an 
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"Oh !  you  are  right.  Twas  indeed  frightful.  And,  not 
withstanding  every  assistance,  this  victim  of   Morok's " 

"Died  during  the  night,  in  dreadful  agony ;  for  the  shock 
had  been  so  violent,  that  brain-fever  almost  instantly  de- 
clared itself." 

"And  is  Morok  dead?" 

"I  do  not  know.  He  was  to  be  taken  to  another  hospital, 
after  being  fast  bound  in  the  state  of  weakness  which  gen- 
erally succeeds  the  fit.  But,  till  he  can  be  removed  he  has 
been  confined  in  a  room  upstairs." 

"But  he  cannot  recover." 

"I  should  think  he  must  be  dead  by  this  time.  The  doc- 
tors did  not  give  him  twenty-four  hours  to  live." 

The  persons  engaged  in  this  conversation  were  standing 
in  an  ante-chamber  on  the  ground-floor,  in  which  usually 
assembled  those  who  came  to  offer  their  voluntary  aid  to 
the  sick.  One  door  of  this  room  communicated  with  the 
rest  of  the  hospital,  and  the  other  with  the  passage  that 
opened  upon  the  courtyard. 

"Dear  me!"  said  one  of  the  two  speakers,  looking  through 
the  window.  "See  what  two  charming  girls  have  just  got 
out  of  that  elegant  carriage.  How  much  alike  they  are ! 
Such  a  resemblance  is  indeed  extraordinary." 

"No  doubt  they  are  twins.  Poor  young  girls !  dressed  in 
mourning.    They  have  perhaps  lost  father  or  mother." 

"One  would  imagine  they  are  coming  this  way." 

"Yes,  they  are  coming  up  the  steps." 

And  indeed  Rose  and  Blanche  soon  entered  the  ante- 
chamber, with  a  timid,  anxious  air,  though  a  sort  of  feverish 
excitement  was  visible  in  their  looks.  One  of  the  two  men 
that  were  talking  together,  moved  by  the  embarrassment  of 
the  girls,  advanced  toward  them,  and  said,  in  a  tone  of  at- 
tentive politeness:  "Is  there  anything  I  can  do  for  you, 
ladies?" 

"Is  not  this,  sir,"  replied  Rose,  "the  infirmary  of  the  Rue 
du  Mont-Blanc?" 

"Yes,  miss." 

"A  lady,  called  Madame  Augustine  du  Tremblay,  was 
brought  here,  we  are  told,  about  two  days  ago.  Could  we 
see  her?" 

"I  would  observe  to  you,  miss,  that  there  is  some  danger 
in  entering  the  sick-wards." 

"It  is  a  dear  friend  that  we  wish  to  see,"  answered  Rose, 


rill.    WA 

in  a  mild  and 
she  v... 

"I   cai  : 
pei 

walk  into  thi 
Sister  Martha;  she 
will  give  you  all  th< 

'"Thank 
she  and  her 
been  pointed 

•   charming 

the  tv. 

would  he  •  pity  if " 

He   v.  finish.  •,  ; 

with  cries  of  alarm  and  1 

- 

I   their   featui 
chain! 

"   ; 

nfusion  which 
wretches, 
perils  • 
each  other  I 

At  the  moi  lent  when  the 
led  in 
his  bleeding  hai  he  had 

crushed   in   the 
terror — Morok  him; 
With  the  exceptioi 
wan   form  w 
hung  the  remnants  of  t 
thick.  y<  How  h:a: ■ 
sa\;. 

with  a  glassy  bi 
from  time  to  I 
vein.-,  visible 

He  hound-. 
him  his  bony  a. 
reached  the  doorway,  k 

ipe,  sor 
close   this    di 
which  communicated  with  tl 


592  THE    WANDERING    JEW 

Morok  thus  found  himself  a  prisoner.  He  ran  to  the 
window  to  force  it  open,  and  throw  himself  into  the  court- 
yard. But,  stopping  suddenly,  he  drew  back  from  the  glit- 
tering panes,  seized  with  that  invincible  horror  which  all 
the  victims  of  hydrophobia  feel  at  tks  sight  of  any  shining 
object,  particularly  glass.  The  unfortunate  creatures  whom 
he  had  pursued,  saw  him  from  the  coitrtyard  exhausting  him- 
self in  furious  efforts  to  open  the  doors  that  just  had  been 
closed  upon  him.  Then,  perceiving  the  inutility  of  his  at- 
tempts, he  uttered  savage  cries,  and  rushed  furiously  round 
the  room,  like  a  wild  beast  that  seeks  in  vain  to  escape  from 
its  cage. 

But,  suddenly,  those  spectators  of  this  scene,  who  had 
approached  nearest  to  the  window,  uttered  a  loud  exclama- 
tion of  fear  and  anguish.  Morok  had  perceived  the  little 
door  which  led  to  the  closet  occupied  by  Sister  Martha, 
where  Rose  and  Blanche  had  entered  a  few  minutes  be- 
fore. Hoping  to  get  out  by  this  way,  Morok  drew  the  door 
violently  towards  him,  and  succeeded  in  half  opening  it,  not- 
withstanding the  resistance  he  experienced  from  the  inside. 
For  an  instant,  the  affrighted  crowd  saw  the  stiffened  arms 
of  Sister  Martha  and  the  orphans,  clinging  to  the  door,  and 
folding  it  back  with  all  their  might. 


LVI. 

HYDROPHOBIA. 


When  the  sick  people,  assembled  in  the  courtyard,  saw 
the  desperate  efforts  of  Morok  to  force  the  door  of  the  room 
which  contained  Sister  Martha  and  the  orphans,  their  fright 
redoubled.      "It   is   all    over,    Sister    Martha!"    cried   they. 

"The  door  will  give  way." 

"And  the  closet  has  no  other  entrance." 

"There  are  two  young  girls  in  mourning  with  her." 

"Come !  we  must  not  leave  these  poor  women  to  encounter 
the  madman.  Follow  me,  friends !"  cried  generously  one 
of  the  spectators,  who  was  still  blessed  with  health,  and  he 
rushed  towards  the  steps  to  return  to  the  ante-chamber. 

"It's  too  late!  it's  only  exposing  yourself  in  vain,"  cried 
many  persons,  holding  him  back  by  force. 

At  this  moment,  voices  were  heard,  exclaiming:  "Here 
is  the  Abbe  Gabriel." 
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the  closet,  he  sprang,  with  a  roar  and  a  bound,  upon  the 
new-comer. 

During  this  time,  Sister  Martha  and  the  orphans,  not 
knowing  the  cause  of  the  sudden  retreat  of  their  assailant, 
took  advantage  of  the  opportunity  to  close  and  bolt  the 
door,  and  thus  placed  themselves  in  security  from  a  new 
attack.  Morok,  with  haggard  eye,  and  teeth  convulsively 
clinched,  had  rushed  upon  Gabriel,  his  hands  extended  to 
seize  him  by  the  throat.  The  missionary  stood  the  shock 
valiantly.  Guessing,  at  a  glance,  the  intention  of  his  adver- 
sary, he  seized  him  by  the  wrists  as  he  advanced,  and,  hold- 
ing him  back,  bent  him  down  violently  with  a  vigorous  hand. 
For  a  second,  Morok  and  Gabriel  remained  mute,  breathless, 
motionless,  gazing  on  each  other ;  then  the  missionary 
strove  to  conquer  the  efforts  of  the  madman,  who,  with 
violent  jerks,  attempted  to  throw  himself  upon  him,  and  to 
seize  and  tear  him  with  his  teeth. 

Suddenly  the  lion-tamer's  strength  seemed  to  fail,  his 
knees  quivered,  his  livid  head  sank  upon  his  shoulder,  his 
eyes  closed.  The  missionary,  supposing  that  a  momentary 
weakness  had  succeeded  to  the  fit  of  rage,  and  that  the 
wretch  was  about  to  fall,  relaxed  his  hold  in  order  to  lend 
him  assistance.  But  no  sooner  did  he  feel  himself  at  liberty, 
thanks  to  his  crafty  device,  than  Morok  flung  himself  furi- 
ously upon  Gabriel.  Surprised  by  this  sudden  attack,  the 
latter  stumbled,  and  at  once  felt  himself  clasped  into  the  iron 
arms  of  the  madman.  Yet,  with  redoubled  strength  and 
energy,  struggling  breast  to  breast,  foot  to  foot,  the  mission- 
ary in  his  turn  succeeded  in  tripping  up  his  adversary,  and, 
throwing  him  with  a  vigorous  effort,  again  seized  his  hands, 
and  now  held  him  down  beneath  his  knee.  Having  thus 
completely  mastered  him,  Gabriel  turned  his  head  to  call  for 
assistance,  when  Morok,  by  a  desperate  strain,  succeeded  in 
raising  himself  a  little,  and  seized  with  his  teeth  the  left  arm 
of  the  missionary.  At  this  sharp,  deep,  horrible  bite,  which 
penetrated  to  the  very  bone,  Gabriel  could  not  restrain  a 
scream  of  anguish  and  horror.  He  strove  in  vain  to  disen- 
gage himself,  for  his  arm  was  held  fast,  as  in  a  vice, 
between  the  firm-set  jaws  of  Morok. 

This  frightful  scene  had  lasted  less  time  than  it  has  taken 
in  the  description,  when  suddenly  the  door  leading  to  the 
passage  was  violently  opened,  and  several  courageous  men, 
who  had  learned  from  the  patients  to  what  danger  the  young 
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priest   was  exp<  -ne  rusi 

of  his  recommendation  not  to 

attendant    wa 

the  hot  iron-.     I  ,  ibri<  . 

him    in    an    agil 

Thank  I  k>d  i  had  thought  of  thai 

<  »ne  of  the  men  who  had 
provided   with  a  blanket  :  a: 
succeeded  in  wresting  his  arm   [ 
Morok,  whom  he  stil]  h<  Id  down  with  ; 
was  thrown  over  the*  madmai 
be    held    and    bound    without 
desperate    resistance.      Then    I 
sleeve  of  his  cassock,  and  lay; 
a   deep   bite   was    visil 
beckoned  the  attendant  to  draw  • 
irons,  and,   with  a  firm  and   sine  I 
burning  metal  to  the  wound,   with 
struck  all   the   spectators,    with 
many  various  emotions,  intrepid!] 
by  a   natural    reaction.      I 
Gabriel's  brow;  his  long  light  hair  dunj 
grew  deadly  pale,  reel< 
into  the  next  room  to  receive  imnn 


An  accidental  circumstance,   likely  i 
converted  one  of  the  I'rii 
into  a  truth.    To  induce  th< 
had  told  them  Gabriel  was  there,  which 
far  from  believing.    <  >n  the  contrary.  sh< 
to  prevent  a  meeting,   which,    from   th 
missionary  to  the  girls,  might   ii 
A  little   while  after   the   tetril 
Rose  and  Blanche,  accompanied  : 
vast  room,  of  a  and  fatal 

ber  of  women  who  had 

These  immense  apartn  i    I 
purpose  of  a  temporary   ; 
excessive    luxury.       The    r< 
women,  of  whom  v.  k,  had 

The    white    panel.-    glil 
magnificent    oier-id:. 
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windows,  through  which  could  be  seen  the  fresh  verdure  of 
a  pleasant  garden,  smiling  beneath  the  influence  of  budding 
May.  In  the  midst  of  all  this  gilded  luxury,  on  a  rich,  inlaid 
floor  of  costly  woods,  were  seen  arranged  in  regular  order 
four  rows  of  beds,  of  every  shape  and  kind,  from  the 
tumble  truckle-bed  to  the  handsome  couch  in  carved  ma- 
hogany. 

This  long  room  was  divided  into  two  compartments  by  a 
temporary  partition,  four  or  five  feet  in  height.  They  had 
thus  been  able  to  manage  the  four  rows  of  beds.  This  par- 
tition finished  at  some  little  distance  from  either  end  of  the 
room,  so  as  to  leave  an  open  space  without  beds,  for  the 
volunteer  attendants,  when  the  sick  did  not  require  their 
aid.  At  one  of  these  extremities  of  the  room  was  a  lofty 
and  magnificent  marble  chimney  piece,  ornamented  with 
gilt  bronze.  On  the  fire  beneath,  various  drinks  were 
brewing  for  the  patients.  To  complete  the  singular  picture, 
women  of  every  class  took  their  turns  in  attending  upon 
the  sick,  to  whose  sighs  and  groans  they  always  responded 
with  consoling  words  of  hope  and  pity.  Such  was  the  place, 
strange  and  mournful,  that  Rose  and  Blanche  entered  to- 
gether, hand  in  hand,  a  short  time  after  Gabriel  had  displayed 
such  heroic  courage  in  the  struggle  against  Morok.  Sister 
Martha  accompanied  Marshal  Simon's  daughters.  After 
speaking  a  few  words  to  them  in  a  whisper,  she  pointed  out 
to  them  the  two  divisions  in  which  the  beds  were  arranged, 
and  herself  went  to  the  other  end  of  the  room  to  give  some 
orders. 

The  orphans,  still  under  the  impression  of  the  terrible 
danger  from  which  Gabriel  had  rescued  them  without  their 
knowing  it,  were  both  excessively  pale;  yet  their  eyes  were 
expressive  of  firm  resolution.  They  had  determined  hot 
only  to  perform  what  they  considered  an  imperative  duty, 
but  to  prove  themselves  worthy  of  their  valiant  father; 
they  were  acting  too  for  their  mother's  sake,  since  they  had 
been  told  that,  dying  in  Siberia  without  receiving  the  sacra- 
ment, her  eternal  felicity  might  depend  on  the  proofs  they 
gave  of  Christian  devotion.  Need  we  add  that  the  Princess 
de  Saint-Dizier,  following  the  advice  of  Rodin,  had,  in  a 
second  interview,  skilfully  brought  about  without  the  knowl- 
edge of  Dagobert,  taken  advantage  of  the  excitable  quali- 
ties of  these  poor,  confiding,  simple,  and  generous  souls,  by 
•i  fatal  exaggeration  of  the  most  noble  and  courageous  senti- 
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meats?    Theorphans  havii 

Augustine  du   Tremhlav   h;7  i   I 
within  the  latt  Z 
she  really  did  not  £ 

hadsentth, 

told  an   impudent 
governess  had  been 
^e,  and  their  1 
had  been,  •,  I1KlI 

witaessed  so  sad  a  spectacle  as  that  , 

to  their  view. 

The  long  row  0f  which 

dull   rattle  m   the   throat, 

fever   or  calling  on  th 

part    orever-these  frightful  si 

too  much  even  for  brave  men, 

the  execrable  design  of  R 

tatal  impression  on  tl 

generous  motives  to  undertak. 

—sad  memory!  which  awoke,  in  all 

bitterness,  by  the  side  of  the  : 

ot  this  very  malady.  th< 

a  paint ul  death.     Fancy  the  twii 

ot   so   tearful  an  aspect,  and.  all 

terror  winch  Morok  had  inspired.  ; 

the  midst  of  these  unfortunati 

reminded  them  every   instant   of   th 

mother!     For  a  moment,  a 

and   Blanche  had    felt   their  n 

presentiment    made    them 

and,  moreover,  sino 

an  icy   shudder,  and   painful 

but,  attributing  these  syn  • 

Morok,  their  good  and  valianl 

tears.     They  exchai 

revived,  and  both  of  tl 

tion,  and  Blanche  on  the  other— pi 

task.      Gabriel,    carried    to    tin 

soon  recovered  hi  Thank 

ence  of  mind,  his  wound,  cauten. 
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dangerous  consequences.  As  soon  as  it  was  dressed  he  in- 
sisted on  returning  to  the  women's  ward,  where  he  had  been 
offering  pious  consolations  to  a  dying  person  at  the  moment 
they  had  come  to  inform  him  of  the  frightful  danger  caused 
by  the  escape  of  Morok. 

A  few  minutes  before  the  missionary  entered  the  room, 
Rose  and  Blanche  arrived  almost  together  at  the  term  of 
their  mournful  search,  one  from  the  left,  the  other  from  the 
right-hand  row  of  beds,  separated  by  the  partition  which 
divided  the  hall  into  compartments.  The  sisters  had  not 
yet  seen  each  other.  Their  steps  tottered  as  they  advanced, 
and  they  were  forced,  from  time  to  time,  to  lean  against  the 
beds  as  they  passed  along.  Their  strength  was  rapidly  fail- 
ing them.  Giddy  with  fear  and  pain,  they  appeared  to  act 
almost  mechanically.  Alas !  the  orphans  had  been  seized 
almost  at  the  same  moment  with  the  terrible  symptoms  of 
cholera.  In  consequence  of  that  species  of  physiological 
phenomenon,  of  which  we  have  already  spoken — a  phenome- 
non by  no  means  rare  in  twins,  which  had  already  been  dis- 
played on  one  or  two  occasions  of  their  sickness — their  or- 
ganizations seemed  liable  to  the  same  sensations,  the  same 
simultaneous  accidents,  like  two  flowers  on  one  stem,  which 
bloom  and  fade  together.  The  sight  of  so  much  suffering, 
and  so  many  deaths,  had  accelerated  the  development  of 
this  dreadful  disease.  Already,  on  their  agitated  and  altered 
countenances,  they  bore  the  mortal  tokens  of  the  contagion, 
as  they  came  forth,  each  on  her  own  side,  from  the  two  sub- 
divisions of  the  room  in  which  they  had  vainly  sought  their 
governess.  Until  now  separated  by  the  partition,  Rose  and 
Blanche  had  not  yet  seen  each  other ;  but,  when  at  length 
their  eyes  met,  there  ensued  a  heart-rending  scene. 


CHAPTER  LVII. 

THE    GUARDIAN    ANGEL. 

To  the  charming  freshness  of  the  sisters'  faces  had  suc- 
ceeded a  livid  pallor.  Their  large  blue  eyes,  now  hollow  and 
sunk  in,  appeared  of  enormous  dimensions.  Their  lips,  once 
so  rosy,  were  now  suffused  with  a  violet  hue,  and  a  similar 
color  was  gradually  displacing  the  transparent  carmine  of 
their  cheeks  and  fingers.     It  was  as  if  all  the  roses  in  their 
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fcgKfsr -*  ,a,i,: 

h  '    ,  features.     "Ai 

Good  heaven,  Rose !  how  pale  3 
Like  you, 
"And  do  you  feel  a  cold  shudder:" 
J  es,  and  my  sight  fails  n 

"-My  bosom  is  ill  on  fin 
^'Sister,  we  are  perhaj  g  to  die  " 

^  Let  it  only  be  together 
"And  our  poor  father?" 
"And  Dagobert  ':" 

"Sister,   our  dream  has  come   true!"  or 
dehnouslv    as  she  threw   her  arms   round    1: 
Look !  look !  the  Angel  Gabriel  is  ! 

thi".  1  AVhls  momen;- (ia,,nd  « 

the  end  of  the  room.     •Heaven'  wh 
young  priest.    -The  daughters  of  Marshal 

And.  rushing  forward,  he  received  th< 
for  they  were  no  longer  able  to  stand. 
jng  heads,  their  half-closed  eyes,  the* 
breathing,  announced  the  approach  oi 
was  close  at  hand.     She  hast. 
Gabriel.     Aided  by  this  pious  woman, 
the  orphans  upon  a  bed  rt 
ance.    For  tear  that  the  sight  of  this  moun 
make  too  deep  an  impression  on  t! 
Martha  drew  a  large  curtain,  and  ;.; 
some  sort  walled  off  from  the  rest  of 
had  been  so  tightly  clasped  : 
oxysm,  that  it  was  impossible  I 
this  position  that  the  first  ren 
incapable   of   conquering   the    vi< 
which  at  least  mitigated   t 
pains  they  suffered,  and  re 
ception    to    their    obscured    and    •■ 
moment.  Gabriel   was   leaning  ovei 
inexpressible  grief.    With   break: 
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in  tears  he  thought  of  the  strange  destiny,  which  thus  made 
him  a  witness   of   the  death   of   these   girls,   his   relations, 
whom  but  a  few  months  before  he  had  rescued  from  the 
horr^s  of  the  tempest.    In  spite  of  his  firmness  of  soul,    he 
missionary  could  not  help  shuddering  as  he  reflected  on  the 
fate  of  the  orphans,  the  death  of  Jacques  Rennepont,  and 
he  fearful  devices  by  which  M.  Hardy,  retired  to  the  clois- 
tered solitude  of  St.  Herein,  had  become  a  member  of  the 
Society  of  Jesus  almost  in  dying.     The  missionary  said  to 
hSnseft   that  already  four  members  of  the  Rennepont  family 
^hs  famUy-hadybeen  successively  struck  down  by  some 
dreadful  fate;  and  he  asked  himself  with  alarm how  i .was 
that  the  detestable  interests  of  the  Society  of  Loyola  should 
be  served  by  a  providential  fatality?     The  astonishment  of 
toe  young  missionary  would  have  given  place  to  the  deepest 
horror    could  he  have  known  the  part  that  Rodin  and  his 
accomplices  had  taken,  both  in  the  death  of  Jacques  Renne- 
pont,  by  exciting,  through  Morok,  the  evil  P^toes ■£ 
toe  artisan,  and  in  the  approaching  end  of  Rose  and  Blanche 
by   converting,   through   the   Princess   de    Saint-Dizier,   the 
generous  inspirations  of  the  orphans  into  sucidal  heroism 

Roused  for  a  moment  from  the  painful  stupor  in  which 
they  had  been  plunged,  Rose  and  Blanche  half-opened  their 
lar-e  eyes  already  dull  and  faded.  Then,  more  and  more 
bewildered,  they  both  gazed  fixedly  at  the  angelic  counte- 

n"Cslter,^rdieRose,  in  a  faint  voice,  ;do  you  see  the  arch- 
anCTel_as  in  our  dreams,  in  Germany? 

« yes— three  days  ago— Ire  appeared  to  us. 

"He  is  come  to  fetch  us."  y, 

"Alas  'will  our  death  save  ourpoor  mother  from  purgatory  ? 

"Aneel^  blessed  angel!  pray  God  for  our  mother-and 
fort       lS      now,  stupefied  with  amazement  and  sorrow 

^'^^&^^  toe  XUt  n°e 
^^^'^^^^y^t  of  your  mother's 
saTvaS?  Oh!  never  did  a  purer  soul  ascend  to  its  Crea- 
tor Your  mother?  I  know  from  my  adopted  father,  that 
her'  vfrtues  and  courage  were  the  admiration  of  all  who 
knew  her     Oh  !  believe  me ;  God  has  blessed  her. 

"TV T  von  hear  sister?"  cried  Rose,  as  a  ray  of  celestial 
joy^mined  S  an  instant  the  livid  faces  of  the  orphan, 
"God  has  blessed  our  mother. 
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Think  of  your  father" 

-inch Wouid hav  "" ;,," hl.r,":,:::- 

"Alas!   he   will    no    And  u7   „    ' 
father!   we   dnln,,;;;;;!,1^;. 

^e  you,  tod mething  generc 

"And  we  did  not  thinl   V 
Yesterday,  we  Jrfga^d^ 

-the  last  thought  of  iTcUk&MSL- 
ourtth^coS^^  ^  te0^^ 

~  gammas 

with^a  listrgeeffd!re  -  Vlnm   5  /:aV' 
uitn  a  last  effort       Now,  God  gram 

mother,  never  to  leave  her  mor< 

th'Y?U  prorV!se(1  k:  Sood  angel-you   k: 
the  dream.    You  said  ■   Too?  child. 

"Oh!    it    is    dreadful— dreadful!      [ 

hope!     murmured    Gabriel,    as    he   buried    hi 
hands.     "Alnughty  Father!     Thy   viev 

Alas!  yet  why  should  these  children  du 

Kose  heaved  a  deep  sigh  and  said 
Let   us  be  buried   together  .'—united   in   1: 
divided " 

And  the  two  turner!  their  dying  looks  U] 
■stretched  out  towards  him  their  suj  ; 
Oh,  blessed  martyrs  to  a  gen< 
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missionary,  raising  to  heaven  his  eyes  streaming  with  tears. 
''Angelic  souls !  treasures  of  innocence  and  truth !  ascend, 
ascend  to  heaven — since  God  calls  you  to  him,  and  the 
earth  is  not  worthy  to  possess  you !" 

"Sister!  father!"  were  the  last  words  that  the  orphans 
pronounced  with  their  dying  voices. 

And  then  the  twins,  by  a  last  instinctive  impulse,  en- 
deavored to  clasp  each  other,  and  their  eyes  half -opened  to 
exchange  yet  another  glance.  They  shuddered  twice  or 
thrice,  their  limbs  stiffened,  a  deep  sigh  struggled  from 
their  violet-colored  lips.  Rose  and  Blanche  were  both  dead ! 
Gabriel  and  Sister  Martha,  after  closing  the  eyes  of  the 
orphans,  knelt  down  to  pray  by  the  side  of  that  funeral 
couch.  Suddenly  a  great  tumult  was  heard  in  the  room. 
Rapid  footsteps,  mingled  with  imprecations,  sounded  close 
at  hand,  the  curtain  was  drawn  aside  from  this  mournful 
scene,  and  Dagobert  entered  precipitately,  pale,  haggard, 
his  dress  in  disorder.  At  sight  of  Gabriel  and  the  Sister  of 
Charity  kneeling  beside  the  corpses  of  his  children,  the 
soldier  uttered  a  terrible  roar,  and  tried  to  advance — but  in 
vain — for,  before  Gabriel  could  reach  him,  Dagobert  fell  flat 
on  the  ground,  and  his  gray  head  struck  violently  on  the 
floor. 


It  is  night — a  dark  and  stormy  night.  One  o'clock  in  the 
morning  has  just  sounded  from  the  church  of  Montmartre. 
It  is  to  the  cemetery  of  Montmartre  that  is  carried  the  coffin 
which,  according  to  the  last  wishes  of  Rose  and  Blanche, 
contains  them  both.  Through  the  thick  shadow,  which 
rests  upon  that  field  of  death,  may  be  seen  moving  a  pale 
light.  It  is  the  gravedigger.  He  advances  with  caution ;  a 
dark  lantern  is  in  his  hand.  A  man  wrapped  in  a  cloak 
accompanies  him.  He  holds  down  his  head  and  weeps.  It 
is  Samuel.  The  old  Jew — the  keeper  of  the  house  in  the 
Rue  Saint-Franqois.  On  the  night  of  the  funeral  of  Jacques 
Rennepont,  the  first  who  died  of  the  seven  heirs,  and  who 
was  buried  in  another  cemetery,  Samuel  had  a  similar 
mysterious  interview  with  the  gravedigger,  to  obtain  a  favor 
at  the  price  of  gold.  A  strange  and  awful  favor !  After 
passing  down  several  paths,  bordered  with  cypress  trees, 
by  the  side  of  many  tombs,  the  Jew  and  the  gravedigger 
arrived  at  a  little  glade,  situated  near  the  western  wall  of 
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d°™,  Md  an  a.,; ,  ,hl.A. :; , ; 

foot  0f  a  taii  u, ";,     ;;" 

mound  of  new^^^h'aL0 

*OU  are-  surf  of   it'-"  ! 

bathed  in  tears    he HEE™*3?2    ' 

tow™ fnrs.,;.iJr1;:it  !.; 

alarmed   at   what   Samuel   asked   hi,/. 

Sampan  agitated  tone:     "T^L,  ft*   , 

JW  be  k*""*  th^  "all."  ansv 
out  the  place  with  the  aid  of  a  lantern. 
stones  ,nto  the  cemetery,  for  a  signal  " 

,h,„neS'- threC  ftone?~ as 

shuddering,  and  wiping  the  cold  sweat  f, 

With  considerable  remains  of 
great  age,  Samuel  availed  himself 
the  low  wall,  and  climbing  .a 
gravedigger  returned  home  with 
o  time,  he  looked  fearfully  behind 
been  pursued  by  some  fatal  vision. 

****** 

On  the  evenin  -  the  fmu.ra: 

Kodin  wrote  two  letters.     Th« 
tenous  correspondent  at    Rome,   allu 
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Jacoues  Rennepont  ^^X^'^ 
as  to  the  cession  of  M  ^aray  s  pi  y  claimants  of  the  in- 
of  Gabriel^vents  which  reduced  th ctoman 

hentance  to  two— Mdlle.  de  ^.a  contained  only  the 

first  note  written  by  Rodin  to ^°^       tw0.    Announce 
following  words :     Five  tron sevei  Qn      T  ad_ 

this  result  t°^ard,nal-Pr,n«.     Le^  ^  g  ^  & 

S  mnSffieC?^r  Your^ers  are  both  dead. 

You'  shall  learn  who  killed  them. 


CHAPTER  LVIII. 

RUIN. 


I,  is  the  day  after  the  death  of  ^.Ws^tm. 
Mdl.e.  de  Cardovme  is  yet  ign  -    of*e  -^  ^ 

young  relatives.     Her  coum e Uc"  .,   , .  h      eye  has  never 

nd  Sever  ha-he^oked  ™-    ^n ' more'daJzling  white, 
been  more  brilliant,   ner  ce P  h      somewhat  eccen- 

her  lip  of  a  richer  ^oral   Accordii to  ^  & 

trie  custom  of  dressing  herselt  in  her  o  ^^ 

esque  style,  Adnenne  wears    °-^;^°aUt^ed.silk  dress,  with 

°'clock  t  t£F^^&*£^  th  re- 

a  very  full  skirt,  the  sieeveb  bugle-beads,  of  ex- 

colored  ribbon,  and  *do™^^J^Zork,  also  of  white 
quisite  workmanship ;  while  a  s  Lender  n e  ^  back_ 

Sugle-beads,  concealing  th^hick  pla     ot 
hair,  forms  an  oriental  head  dress  o  {aU   m 

and  contrasts  agreeably  with ^  the  long  cu  . 

front  almost  to  the  swell  of  *e^°^he  features  of  Mdlle. 
of  in6^^}«V^^^^  cutting,  satirical 
de  Cardoville,  is  added  a  certain  charming  head,  and 

air,  which  is  not  habitual  tc  he  ^     Her  c  ^  of   de. 

graceful  swan-  like q  neck .are  ra  sed  in^  ^  ^ 

fiance;  her  small,  rose -coiorea  no  ,       impatience  for 

repressed  ardor,  and  she  waits  w ith  hau ,  ^ 

he  moment  of  an  aggressive  andjon^  inter  fa 

far  from  Adrienne  is  Mother  Bunch,     ^ne 
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she  seen  the   iVrn •       ,   ,      '-' 

such  a  d££rS£££! 

!ookat'the,!,A,        ,v  '•!,     >      ~! 

rested  thl  el^oot  , 

persons    u-h        Adr*?ned  longed  to  that  , 
Pjnon*  who  arc  able  at  need  to  make 
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able  to  express  it,  for  we  know  the  intense  admiration  of  that 
poetic  soul  for  all  that  was  beautiful. 

"Well !"  went  on  Adrienne,  gayly,  "I  am  glad,  my  dear, 
that  you  find  me  better  dressed  than  usual." 

"Only,"  said  the  hunchback,  hesitating. 

"Only?"  repeated  Adrienne,  looking  at  her  with  an  air  of 

■interrogation. 

"Why  only,"  continued  the  other,  "if  I  have  never  seen 
you  look  more  pretty,  I  have  also  never  observed  in  your 
features  the  resolute  and  ironical  expression  which  they  had 
just  now.    It  was  like  an  air  of  impatient  defiance." 

"And  so  it  was,  my  dear  little  Magdalen,"  said  Adrienne, 
throwing  her  arms  round  the  girl's  neck  with  joyous  tender- 
ness. "I  must  kiss  you,  for  having  guessed  it.  You  see,  1 
expect  a  visit  from  my  dear  aunt." 

"The  Princess  de  Saint-Dizier?"  cried  Mother  Bunch,  in 
alarm.     "That  wicked  lady,  who  did  you  so  much  evil?" 

"The  very  same.  She  has  asked  for  an  interview,  and  I 
shall  be  delighted  to  receive  her." 

"Delighted?"  .  .  ", 

"Yes — a  somewhat  ironical  and  malicious  delight,  it  is 
true,"  answered  Adrienne,  still  more  gayly.  "You  shall 
judge  for  yourself.  She  regrets  her  gallantries,  her  beauty, 
her  youth— even  her  size  afflicts  the  holy  woman!— and  she 
will  see  me  young,  fair,  beloved — and  above  all  thin — yes, 
thin,"  added  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville,  laughing  merrily.  "And 
you  may  imagine,  my  dear,  how  much  envy  and  despair,  the 
sight  of  a  young,  thin  woman  excites  in  a  stout  one  of  a  cer- 
tain age !"  . 

"My  friend,"  said  Mother  Bunch,  gravely,  you  speak  in 
jest.    And  yet,  I  know  not  why,  the  coming  of  this  princess 

alarms  me."  „,  ,     .  ,  . 

"Dear  gentle  soul,  be  satisfied!"  answered  Adrienne, 
affectionately.  "I  do  not  fear  this  woman— I  no  longer  have 
any  fear  of  her— and,  to  prove  it  to  her  confusion,  I  will  treat 
her— a  monster  of  hypocrisy  and  wickedness,  who  comes 
here,  no  doubt,  on  some  abominable  design— I  will  treat  her 
as  an  inoffensive,  ridiculous  fat  woman!"     And  Adrienne 

again  laughed.  ,     , 

A  servant  here  entered  the  room,  and  interrupted  the 
mirth  of  Adrienne,  by  saying:  "The  Princess  de  Saint- 
Dizier  wishes  to  know  if  you  can  receive  her?" 

"Certainly,"  said  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville;  and  the  servant 
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hope  of  succeeding  in  new  plots,  were  all  expressed  in  the 
countenance  of  the  Princess  de  Saint-Dizier,  as  she  entered 
her  niece's  apartment. 

Without  advancing  to  meet  her  aunt,  Adrienne  rose 
politely  from  the  sofa  on  which  she  was  seated,  made  a  half- 
curtsey,  full  of  grace  and  dignity,  and  immediately  resumed 
her  former  posture.  Then,  pointing  to  an  arm-chair  near 
the  fireplace,  at  one  corner  of  which  sat  Mother  Bunch,  and 
she  herself  at  the  other,  she  said :  "Pray  sit  down,  your 
highness."  The  princess  turned  very  red,  remained  stand- 
ing, and  cast  a  disdainful  glance  of  insolent  surprise  at  the 
sempstress,  who,  in  compliance  with  Adrienne's  wish,  only 
bowed  slightly  at  the  entrance  of  the  Princess  de  Saint- 
Dizier,  without  offering  to  give  up  her  place.  In  acting 
thus,  the  young  sempstress  followed  the  dictates  of  her  con- 
science, which  told  her  that  the  real  superiority  did  not 
belong  to  this  base,  hypocritical,  and  wicked  princess,  but 
rather  to  such  a  person  as  herself,  the  admirable  and  devoted 
friend. 

"Let  me  beg  your  highness  to  sit  down,"  resumed  Adri- 
enne, in  a  mild  tone,  as  she  pointed  to  the  vacant  chair. 

"The  interview  I  have  demanded,  niece,"  said  the  prin- 
cess, "must  be  a  private  one." 

"I  have  no  secrets,  madame,  from  my  best  friend ;  you  may 
speak  in  the  presence  of  this  young  lady." 

"I  have  long  known,"  replied  Madame  de  Saint-Dizier, 
with  bitter  irony,  "that  in  all  things  you  care  little  for 
secrecy,  and  that  you  are  easy  in  the  choice  of  what  you 
call  your  friends.  But  you  will  permit  me  to  act  differently 
from  you.  If  you  have  no  secrets,  madame,  I  have — and  I 
do  not  choose  to  confide  them  to  the  first  comer." 

So  saying,  the  pious  lady  glanced  contemptuously  at  the 
sempstress.  The  latter,  hurt  at  the  insolent  tone  of  the 
princess,  answered  mildly  and  simply : 

"I  do  not  see  what  can  be  the  great  difference  between  the 
first  and  the  last  comer  to  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville's." 

"What!  can  it  speak!"  cried  the  princess,  insolently. 

"It  can  at  least  answer,  madame,"  replied  Mother  Bunch, 
in  her  calm  voice. 

"I  wish  to  see  you  alone,  niece — is  that  clear?"  said  the 
princess,  impatiently,  to  her  niece. 

"I  beg  your  pardon,  but  I  do  not  quite  understand  your 
highness,"  said  Adrienne,  with  an  air  of   surprise.     "This 
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for  your  excellent  intentions  and  sentiments.  I  appreciate 
them  as  I  ought,  and  I  hope  in  a  short  time  to  prove  it  to 
you." 

"Well,  madame,"  said  Adrienne,  playfully,  "let  us  have 
it  all  at  once.   I  am  full  of  impatient  curiosity." 

"And  yet,"  said  the  princess,  feigning  in  her  turn  a  bitter 
and  ironical  delight,  "you  are  far  from  having  the  least 
notion  of  what  I  am  about  to  announce  to  you." 

"Indeed !  I  fear  that  your  highness's  candor  and  modesty 
deceive  you,"  replied  Adrienne,  with  the  same  mocking  affa- 
bility; "for  there  are  very  few  things  on  your  part  that  can 
surprise  me,  madame.  You  must  be  aware  that  from  your 
highness,  I  am  prepared  for  anything." 

"Perhaps,  madame,"  said  the  princess,  laying  great  stress 
on  her  words,  "if,  for  instance,  I  were  to  tell  you  that  within 
twenty- four  hours — suppose  between  this  and  to-morrow — 
you  will  be  reduced  to  poverty " 

This  was  so  unexpected,  that  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville  started 
in  spite  of  herself,  and  Mother  Bunch  shuddered. 

"Ah,  madame!"  said  the  princess,  with  triumphant  joy 
and  cruel  mildness,  as  she  watched  the  growing  surprise  of 
her  niece,  "confess  that  I  have  astonished  you  a  little.  You 
were  right  in  giving  to  our  interview  the  turn  it  has  taken. 
I  should  have  needed  all  sorts  of  circumlocution  to  say  to 
you,  'Niece,  to-morrow  you  will  be  as  poor  as  you  are  rich 
to-day.'  But  now  I  can  tell  you  the  fact  quite  plainly  and 
simply." 

Recovering  from  her  first  amazement,  Adrienne  replied, 
with  a  calm  smile,  which  checked  the  joy  of  the  princess : 
"Well,  I  confess  frankly,  madame,  that  you  have  surprised 
me;  I  expected  from  you  one  of  those  black  pieces  of  malig- 
nity, one  of  those  well-laid  plots,  in  which  you  are  known  to 
excel,  and  I  did  not  think  you  would  make  all  this  fuss  about 
such  a  trifle." 

"To  be  ruined — completely  ruined,"  cried  the  princess, 
"and  that  by  to-morrow — you  that  have  been  so  prodigal, 
will  see  your  house,  furniture,  horses,  jewels,  even  the  ridic- 
ulous dresses  of  which  you  are  so  vain,  all  taken  from  you 
— do  you  call  that  a  trifle?  You,  that  spend  with  indiffer- 
ence thousands  of  louis,  will  be  reduced  to  a  pension  inferior 
to  the  wages  you  gave  your  foot-boy — do  you  call  that  a 
trifle?" 

To  her  aunt's  cruel  disappointment,  Adrienne,  who  ap- 
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Saint-Dizier  came  very  kindly  to  inform  me  of  an  event 
which  is  a  most  fortunate  one  for  me,  and  of  which  I  will 
speak  to  you  hereafter,  cousin — unless  this  amiable  lady 
should  wish  to  deprive  me  of  the  pleasure  of  making  such  a 
communication." 

The  unexpected  arrival  of  the  prince,  and  the  recollections 
which  had  suddenly  occurred  to  the  princess,  had  no  doubt 
greatly  modified  her  first  plans :  for,  instead  of  continuing 
the  conversation  with  regard  to  Adrienne's  threatened  loss 
of  fortune,  the  princess  answered,  with  a  bland  smile,  that 
covered  an  odious  meaning:  "I  should  be  sorry,  prince,  to 
deprive  my  dear  and  amiable  niece  of  the  pleasure  of  an- 
nouncing to  you  the  happy  news  to  which  she  alludes,  and 
which,  as  a  near  relative,  I  lost  no  time  in  communicating  to 
her.  I  have  here  some  notes  on  this  subject,"  added  the 
princess,  delivering  a  paper  to  Adrienne,  "which  I  hope  will 
prove,  to  her  entire  satisfaction,  the  reality  of  what  I  have 
announced  to  her." 

"A  thousand  thanks,  my  dear  aunt,"  said  Adrienne,  re- 
ceiving the  paper  with  perfect  indifference ;  "these  precau- 
tions and  proofs  are  quite  superfluous.  You  know  that  I 
always  believe  you  on  your  word,  when  it  concerns  your 
good  feeling  towards  myself." 

Notwithstanding  his  ignorance  of  the  refined  perfidy  and 
cruel  politeness  of  civilized  life,  Djalma,  endowed  with  a  tact 
and  fineness  of  perception  common  to  most  natures  of  ex- 
treme susceptibility,  felt  some  degree  of  mental  discomfort 
as  he  listened  to  this  exchange  of  false  compliments.  He 
could  not  guess  their  full  meaning,  but  they  sounded  hollow 
to  her  ear;  and  moreover,  whether  from  instinct  or  presen- 
timent, he  had  conceived  a  vague  dislike  for  the  Princess  de 
Saint-Dizier.  That  pious  lady,  full  of  the  great  affair  in 
hand,  was  a  prey  to  the  most  violent  agitation,  which  be- 
trayed itself  in  the  growing  color  of  her  cheeks,  her  bitter 
smile,  and  the  malicious  brightness  of  her  glance.  As  he 
gazed  on  this  woman,  Djalma  was  unable  to  conquer  his  ris- 
ing antipathy,  and  he  remained  silent  and  attentive,  whilst 
his  handsome  countenance  lost  something  of  its  former  se- 
renity. Mother  Bunch  also  felt  the  influence  of  a  painful  im- 
pression. She  glanced  in  terror  at  the  princess,  and  then  im- 
ploringly at  Adrienne,  as  though  she  entreated  the  latter  to 
put  an  end  to  an  interview  of  which  the  young  sempstress 
foresaw   the    fatal    consequences.     But,    unfortunately,    the 
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Djalma  made  no  answer ;  leaning  with  his  arm  on  the 
mantelpiece,  he  threw  dark  and  piercing  glances  upon  the 
princess.  His  involuntary  hatred  of  this  woman  filled  his 
heart. 

"Ah,  my  dear  aunt !"  resumed  Adrienne,  in  a  tone  of  self- 
reproach  ;  "have  I  presumed  too  much  on  the  goodness  of 
your  heart?  Have  you  not  even  sympathy  for  vipers? 
For  whom,  then,  have  you  any?  After  all,  I  can  very  well 
understand  it,"  added  Adrienne,  as  if  to  herself ;  "vipers 
are  so  thin.  But,  to  lay  aside  these  follies,"  she  continued, 
gayly,  as  she  saw  the  ill-repressed  rage  of  the  pious  woman, 
"tell  us  at  once,  my  dear  aunt,  all  the  tender  things  which 
the  sight  of  our  happiness  inspires." 

"I  hope  to  do  so,  my  amiable  niece.  First,  I  must  con< 
gratulate  this  dear  prince,  on  having  come  so  far  to  take 
charge,  in  all  confidence,  and  with  his  eyes  shut,  of  you,  my 
poor  child,  whom  we  were  obliged  to  confine  as  mad,  in 
order  to  give  a  decent  color  to  your  excesses.  You  remember 
the  handsome  lad,  that  we  found  in  your  apartment.  You 
cannot  be  so  faithless,  as  already  to  have  forgotten  his 
name?  He  was  a  fine  youth,  and  a  poet — one  Agricola 
Baudoin — and  was  discovered  in  a  secret  place,  attached  to 
your  bed-chamber.  All  Paris  was  amused  with  the  scandal 
— for  you  are  not  about  to  marry  an  unknown  person,  dear 
prince;  her  name  has  been  in  every  mouth." 

At  these  unexpected  and  dreadful  words,  Adrienne, 
Djalma,  and  Mother  Bunch,  though  under  the  influence  of 
different  kinds  of  resentment,  remained  for  a  moment  mute 
with  surprise;  and  the  princess,  judging  it  no  longer  neces- 
sary to  repress  her  infernal  joy  and  triumphant  hatred,  ex- 
claimed, as  she  rose  from  her  seat,  with  flushed  cheek,  and 
flashing  eyes,  "Yes,  I  defy  you  to  contradict  me.  Were  we 
not  forced  to  confine  you,  on  the  plea  of  madness  ?  And  did 
we  not  find  a  workman  (your  lover)  concealed  in  your  bed- 
room ?" 

On  this  horrible  accusation,  Dj alma's  golden  complexion, 
transparent  as  amber,  became  suddenly  the  color  of  lead ; 
his  eyes,  fixed  and  staring  showed  the  white  round  the 
pupil — his  upper  lip,  red  as  blood,  was  curled  in  a  kind  of 
wild  convulsion,  which  exposed  to  view  the  firmly-set  teeth 
— and  his  whole  countenance  became  so  frightfully  threaten- 
ing and  ferocious,  that  Mother  Bunch  shuddered  with  terror. 
Carried  away  by  the  ardor  of  his  blood,  the  young  Oriental 
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gree?"  said  Adrienne  to  herself.  "Does  he  suspect  me, 
then?" 

But  to  this  reflection,  as  rapid  as  it  was  painful,  succeeded 
the  most  lively  joy,  when  the  eyes  of  Adrienne  rested  for  a 
short  time  on  those  of  the  Indian,  and  she  saw  his  agitated 
countenance  grow  calm  as  if  by  magic,  and  become  radiant 
and  beautiful  as  before.  Thus  was  the  abominable  plot  of 
the  Princess  de  Saint-Dizier  utterly  confounded  by  the  sin- 
cere and  confiding  expression  of  Adrienne's  face.  That 
was  not  all.  At  the  moment,  when,  as  a  spectator  of  this 
mute  and  expressive  scene  (which  proved  so  well  the  won- 
drous sympathy  of  those  two  beings,  who,  without  speaking 
a  word,  had  understood  and  satisfied  each  other),  the  prin- 
cess was  choking  with  rage  and  vexation — Adrienne,  with  a 
charming  smile  and  gesture,  extended  her  fair  hand  to 
Djalma,  who,  kneeling,  imprinted  on  it  a  kiss  of  fire,  which 
sent  a  light  blush  to  the  forehead  of  the  young  lady, 

Then  the  Hindoo,  placing  himself  on  the  ermine  carpet  at 
the  feet  of  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville,  in  an  attitude  full  of  grace 
and  respect,  rested  his  chin  on  the  palm  of  one  of  his  hands, 
and  gazed  on  her  silently,  in  a  sort  of  mute  adoration — while 
Adrienne,  bending  over  him  with  a  happy  smile  "looked  at 
the  babies  in  his  eyes,"  as  the  song  says,  with  as  much 
amorous  complacency,  as  if  the  hateful  princess  had  not 
been  present.  But  soon,  as  if  something  were  wanting  to 
complete  her  happiness,  Adrienne  beckoned  to  Mother 
Bunch,  and  made  her  sit  down  by  her  side.  Then,  with  her 
hand  clasped  in  that  of  this  excellent  friend,  Mdlle.  de  Car- 
doville smiled  on  Djalma,  stretched  adoringly  at  her  feet, 
and  cast  on  the  dismayed  princess  a  look  of  such  calm  and 
firm  serenity,  so  nobly  expressive  of  the  invincible  quiet  of 
her  happiness,  and  her  lofty  disdain  of  all  calumnious  at- 
tacks, that  the  Princess  de  Saint-Dizier,  confused  and  stupe- 
fied, murmured  some  hardly  intelligible  words,  in  a  voice 
trembling  with  passion,  and,  completely  losing  her  presence 
of  mind,  rushed  towards  the  door.  But,  at  this  moment, 
the  hunchback,  who  feared  some  ambush,  some  perfidious 
plot  in  the  background,  resolved,  after  exchanging  a  glance 
with  Adrienne,  to  accompany  the  princess  to  her  carriage. 

The  angry  disappointment  of  the  Princess  de  Saint-Dizier, 
when  she  saw  herself  thus  followed  and  watched,  appeared 
so  comical  to  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville  that  she  could  not  help 
laughing  aloud ;  and  it  was  to  the  sound  of  contemptuous 
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princess  had  never  made  any  such  remark.  The  same  con- 
tempt was  extended  to  the  papers,  which  the  princess  had 
brought  with  her  to  prove  the  imminent  ruin  to  which 
Adrienne  was  exposed.  The  young  lady  had  laid  them  down, 
without  reading  them,  on  a  stand  within  her  reach.  She 
made  a  graceful  sign  to  Djalma  to  seat  himself  by  her  side, 
and  accordingly  he  quitted,  not  without  regret,  the  place  he 
had  occupied  at  her   feet. 

"My  love,"  said  Adrienne,  in  a  grave  and  tender  voice, 
"you  have  often  impatiently  asked  me,  when  would  come 
the  term  of  the  trial  we  have  laid  upon  ourselves.  That 
moment  is  at  hand." 

Djalma  started,  and  could  not  restrain  a  cry  of  surprise 
and  joy;  but  this  almost  trembling  exclamation  was  so  soft 
and  sweet,  that  it  seemed  rather  the  expression  of  ineffable 
gratitude,  than  of  exulting  passion. 

Adrienne  continued :  "Separated — surrounded  by  treach- 
ery and  fraud — mutually  deceived  as  to  each  other's  senti- 
ments— we  yet  loved  on,  and  in  that  followed  an  irresistible 
attraction,  stronger  than  every  opposing  influence.  But 
since  then,  in  these  days  of  happy  retirement  from  the  world, 
we  have  learned  to  value  and  esteem  each  other  more.  Left 
to  ourselves  in  perfect  freedom,  we  have  had  the  courage  to 
resist  every  temptation,  that  hereafter  we  might  be  happy 
without  remorse.  During  these  days,  in  which  our  hearts 
had  been  laid  open  to  each  other,  we  have  read  them  thor- 
oughly. Yes,  Djalma !  I  believe  in  you,  and  you  in  me — 
I  find  in  you  all  that  you  find  in  me — every  possible  human 
security  for  our  future  happiness.  But  this  love  must  yet 
be  consecrated ;  and  in  the  eyes  of  the  world,  in  which  we 
are  called  upon  to  live,  marriage  is  the  only  consecration, 
and  marriage  enchains  one's  whole  life." 

Djalma  looked  at  the  young  lady  with  surprise. 

"Yes,  one's  whole  life !  and  yet  who  can  answer  for  the 
sentiments  of  a  whole  life?"  resumed  Adrienne.  "A  God, 
that  could  see  into  the  future,  could  alone  bind  irrevocably 
certain  hearts  for  their  own  happiness ;  but,  alas !  to  human 
eyes  the  future  is  impenetrable.  Therefore,  to  accept  indis- 
soluble ties,  for  any  longer  than  one  can  answer  for  a  pres- 
ent sentiment,  is  to  commit  an  act  of  selfish  and  impious 
folly." 

Djalma  made  no  reply,  but,  with  an  almost  respectful  ges- 
ture, he  urged  the  speaker  to  continue. 
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but  in  freedom.  But  you  have  said,  that,  for  this  great  and 
holy  love,  you  demand  a  religious  consecration ;  and  if  you 
reject  vows,  that  you  cannot  make  without  folly  and  perjury, 
are  there  then  others,  which  your  reason  and  your  heart  ap- 
prove?— Who  will  pronounce  the  required  blessing?  To 
whom  must  these  vows  be  spoken?" 

"In  a  few  days,  my  love,  I  believe  I  shall  be  able  to  tell 
you  all.  Every  evening,  after  your  departure,  I  have  no 
other  thought.  I  wish  to  find  the  means  of  uniting  yourself 
and  me — in  the  eyes  of  God,  not  of  the  law — without  offend- 
ing the  habits  and  prejudices  of  a  world,  in  which  it  may 
suit  us  hereafter  to  live.  Yes,  my  friend!  when  you  know 
whose  are  the  noble  hands,  that  are  to  join  ours  together — 
who  is  to  bless  and  glorify  God  in  our  union — a  sacred  union, 
that  will  leave  us  worthy  and  free — you  will  say,  I  am  sure, 
that  never  purer  hands  could  have  been  laid  upon  us.  For- 
give me,  friend !  all  this  is  in  earnest — yes,  earnest  as  our 
love,  earnest  as  our  happiness.  If  my  words  seem  to  you 
strange,  my  thoughts  unreasonable,  tell  it  me,  love!  We 
will  seek  and  find  some  better  means,  to  reconcile  that  we 
owe  to  heaven,  with  what  we  owe  to  the  world  and  to  our- 
selves. It  is  said,  that  lovers  are  beside  themselves,"  added 
the  young  lady,  with  a  smile,  "but  I  think  that  no  creatures 
are  more  reasonable." 

"When  I  hear  you  speak  thus  of  our  happiness,"  said 
Djalma,  deeply  moved,  "with  so  much  calm  and  earnest 
tenderness,  I  think  I  see  a  mother  occupied  with  the  future 
prospects  of  her  darling  child — trying  to  surround  him  with 
all  that  can  make  him  strong,  valiant,  and  generous — trying 
to  remove  far  from  him  all  that  is  ignoble  and  unworthy. 
You  ask  me  to  tell  you  if  your  thoughts  seem  strange  to  me, 
Adrienne.  You  forget,  that  what  makes  my  faith  in  our 
love,  is  my  feeling  exactly  as  you  do.  What  offends  you, 
offends  me  also;  what  disgusts  you,  disgusts  me.  Just 
now,  when  you  cited  to  me  the  laws  of  this  country,  which 
respect  in  a  woman  not  even  a  mother's  right — I  thought 
with  pride  of  our  barbarous  countries,  where  woman,  though 
a  slave,  is  made  free  when  she  becomes  a  mother.  No,  no; 
such  laws  are  not  made  either  for  you  or  me.  Is  it  not  to 
prove  your  sacred  respect  for  our  love,  to  wish  to  raise  it 
above  the  shameful  servitude  that  would  degrade  it?  You 
see,  Adrienne,  I  have  often  heard  said  by  the  priests  of  my 
country,   that  there  were  beings   inferior  to  the  gods,   but 
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her  hands  in  his  own,  he  exclaimed,  with  a  tremulous  voice: 
"That  day,  in  which  we  shall  mount  to  heaven,  in  which 
we  shall  be  gods  in  happiness — why  postpone  it  any  longer?" 

"Because  our  love  must  be  consecrated  by  the  benedic- 
tion of  heaven." 

"Are  we  not  free?" 

"Yes,  yes,  my  love;  we  are  free.  Let  us  be  worthy  of 
our  liberty!" 

"Adrienne !  mercy !" 

"I  ask  you  also  to  have  mercy — to  have  mercy  on  the 
sacredness  of  our  love.  Do  not  profane  it  in  its  very  flower. 
Believe  my  heart !  believe  my  presentiments !  to  profane  it 
would  be  to  kill.  Courage,  my  adored  lover !  a  few  days 
longer — and  then  happiness — without  regret,  and  without 
remorse !" 

"And,  until  then,  hell !  tortures  without  a  name !  You 
do  not,  cannot  know  what  I  suffer  when  I  leave  your  pres- 
ence. Your  image  follows  me,  your  breath  burns  me  up ;  I 
cannot  sleep,  but  call  on  you  every  night  with  sighs  and 
tears — just  as  I  called  on  you,  when  I  thought  you  did  not 
love  me — and  yet  I  know  you  love  me,  I  know  you  are  mine. 
But  to  see  you  every  day  more  beautiful,  more  adored — and 
every  day  to  quit  you  more  impassioned — oh !  you  cannot 
tell " 

Djalma  was  unable  to  proceed.  What  he  said  of  his  de- 
vouring tortures,  Adrienne  had  felt,  perhaps  even  more 
intensely.  Electrified  by  the  passionate  words  of  Djalma, 
so  beautiful  in  his  excitement,  her  courage  failed,  and  she 
perceive  that  an  irresistible  languor  was  creeping  over  her. 
By  a  last  chaste  effort  of  the  will,  she  rose  abruptly,  and 
hastening  to  the  door,  which  communicated  with  Mother 
Bunch's   chamber,    she   exclaimed :    "My   sister !    help   me !" 

In  another  moment,  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville,  her  face  bathed 
in  tears,  clasped  the  young  sempstress  in  her  arms ;  while 
Djalma  knelt  respectfully  on  the  threshold  he  did  not  dare 
to  pass. 


CHAPTER  LXI. 

Ambition. 

A  few  days  after  the  interview  of  Djalma  and  Adrienne, 
.just  described,  Rodin  was  alone  in  his  bed-chamber,  in  the 
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Jacques  Dumoulin  pays  his  court  to,  and  whom  the  Abbe 
Corbinet  will  finish,  I  hope,  by  turning  to  good  account. 
I  have  often  remarked,  that,  as  a  poet  may  find  an  excellent 
rhyme  by  mere  chance,  so  the  germ  of  the  best  ideas  is 
sometimes  found  in  a  word,  or  in  some  absurd  resemblance 
like  the  present.  That  abominable  hag,  Sainte-Colombe,  and 
the  pretty  Adrienne  de  Cardoville,  go  as  well  together,  as  a 
ring  would  suit  a  cat,  or  a  necklace  a  fish.  Well,  there  is 
nothing  in  it." 

Hardly  had  Rodin  pronounced  these  words,  than  he 
started  suddenly,  and  his  face  shone  with  a  fatal  joy.  Then 
it  assumed  an  expression  of  meditative  astonishment,  as  hap- 
pens when  chance  reveals  some  unexpected  discovery  to  the 
surprised  and  charmed   inquirer  after  knowledge. 

Soon,  with  raised  head  and  sparkling  eye,  his  hollow 
cheeks  swelling  with  joy  and  pride,  Rodin  folded  his  arms 
in  triumph  on  his  breast,  and  exclaimed :  "Oh !  how  ad- 
mirable and  marvellous  are  these  mysterious  evolutions  of 
the  mind ;  how  incomprehensible  is  the  chain  of  human 
thought,  which,  starting  from  an  absurd  jingle  of  words,  ar- 
rives at  a  splendid  or  luminous  idea !  Is  it  weakness  ?  or  is  ifc 
strength  ?  Strange — very  strange !  I  compare  the  red- 
haired  girl  to  a  dove — a  colombe.  That  makes  me  think  of 
the  hag,  who  traded  in  the  bodies  and  souls  of  so  many 
creatures.  Vulgar  proverbs  occur  to  me,  about  a  ring  and 
a  cat,  a  fish  and  a  necklace- — and  suddenly,  at  the  word 
necklace,  a  new  light  dawns  upon  me.  Yes :  that  one  word 
necklace  shall  be  to  me  a  golden  key,  to  open  the  portals 
of  my  brain,  so  long  foolishly  closed." 

And,  after  again  walking  hastily  up  and  down,  Rodin 
continued :  "Yes,  it  is  worth  attempting.  The  more  I  re- 
flect upon  it,  the  more  feasible  it  appears.  Only  how  to  get 
at  that  wretch,  Saint-Colombe  ?  Well,  there  is  Jacques  Du- 
moulin, and  the  other — where  to  find  her?  That  is  the 
stumbling-block.  I  must  not  shout  before  I  am  out  of  the 
wood." 

Rodin  began  again  to  walk,  biting  his  nails  with  an  air  of 
deep  thought.  For  some  moments,  such  was  the  tension  of 
his  mind,  large  drops  of  sweat  stood  on  his  yellow  brow. 
He  walked  up  and  down,  stopped,  stamped  with  his  foot, 
now  raised  his  eyes  as  if  in  search  of  an  inspiration,  and 
now  scratched  his  head  violently  with  his  left  hand,  whilst 
he  continued  to  gnaw  the  nails  of  the  right.    Finally,  from 
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spiritual  that  we  go  straight  to  the  temporal.  As  if  the 
mind  did  not  govern  the  body !  They  leave  us  the  spiritual 
— that  is,  command  of  the  conscience,  soul,  heart,  and  judg- 
ment— the  spiritual — that  is,  the  distribution  of  heaven's 
rewards,  and  punishments,  and  pardons — without  check, 
without  control,  in  the  secrecy  of  the  confessional — and  that 
dolt,  the  temporal,  has  nothing  but  brute  matter  for  his 
portion,  and  yet  rubs  his  paunch  for  joy.  Only,  from  time 
to  time,  he  perceives,  too  late,  that,  if  he  has  the  body,  we 
have  the  soul,  and  that  the  soul  governs  the  body,  and  so 
the  body  ends  by  coming  with  us  also — to  the  great  surprise 
of  Master  Temporal,  who  stands  staring  with  his  hands  on 
his  paunch,  and  says:     'Dear  me!  is  it  possible?'' 

Then,  with  a  laugh  of  savage  contempt,  Rodin  began  to 
walk  with  great  strides,  and  thus  continued :  "Oh !  let  me 
reach  it — let  me  but  reach  the  place  of  Sixtus  V. — and  the 
world  shall  see  (one  day,  when  it  awakes)  what  it  is  to  have 
the  spiritual  power  in  hands  like  mine — in  the  hands  of  a 
priest,  who,  for  fifty  years,  has  lived  hardly,  frugally, 
chastel)',  and  who,  were  he  pope,  would  continue  to  live 
hardly,   frugally,  chastely!" 

Rodin  became  terrible,  as  he  spoke  thus.  All  the  san- 
guinary, sacrilegious,  execrable  ambition  of  the  worst  popes 
seemed  written  in  fiery  characters  on  the  brow  of  this  son 
of  Ignatius.  A  morbid  desire  of  rule  seemed  to  stir  up  the 
Jesuit's  impure  blood ;  he  was  bathed  in  a  burning  sweat,  and 
a  kind  of  nauseous  vapor  spread  itself  round  about  him. 
Suddenly,  the  noise  of  a  travelling-carriage,  which  entered 
the  courtyard  of  the  house,  attracted  his  attention.  Regret- 
ting his  momentary  excitement,  he  drew  from  his  pocket  his 
dirty  white  and  red  cotton  handkerchief,  and  dipping  it  in 
a  glass  of  water,  he  applied  it  to  his  cheeks  and  temples, 
while  he  approached  the  window,  to  look  through  the  half- 
open  blinds  at  the  traveller  who  had  just  arrived.  The  pro- 
jection of  a  portico,  over  the  door  at  which  the  carriage  had 
stopped,  intercepted  Rodin's  view. 

"No  matter,"  said  he,  recovering  his  coolness:  "I  shall 
know  presently  who  is  there.  I  must  write  at  once  to 
Jacques  Dumoulin,  to  come  hither  immediately.  He  served 
me  well,  with  regard  to  that  little  slut  in  the  Rue  Clovis, 
who  made  my  hair  stand  on  end  with  her  infernal  Beranger. 
This  time,  Dumoulin  may  serve  me  again.  I  have  him  in 
my  clutches,  and  he  will  obey  me." 
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"Who  can  have  carried  away  this  body?"  said  Rodin, 
with  a  thoughtful  air.  "Who  could  have  any  interest  in 
doing  so?" 

He  continued  to  read : 

"Luckily,  the  certificate  of  death  is  quite  correct.  I  sent  for  a  doctor 
from  Etampes,  to  prove  the  disease,  and  no  question  can  be  raised  on 
that  point.  The  donation  is  therefore  good  and  valid  in  every  respect, 
but  I  think  it  best  to  inform  your  reverence  of  what  has  happened,  that 
you  may  take  measures  accordingly,  etc.,  etc." 

After  a  moment's  reflection,  Rodin  said  to  himself : 
"D'Aigrigny  is  right  in  his  remark ;  it  is  more  singular  than 
important.  Still,  it  makes  one  think.  We  must  have  an  eye 
to  this  affair." 

Turning  towards  the  servant,  who  had  brought  him  the 
letter,  Rodin  gave  him  the  note  he  had  just  written  to 
Ninny  Moulin,  and  said  to  him :  "Let  this  letter  be  taken 
instantly  to  its  address,  and  let  the  bearer  wait  for  an  an- 
swer." 

"Yes,   father." 

At  the  moment  the  servant  left  the  room,  a  reverend  father 
entered,  and  said  to  Rodin,  "Father  Caboccini  of  Rome  has 
just  arrived,  with  a  mission  from  our  general  to  your  rev- 
erence." 

At  these  words,  Rodin's  blood  ran  cold,  but  he  main- 
tained his  immovable  calmness,  and  said  simply:  "Where 
is  Father  Caboccini?" 

"In  the   next   room,    father." 

"Beg  him  to  walk  in,  and  leave  us,"  said  the  other. 

A  second  after,  Father  Caboccini  of  Rome  entered  the 
room  and  was  left  alone  with  Rodin. 


CHAPTER  LXII. 

TO  A  SOCIUS,  A  SOCIUS  AND  A  HALF. 

The  Reverend  Father  Caboccini,  the  Roman  Jesuit  who 
now  came  to  visit  Rodin,  was  a  short  man  of  about  thirty 
years  of  age,  plump,  in  good  condition,  and  with  an  abdomen 
that  swelled  out  his  black  cassock.  The  good  little  father 
was  blind  with  one  eye,  but  his  remaining  organ  of  vision 
sparkled  with  vivacity.  His  rosy  countenance  was  gay,  smil- 
ing, joyous,  splendidly  crowned  with  thick  chestnut  hair, 
which   curled   like   a   wax   doll's.     His   address   was   cordial 
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to  familiarity,  and  his  expansive  and  petulant  manners 
harmonized  well  with  his  general  appearance.  In  a  second. 
Rodin  had  taken  his  measure  of  the  Italian  emissary;  and 
as  he  knew  the  practice  of  his  Company,  and  the  ways  of 
Rome,  he  felt  by  no  means  comfortable  at  sight  of  this 
jolly  little  father,  with  such  affable  manners.  He  would 
liave  less  feared  some  tall,  bony  priest,  with  austere  and 
sepulchral  countenance,  for  he  knew  that  the  Company  loves 
to  deceive  by  the  outward  appearance  of  its  agents;  and, 
if  Rodin  guessed  rightly,  the  cordial  address  of  this  per- 
sonage would  rather  tend  to  show  that  he  was  charged  with 
some  fatal  mission. 

Suspicious,  attentive,  with  eye  and  mind  on  the  watch,  like 
an  old  wolf,  expecting  an  attack,  Rodin  advanced  as  usual, 
slowly  and  tortuously  towards  the  little  man,  so  as  to  have 
time  to  examine  him  thoroughly,  and  penetrate  beneath  his 
jovial  outside.  But  the  Roman  left  him  no  space  for  that 
purpose.  In  his  impetuous  affection  he  threw  himself  right 
on  the  neck  of  Rodin,  pressed  him  in  his  arms  with  an  ef- 
fusion of  tenderness,  and  kissed  him  over  and  over  agair. 
upon  both  cheeks,  so  loudly  and  plentifully  that  the  echo  re- 
sounded through  the  apartment.  In  his  life  Rodin  had  never 
been  so  treated.  More  and  more  uneasy  at  the  treachery 
which  must  needs  lurk  under  such  warm  embraces,  and  ir- 
ritated by  his  own  evil  presentiments,  the  French  Jesuit  did 
all  he  could  to  extricate  himself  from  the  Roman's  exag- 
gerated tokens  of  tenderness.  But  the  latter  kept  his  hold ; 
his  arms,  though  short,  were  vigorous,  and  Rodin  was  kissed 
over  and  over  again,  till  the  little  one-eyed  man  was  quite 
out  of  breath.  It  is  hardly  necessary  to  state  that  these 
embraces  were  accompanied  by  the  most  friendly,  affection- 
ate, and  fraternal  exclamations — all  in  tolerably  good 
French,  but  with  a  strong  Italian  accent,  which  we  must 
beg  the  reader  to  supply  for  himself,  after  we  have  given  a 
single  specimen.  It  will  perhaps  be  remembered  that,  fully 
aware  of  the  danger  he  might  possibly  incur  by  his  ambi- 
tious machinations,  and  knowing  from  history  that  the  use 
of  poison  had  often  been  considered  at  Rome  as  a  state 
necessity,  Rodin,  on  being  suddenly  attacked  with  the  chol- 
era, had  exclaimed,  with  a  furious  glance  at  Cardinal  Mali- 
pieri.  '*I  am  poisoned!" 

The  same  apprehensions  occurred  involuntarily  to  the  Jes- 
uit's mind  as  he  tried,  by  useless  efforts,  to  escape  from  the 
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embraces  of  the  Italian  emissary ;  and  he  could  not  help 
muttering  to  himself,  "This  one-eyed  fellow  is  a  great  deal 
too  fond.  I  hope  there  is  no  poison  under  his  Judas-kisses." 
At  last,  little  Father  Caboccini,  being  quite  out  of  breath, 
was  obliged  to  relinquish  his  hold  on  Rodin's  neck,  who, 
readjusting  his  dirty  collar,  and  his  old  cravat  and  waist- 
coat, somewhat  in  disorder  in  consequence  of  this  hurricane 
of  caresses,  said  in  a  gruff  tone,  "Your  humble  servant, 
father,  but  you  need  not  kiss  quite  so  hard." 

Without  making  any  answer  to  this  reproach,  the  little 
father  riveted  his  one  eye  upon  Rodin  with  an  expression  of 
enthusiasm,  and  exclaimed,  whilst  he  accompanied  his  words 
with  petulant  gestures,  "At  lazt  I  zee  te  zuperb  light  of  our 
zacred  Company,  and  can  zalute  him  from  my  heart — vonse 
more,  vonse  more." 

As  the  little  father  had  already  recovered  his  breath,  and 
was  about  to  rush  once  again  into  Rodin's  arms,  the  latter 
stepped  back  hastily,  and  held  out  his  arm  to  keep  him  off, 
saying,  in  allusion  to  the  illogical  metaphor  employed  by 
Father  Caboccini,  "First  of  all,  father,  one  does  not  embrace 
a  light — and  then  I  am  not  a  light — I  am  a  humble  and  ob- 
scure laborer  in  the  Lord's  vineyard." 

The  Roman  replied  with  enthusiam  (we  shall  henceforth 
translate  his  gibberish),  "You  are  right,  father,  we  cannot 
embrace  a  light,  but  we  can  prostrate  ourselves  before  it, 
and  admire  its  dazzling  brightness." 

So  saying,  Caboccini  was  about  to  suit  the  action  to  the 
word,  and  to  prostrate  himself  before  Rodin,  had  not  the 
latter  prevented  this  mode  of  adulation  by  seizing  the 
Roman  by  the  arm  and  exclaiming,  "This  is  mere  idolatry, 
father.  Pass  over  my  qualities,  and  tell  me  what  is  the  ob- 
ject of  your  journey." 

"The  object,  my  dear  father,  fills  me  with  joy  and  happi- 
ness. I  have  endeavored  to  show  you  my  affection  by  my 
caresses,  for  my  heart  is  overflowing.  I  have  hardly  been 
able  to  restrain  myself  during  my  journey  hither,  for  my 
heart  rushed  to  meet  you.  The  object  transports,  delights, 
enchants  me " 

"But  what  enchants  you?"  cried  Rodin,  exasperated  by 
these  Italian  exaggerations.    "What  is  the  object?" 

"This  rescript  of  our  very  reverend  and  excellent  General 
will  inform  you,  my  dear  father." 

Caboccini  drew  from  his  pocket-book  a  folded  paper,  with 
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three  seals,  which  he  kissed  respectfully,  and  delivered  to 
Rodin,  who  himself  kissed  it  in  his  turn,  and  opened  it 
with  visible  anxiety.  While  he  read  it.  the  countenance  of 
the  Jesuit  remained  impassible,  but  the  pulsation  of  the 
arteries  on  his  temples  announced  his  internal  agitation.  Yet 
he  put  the  letter  coolly  into  his  pocket,  and  looking  at  the 
Roman,  said  to  him,  "Be  it  as  our  excellent  General  has 
commanded  !" 

"Then,  father."  cried  Caboccini,  with  a  new  effusion  of 
tenderness  and  admiration,  "I  shall  be  the  shadow  of  your 
light,  and,  in  fact,  your  second  self.  I  shall  have  the  happi- 
ness of  being  always  with  you,  day  and  night,  and  of  acting 
as  your  socious,  since,  after  having  allowed  you  to  be  without 
one  for  some  time,  according  to  your  wish,  and  for  the  in- 
terest of  our  blessed  Company,  our  excellent  General  now 
thinks  fit  to  send  me  from  Rome,  to  fill  that  post  about  your 
person — an  unexpected,  an  immense  favor,  which  fills  me 
with  gratitude  to  our  General,  and  with  love  to  you,  my 
dear,  my  excellent  father!" 

"It  is  well  played,"  thought  Rodin  ;  "but  I  am  not  so  soft, 
and  'tis  only  among  the  blind  that  your  cyclops  are  kin 


The  evening  of  the  day  in  which  this  scene  took  place  be- 
tween the  Jesuit  and  his  new  socius,  Ninny  Moulin,  after 
receiving  in  presence  of  Caboccini  the  instructions  of  Rodin, 
went  straight  to  Madame  de  la  Sainte-Colombe's. 

This  woman  had  made  her  fortune,  at  the  time  of  the  allies 
taking  Paris,  by  keeping  one  of  those  "pretty  milliner's 
shops,"  whose  "pink  bonnets"  have  run  into  a  proverb  not 
extinct  in  these  days  when  bonnets  are  not  known.  Ninny 
Moulin  had  no  better  well  to  draw  inspiration  from  when, 
as  now,  he  had  to  find  out,  as  per  Rodin's  order,  a  girl  of  an 
age  and  appearance  which,  singularly  enough,  were  closely 
resembling  those  of  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville. 

Xo  doubt  of  Ninny  Moulin's  success  in  this  mission,  foi 
the  next  morning  Rodin,  whose  countenance  wore  a  tri- 
umphant expression,  put  with  his  own  hand  a  letter  into 
the  post. 

This  letter  was  addressed  : 

"To  M.  Agricola  Baurlnin, 

"Xo.  2,  Rue  Rrisc-Michc, 

•Pan-." 
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CHAPTER  LXIII. 


FARING HEA's    AFFECTION. 


It  will,  perhaps,  be  remembered  that  Djalma,  when  he 
heard  for  the  first  time  that  he  was  beloved  by  Adrienne, 
had,  in  the  fulness  of  his  joy,  spoken  thus  to  Faringhea, 
whose  treachery  he  had  just  discovered,  "You  leagued  with 
my  enemies,  and  I  had  done  you  no  harm.  You  are  wicked, 
because  you  are  no  doubt  unhappy.  I  will  strive  to  make 
you  happy,  so  that  you  may  be  good.  Would  you  have  gold  ? 
— you  shall  have  it.  Would  you  have  a  friend? — though 
you  are  a  slave,  a  king's  son  offers  you  his  friendship." 

Faringhea  had  refused  the  gold,  and  appeared  to  accept 
the  friendship  of  the  son  of  Kadja-sing.  Endowed  with  re- 
markable intelligence,  and  extraordinary  power  of  dissimu- 
lation the  half-breed  had  easily  persuaded  the  prince  of  the 
sincerity  of  his  repentance,  and  obtained  credit  for  his  grati- 
tude and  attachment  from  so  confiding  and  generous  a  char- 
acter. Besides,  what  motives  could  Djalma  have  to  suspect 
the  slave,  now  become  his  friend?  Certain  of  the  love  of 
Mdlle.  de  Cardoville,  with  whom  he  passed  a  portion  of  every 
day,  her  salutary  influence  would  have  guarded  him  against 
any  dangerous  counsels  or  calumnies  of  the  half-caste, 
a  faithful  and  secret  instrument  of  Rodin,  and  attached 
by  him  to  the  Company.  But  Faringhea,  whose  tact  was 
amazing,  did  not  act  so  lightly;  he  never  spoke  to  the  prince 
of  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville,  and  waited  unobtrusively  for  the 
confidential  communications  into  which  Djalma  was  some- 
times hurried  by  his  excessive  joy.  A  few  days  after  the 
interview  last  described  between  Adrienne  and  Djalma,  and 
on  the  morrow  of  the  day  when  Rodin,  certain  of  the  suc- 
cess of  Ninny  Moulin's  mission  to  Sainte-Colombe,  had  him- 
self put  a  letter  in  the  post  to  the  address  of  Agricola 
Baudoin,  the  half-caste,  who  for  some  time  had  appeared 
oppressed  with  a  violent  grief,  seemed  to  get  so  much  worse, 
that  the  prince,  struck  with  the  desponding  air  of  the  man, 
asked  him  kindly  and  repeatedly  the  cause  of  his  sorrow. 
But  Faringhea,  while  he  gratefully  thanked  the  prince  for 
the  interest  he  took  in  him,  maintained  the  most  absolute 
silence  and  reserve  on  the  subject  of  his  grief. 

These  preliminaries  will  enable  the  reader  to  understand 


THE    WANDERING   JEW  633 

luH.illr^Vn'f'T  r,hii'h  '°0k  pla«'  *«   "°°>>  in  the 

honorable  person  who  was  to  consecrate  their    m,,h'„ 

.x  c:uidts„„!"ch;  r  l,e,on«"*  «**^t.T^: 

laoy,   could   not  yet   be  communicated   to   Dialma       f 
Indian,    so    long    accustomed    to    devote    e\4rv    instant    t " 
Adnenne.  this  day  seemed  interminable.     fif^™ a orev 
to  the  most  burning  agitation    and  to  a   W«2  J     } 

do°orenas   ns'S  T^  L8"*1^'  with°*  knock,,  i  at    h 
At'  ?he   not  e   Z"tf?  entCrcd  ",e  P*"**  apartment 

k f\£  T^  the  fIe  agitated  Penance  ,      I     '  ' ',    . 
After   a   moment's    silence,   and   as   if    stru— lin-   with    a 

ss  525  of  iesitation'  Farin^hea  ^wS^ 

su^Hcalmg111^  T^r?  Lwi  ,**£*»  ^ 
good  lord  r  i   am  very  miserable.     Pity  me,  my 

breed'  suffer^"0  t0Ufhing'  the  gn'ef  "^  which  th*  half- 
Dreed    suffered    seemed    to   give   to   his    features     srenerallv 

fixed  and  hard  as  bronze,  such  a  heart-rending  ^  £ 

hat  Djalma  was  deeply  affected,  and.  bending  t,  •  hi  n 

to   me!      Confidence   appeases   the   torments    of    the    h 
Trust  me,    fnend-for  my  angel   herself   said   to  me    Art 

happy  love  cannot  bear  to  sec  tear,  about  him  "  ' 

Hut  unhappy  love,  miserable  love,  betrayed  love  -w. 

''Of  Jh,°M'     rei?'ied  rarin"hea-  With  Pai°fuJ  d^ 
prise!  °U  Speak?"  asked  Djalmi  fa  sur- 
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"I  speak  of  my  love,"  answered  the  half-caste,  with  a 
gloomy  air. 

"Of  your  love?"  said  Djalma,  more  and  more  astonished; 
not  that  the  half-caste,  still  young,  and  with  a  countenance 
of  sombre  beauty,  appeared  to  him  incapable  of  inspiring  or 
feeling  the  tender  passion,  but  that,  until  now,  he  had  never 
imagined  him  capable  of  conceiving  so  deep  a  sorrow. 

"My  lord,"  resumed  the  half-caste,  "you  told  me,  that 
misfortune  had  made  me  wicked,  and  that  happiness  would 
make  me  good.  In  those  words,  I  saw  a  presentiment,  and 
a  noble  love  entered  my  heart,  at  the  moment  when  hatred 
and  treachery  departed  from  it.  I,  the  half-savage,  found  a 
woman,  beautiful  and  young,  to  respond  to  my  passion.  At 
least  I  thought  so.  But  I  had  betrayed  you,  my  lord,  and 
there  is  no  happiness  for  a  traitor,  even  though  he  repent. 
In  my  turn,  I  have  been  shamefully  betrayed." 

Then,  seeing  the  surprise  of  the  prince,  the  half-caste 
added,  as  if  overwhelmed  with  confusion:  "Do  not  mock 
me,  my  lord !  The  most  frightful  tortures  would  not  have 
wrung  this  confession  from  me;  but  you,  the  son  of  a  king, 
deigned  to  call  the  poor  slave  your  friend !" 

"And  your  friend  thanks  you  for  the  confidence,"  an- 
swered Djalma.  "Far  from  mocking,  he  will  console  you. 
Mock  you !  do  you  think  it  possible  ?" 

"Betrayed  love  merits  contempt  and  insult,"  said  Far- 
inghea,  bitterly.  "Even  cowards  may  point  at  one  with 
scorn — for,  in  this  country,  the  sight  of  the  man  deceived  in 
what  is  dearest  to  his  soul,  the  very  life-blood  of  his  life, 
only  makes  people  shrug  their  shoulders  and  laugh." 

"But  are  you  certain  of  this  treachery?"  said  Djalma, 
mildly.  Then  he  added,  with  visible  hesitation,  that  proved 
the  goodness  of  his  heart :  "Listen  to  me,  and  forgive  me 
for  speaking  of  the  past !  It  will  only  be  another  proof, 
that  I  cherish  no  evil  memories,  and  that  I  fully  believe  in 
your  repentance  and  affection.  Remember,  that  I  also  once 
thought,  that  she,  who  is  the  angel  of  my  life,  did  not  love 
me — and  yet  it  was  false.  Who  tells  you,  that  you  are  not, 
like  me,  deceived  by  false  appearances?" 

"Alas,  my  lord !  could  I  only  believe  so !  But  I  dare  not 
hope  it.  My  brain  wanders  uncertain,  I  cannot  come  to  any 
resolution,  and  therefore  I  have  recourse  to  you." 

"But  what  causes  your  suspicions?" 

"Her   coldness,    which    sometimes   succeeds    to   apparent 
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tenderness.  The  refusals  she  gives  nie  in  the  name  of  duty. 
Yes,"  added  the  half-caste,  after  a  moment's  silence,  "she 
reasons  about  her  love — a  proof,  that  she  has  never  loved 
me.  or  that  she  loves  me  no  more." 

"On  the  contrary,  she  perhaps  loves  you  all  the  more, 
that  she  takes  into  consideration  the  interest  and  the  dignity 
of  her  love." 

"That  is  what  they  all  say,"  replied  the  half-caste,  with 
hitter    irony,    as    he    fixed   a   penetrating   look   on    Djalma; 
"thus   speak  all   those  who  love   weakly,   coldly;   hut    those 
who   love  valiantly,   never   show   these   insulting   suspici* 
For  them,  a  word  from  the  man  they  adore  is  a  command  ; 
they  do  not  haggle  and  bargain,   for  the  cruel  pleasure  of 
exciting  the  passion  of  their  lover  to  madness,  and  so  ruling 
him  more  surely.     Xo.  what  their  lover  ad<s  of  them.  \ 
it  to  cost  life  and  honor,  they  would  grant  it  without  hesita- 
tion— because,  with  them,  the  will  of  the  man  they  love  is 
above   every   other  consideration,   divine   and   human. 
those  crafty  women,  whose  pride  it  is  to  tame  and  conquer 
man — who  take  delight  in  irritating  his  passion,  and  some- 
times apjK-ar   on   the  point  of   yielding  to  it — are   demons, 
who  rejoice  in  the  tears  and  torments  of  the  wretch,  that 
loves  them  with  the  miserable  weakness  of  a  child.     While 
we  expire  with  love  at  their   feet,  the  perfidious  en 
are  calculating  the  effects  of  their  refusals,  and  seeing  I 
far  they  can  go,  without  quite  driving  their  victim  to  de-pair. 
Oh!    how   cold   and   cowardly   are   they,    compared    to 
valiant,  true-hearted  women,   who  say  to  the  men  of   tl 
choice:      'Let   me    be   thine   to-day — and    to-morrow,    come 
shame,    despair,    and    death — it   matters    little!      Be    happy! 
my  life  is  not  worth  one  tear  of  thine!'  " 

Djalma's  brow  had  darkened,  as  he  listened.  Having 
kept   inviolable   the   secret   of   the  various   incidents   of   his 

-ion  for  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville.  he  could  not  but  see  ii    - 
words  a  quite  involuntary  allusion  to  the  delays  and  refu 
of  Adrienne.     And  yet   Djalma   suffered   a   moment    in   his 
pride,   at  the  thought  of   considerations   and   duties,   that   a 
woman    holds    dearer    than    her    love.    But    this    bitter    and 
painful  thought  v.  on  effaced  from  the  oriental's  mind, 

thanks  to  the  beneficent  influence  of  the  remembrance 
Adrienne.      His   brow  again   cleared,   and   he 
half-caste,   who   was   watching  him   attentively   with 
long  glance:     "You  are  deluded  by  grief      It"  no 
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other  reason  to  doubt  her  you  love,  than  these  refusals  and 
vague  suspicions,  be  satisfied !  You  are  perhaps  loved  better 
than  you  can  imagine." 

"Alas !  would  it  were  so,  my  lord !"  replied  the  half- 
caste,  dejectedly,  as  if  he  had  been  deeply  touched  by  the 
words  of  Djalma.  "Yet  I  say  to  myself :  There  is  for  this 
woman  something  stronger  than  her  love — delicacy,  dignity, 
honor,  what  you  will — but  she  does  not  love  me  enough  to 
sacrifice  for  me  this  something !" 

"Friend,  you  are  deceived,"  answered  Djalma,  mildly, 
though  the  words  affected  him  with  a  painful  impression. 
"The  greater  the  love  of  a  woman,  the  more  it  should  be 
chaste  and  noble.  It  is  love  itself  that  awakens  this  delicacy 
and  these  scruples.    He  rules,  instead  of  being  ruled." 

"That  is  true,"  replied  the  half-caste,  with  bitter  irony, 
"Love  so  rules  me,  that  this  woman  bids  me  love  in  her  own 
fashion,  and  I  have  only  to  submit." 

Pausing  suddenly,  Faringhea  hid  his  face  in  his  hands, 
and  heaved  a  deep-drawn  sigh.  His  features  expressed  a 
mixture  of  hate,  rage,  and  despair,  at  once  so  terrible  and 
so  painful,  that  Djalma,  more  and  more  affected,  exclaimed, 
as  he  seized  the  other's  hand:  "Calm  this  fury,  and  listen 
to  the  voice  of  friendship !  It  will  disperse  this  evil  in- 
fluence.    Speak  to  me !" 

"No,  no  !  it  is  too  dreadful !" 

"Speak,  I  bid  thee." 

"No !  leave  the  wretch  to  his  despair !" 

"Do  you  think  me  capable  of  that?"  said  Djalma,  with 
a  mixture  of  mildness  and  dignity,  which  seemed  to  make 
an  impression  on  the  half-caste. 

"Alas!"  replied  he,  hesitating;  "do  you  wish  to  hear 
more,  my  lord?" 

"I  wish  to  hear  all." 

"Well,  then!  I  have  not  told  you  all — for,  at  the  moment 
of  makins:  this  confession,  shame  and  the  fear  of  ridicule 
kept  me  back.  You  asked  me  what  reason  I  had  to  believe 
myself  betrayed.  I  spoke  to  you  of  vague  suspicions,  re- 
fusals, coldness.    That  is  not  all — this  evening " 

"Go  on!" 

"This  evening — she  made  an  appointment — with  a  man 
that  she  prefers  to  me." 

"Who  told  you  so?"^ 

"A  stranger  who  pitied  my  blindness." 
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"And  suppose  the  man  deceived  you — or  deceives  him- 
self :" 

"He  has  offered  me  proofs  of  what  he  advances." 

"What  proofs?" 

"He  will  enable  me  this  evening  to  witness  the  interview. 
'It  may  be,'  said  he,  'that_this  appointment  may  have  no 
guilt  in  it,  notwithstanding  appearances  to  the  contrary. 
Judge  for  yourself,  have  courage,  and  your  cruel  indecision 
will  be  at  an  end.'  " 

"And  what  did  you  answer:" 

"Nothing,  my  lord.  My  head  wandered  as  it  does  now, 
and  I  came  to  you  for  advice." 

Then,  making  a  gesture  of  despair,  he  proceeded  with  a 
savage  laugh:  "Advice?  It  is  from  the  blade  of  my  kand- 
jiar  that  I  should  ask  counsel!  It  would  answer:  'Blood! 
blood !'  " 

Faringhea  grasped  convulsively  the  long  dagger  attached 
to  his  girdle.  There  is  a  sort  of  contagion  in  certain  form.-- 
of  passion.  At  sight  of  Faringhea's  countenance,  agitated 
by  jealous  fury,  Djalma  shuddered — for  he  remembered  the 
fit  of  insane  rage,  with  which  he  had  been  possessed,  when 
the  Princess  de  Saint-Dizier  had  defied  Adrienne  to  contra- 
dict her,  as  to  the  discovery  of  Agricola  Baudoin  in  her 
bed-chamber.  But  then,  reassured  by  the  lady's  proud  and 
noble  bearing,  Djalma  had  soon  learned  to  despise  the  hor- 
rible calumny,  which  Adrienne  had  not  even  thought 
worthy  of  an  answer.  Still,  two  or  three  times,  as  the  light- 
ning will  flash  suddenly  across  the  clearest  sky,  the  remem- 
brance of  that  shameful  accusation  had  crossed  the  prince'r 
mind,  like  a  streak  of  fire,  but  had  almost  instantly  van- 
ished, in  the  serenity  and  happiness  of  his  ineffable  confi- 
dence in  Adrienne's  heart.  These  memories,  however, 
whilst  they  saddened  the  mind  of  Djalma,  only  made  him 
more  compassionate  with  regard  to  Faringhea,  than  he 
might  have  been  without  this  strange  coincidence  between 
the  position  of  the  half-caste  and  his  own.  Knowing,  by 
his  own  experience,  to  what  madness  a  blind  fury  may  be 
carried,  and  wishing  to  tame  the  half-caste  by  affectionate- 
kindness,  Djalma  said  to  him  in  a  grave  and  mild  tone:  "1 
offered  you  my  friendship.  I  will  now  act  towards  you  as 
a  friend." 

But    Faringhea,    seemingly   a   prey    to   a   dull    and    mute 
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frenzy,  stood  witii  Jlxed  and  haggard  eyes,  as  though  he  did 
not  hear  Djalma. 

The  latter  laid  his  hand  on  his  shoulder,  and  resumed : 
"Faringhea,  listen  to  me  !" 

"My  lord,"  said  the  half-caste,  starting  abruptly,  as  from 
a  dream,  "forgive  me — but " 

"In  the  anguish  occasioned  by  these  cruel  suspicions,  it  is 
not  of  your  kandjiar  that  you  must  take  counsel — but  of 
your  friend." 

"My  lord " 

"To  this  interview,  which  will  prove  the  innocence  or  the 
treachery  of  your  beloved,  you  will  do  well  to  go." 

"Oh,  yes!"  said  the  half-caste,  in  a  hollow  voice,  and 
with  a  bitter  smile :     "I  shall  be  there." 

"But  you  must  not  go  alone." 

"What  do  you  mean,  my^  lord?"  cried  the  half-caste. 
"Who  will  accompany  me?" 

"I  will." 

"You,  my  lord?" 

"Yes — perhaps,  to  save  you  from  a  crime — for  I  know 
how  blind  and  unjust  is  the  earliest  outburst  of  rage." 

"But  that  transport  gives  us  revenge !"  cried  the  half- 
caste,  with  a  cruel  smile. 

"Faringhea,  this  day  is  all  my  own.  I  shall  not  leave 
you,"  said  the  prince,  resolutely.  "Either  you  shall  not  go 
to  this  interview,  or  I  will  accompany  you." 

The  half-caste  appeared  conquered  by  this  generous  per- 
severance. He  fell  at  the  feet  of  Djalma,  pressed  the 
prince's  hand  respectfully  to  his  forehead  and  to  his  lips, 
and  said :    "My  lord,  be  generous  to  the  end  !  forgive  me !" 

"For  what  should  I  forgive  you?" 

"Before  I  spoke  to  you,  I  had  the  audacity  to  think  of  ask- 
ing for  what  you  have  just  freely  offered.  Not  knowing  to 
what  extent  my  fury  might  carry  me,  I  had  thought  of  asking 
you  this  favor,  which  you  would  not  perhaps  grant  to  an 
equal,  but  I  did  not  dare  to  do  it.  I  shrunk  even  from  the 
avowal  of  the  treachery  I  have  cause  to  fear,  and  I  came 
only  to  tell  you  of  my  misery — because  to  you  alone  in  all 
the  world  I  could  tell  it." 

It  is  impossible  to  describe  the  almost  candid  simplicity, 
with  which  the  half-breed  pronounced  these  words,  and  the 
soft  tones,  mingled  with  tears,  which  had  succeeded  his 
savage  fury.     Deeply  affected,  Djalma  raised  him  from  the 
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ground,  and  said:  "You  were  entitled  to  ask  of  me  a  mark 
of  friendship.  I  am  happy  in  having  forestalled  you. 
Courage!  be  of  good  cheer!  I  will  accompany  you  to  this 
interview,  and  if  my  hopes  do  not  deceive  me,  you  will  find 
you  have  been  deluded  by  false  appearances.-' 


When  the  night  was  come,  the  half-breed  and  Djalma, 
wrapped  in  their  cloaks,  got  into  a  hackney-coach.  Farm- 
ghea  ordered  the  coachman  to  drive  to  the  house  inhabited 
by  Sainte-Colombe. 


CHAPTER  LXIV. 

AN    EVENING    AT    SAINTE-COLOMBES. 

Leaving  Djalma  and  Faringhea  in  the  coach,  on  their  way 
a  few  words  are  indispensable  before  continuing  this  scene 
Ninny  Moulin,  ignorant  of  the  real  object  of  the  step  he  took 
at  the  instigation  of  Rodin,  had,  on  the  evening  before,  ac- 
cording to  orders  received  from  the  latter,  offered  a  consider- 
able sum  to  Sainte-Colombe,  to  obtain  from  that  creature 
(  still  singularly  rapacious)  the  use  of  her  apartments  for  a 
whole  day.  Sainte-Colombe,  having  accepted  this  prop>  >si- 
tion,  too  advantageous  to  be  refused,  had  set  out  that  morn- 
ing with  her  servants,  to  whom  she  wished,  she  said,  in  return 
for  their  good  services,  to  give  a  day's  pleasure  in  the  coun- 
try. Master  of  the  house,  Rodin,  in  a  black  wig,  blue  spec- 
tacles, and  a  cloak,  and  with  his  mouth  and  chin  buried  in  a 
worsted  comforter — in  a  word,  perfectly  disguised — had  gone 
that  morning  to  take  a  look  at  the  apartments,  and  to  give 
his  instructions  to  the  half-caste.  The  latter,  in  two  hours 
from  the  departure  of  the  Jesuit,  had,  thanks  to  his  address 
and  intelligence,  completed  the  most  important  preparations, 
and  returned  in  haste  to  Djalma,  to  play  with  detestable 
hypocrisy  the  scene  at  which  we  have  just  been  present. 

During  the  ride  from  the  Rue  de  Clichv  to  the  Rue  de 
Richelieu,  Faringhea  appeared  plunged  in  a  mournful  rev- 
erie. Suddenly,  he  said  to  Djalma  in  a  quick  tone:  "My 
lord,  if  I  am  betrayed,  I  must  have  vengeance." 
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"Contempt  is  a  terrible  revenge,"  answered  Djalma. 

"No,  no,"  replied  the  half-caste,  with  an  accent  of  re- 
pressed rage.  "It  is  not  enough.  The  nearer  the  moment 
approaches,  the  more  I  feel  I  must  have  blood."1 

"Listen  to  me " 

"My  lord,  have  pity  on  me!  I  was  a  coward  to  draw 
back  from  my  revenge.  Let  me  leave  you,  my  lord !  I  will 
go  alone  to  this  interview." 

So  saying,  Faringhea  made  a  movement,  as  if  he  would 
spring  from  the  carriage. 

Djalma  held  him  by  the  arm,  and  said:  "Remain!  I  will 
not  leave  you.  If  you  are  betrayed,  you  shall  not  shed 
blood.  Contempt  will  avenge  and  friendship  will  console 
you." 

"No,  no,  my  lord ;  I  am  resolved.  When  I  have  killed — 
then  I  will  kill  myself,"  cried  the  half-caste,  with  savage 
excitement.  "This  kandjiar  for  the  false  ones!"  added  he, 
laying  his  hand  on  his  dagger.  "The  poison  in  the  hilt  for 
me." 

"Faringhea " 

"If  I  resist  you,  my  lord,  forgive  me !  My  destiny  must  be 
accomplished." 

Time  pressed,  and  Djalma,  despairing  to  calm  the  other's 
ferocious  rage,  resolved  to  have  recourse  to  a  stratagem. 

After  some  minutes'  silence,  he  said  to  Faringhea :  "I  will 
not  leave  you.  I  will  do  all  I  can  to  save  you  from  a  crime. 
If  I  do  not  succeed,  the  blood  you  shed  be  on  your  own  head. 
This  hand  shall  never  again  be  locked  in  yours." 

These  words  appeared  to  make  a  deep  impression  on  Far- 
inghea. He  breathed  a  long  sigh,  and,  bowing  his  head  upon 
his  breast,  remained  silent  and  full  of  thought.  Djalma  pre- 
pared, by  the  faint  light  of  the  lamps,  reflected  in  the  in- 
terior of  the  coach,  to  throw  himself  suddenly  on  the  half- 
caste,  and  disarm  him.  But  the  latter,  who  saw  at  a  glance 
the  intention  of  the  prince,  drew  his  kandjiar  abruptly  from 
his  girdle,  and  holding  it  still  in  its  sheath,  said  to  the  prince 
in  a  half -solemn,  half -savage  tone :  "This  dagger,  in  a  strong 
hand,  is  terrible;  and  in  this  phial  is  one  of  the  most  subtle 
poisons  of  our  country." 

He  touched  a  spring,  and  the  knob  at  the  top  of  the  hilt 
rose  like  a  lid,  discovering  the  mouth  of  a  small  crystal  phial 
concealed  in  this  murderous  weapon. 

"Two  or  three  drops  of  this  poison  upon  the  lips,"  resumed 
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the  half-caste,  "and  death  conies  slowly  and  peacefully,  in  a 
few  hours,  and  without  pain.  Only,  for  the  first  symptom, 
the  nails  turn  blue.  But  he  who  emptied  this  phial  at  a 
draught  would  fall  dead,  as  if  struck  by  lightning." 

"Yes.*'  replied  Djalma;  "I  know  that  our  country  pro- 
duces such  mysterious  poisons.  But  why  lay  such  stress  on 
the  murderous  properties  of  this  weapon  r" 

"To  show  you,  my  lord,  that  this  kandjiar  would  ensure 
the  success  and  impunity  of  my  vengeance.  With  the  blade 
I  could  destroy,  and  by  the  poison  escape  from  human  jus- 
tice. Well,  my  lord!  this  kandjiar — take  it — I  give  it  up  to 
you — I  renounce  my  vengeance — rather  than  render  myself 
unworthy  to  clasp  again  your  hand  !" 

He  presented  the  dagger  to  the  prince,  who,  as  pleased  a« 
surprised  at  this  unexpected  determination,  hastily  secured 
the  terrible  weapon  beneath  his  own  girdle,  whilst  the  half- 
breed  continued,  in  a  voice  of  emotion:  "Keep  this  kandjiar, 
my  lord — and  when  you  have  seen  and  heard  all  that  we  go 
to  hear  and  see — you  shall  either  give  me  the  dagger  to  strike 
a  wretch — or  the  poison,  to  die  without  striking.  You  shall 
command;  I  will  obey." 

Djalma  was  about  to  reply,  when  the  coach  stopped  at  the 
house  inhabited  by  Sainte-Colombe.  The  prince  and  the 
half-caste,  well  enveloped  in  their  mantles,  entered  a  dark 
porch,  and  the  door  was  closed  after  them.  Faringhea  ex- 
changed a  few  words  with  the  porter,  and  the  latter  gave 
him  a  key.  The  two  orientals  soon  arrived  at  Sainte-Co- 
lombe's  apartments,  which  had  two  doors  opening  upon  the 
landing-place,  besides  a  private  entrance  from  the  courtyard. 
As  he  put  the  key  into  the  lock,  Faringhea  said  to  Djalma, 
in  an  agitated  voice:  "Pity  my  weakness,  my  lord — but,  at 
this  terrible  moment,  I  tremble  and  hesitate.  It  were  per- 
haps better  to  doubt — or  to  forget!" 

Then,  as  the  prince  was  about  to  answer,  the  half-caste 
exclaimed:  "No!  we  must  have  no  cowardice!"  and.  open- 
ing the  door  precipitately,  he  entered,  followed  by  Djalma. 

When  the  door  was  again  closed,  the  prince  and  tlv  half- 
caste    found    themselves    in    a    dark    and    narrow    j 
"Your  hand,  my  lord — let  me  guide  you — walk  lightly." 
Faringhea,  in  a  low  whisper. 

He  extended  his  hand  to  the  prince,  who  took  hold  of  it. 
and  they  both  advanced  silently  through  the  darkness.  After 
leading    Djalma    some    distance,    and    opening   and    closing 
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several  doors,  the  half-caste  stopped  abruptly,  and  abandon- 
ing the  hand  which  he  had  hitherto  held,  said  to  the  prince: 
"My  lord,  the  decisive  moment  approaches;  let  us  wait  here 
for  a  few  seconds." 

A  profound  silence  followed  these  words  of  the  half-caste. 
The  darkness  was  so  complete,  that  Djalma  could  distinguish 
nothing.  In  about  a  minute,  he  heard  Faringhea  moving 
away  from  him;  and  then  a  door  was  suddenly  opened,  and 
as  abruptly  closed  and  locked.  This  circumstance  made 
Djalma  somewhat  uneasy.  By  a  mechanical  movement,  he 
laid  his  hand  upon  his  dagger,  and  advanced  cautiously  to- 
wards the  side,  where  he  supposed  the  door  to  be. 

Suddenly,  the  half-caste's  voice  struck  upon  his  ear,  though 
it  was  impossible  to  guess  whence  it  came.  "My  lord,"  it 
said,  "you  told  me,  you  were  my  friend.  I  act  as  a  friend. 
If  I  have  employed  stratagem  to  bring  you  hither,  it  is 
because  the  blindness  of  your  fatal  passion  would  otherwise 
have  prevented  your  accompanying  me.  The  Princess  de 
Saint-Dizier  named  to  you  Agricola  Baudoin,  the  lover  of 
Adrienne  de  Cardoville.     Listen — look — judge!" 

The  voice  ceased.  It  appeared  to  have  issued  from  one 
corner  of  the  room.  Djalma,  still  in  darkness,  perceived  too 
late  into  what  a  snare  he  had  fallen,  and  trembled  with  rage 
— almost  with  alarm. 

"Faringhea !"  he  exclaimed ;  "where  am  I  ?  where  are 
you?  Open  the  door  on  your  life!  I  would  leave  this 
place  instantly." 

Extending  his  arms,  the  prince  advanced  hastily  several 
steps,  but  he  only  touched  a  tapestried  wall ;  he  followed  it, 
hoping  to  find  the  door,  and  he  at  length  found  it;  but  it 
was  locked,  and  resisted  all  his  efforts.  He  continued  his 
researches,  and  came  to  a  fireplace  with  no  fire  in  it,  and  to 
a  second  door,  equally  fast.  In  a  few  moments,  he  had  thus 
made  the  circle  of  the  room,  and  found  himself  again  at  the 
fireplace.  The  anxiety  of  the  prince  increased  more  and 
more.  He  called  Faringhea,  in  a  voice  trembling  with  pas- 
sion. There  was  no  answer.  Profound  silence  reigned  with- 
out, and  complete  darkness  within.  Ere  long,  a  perfumed 
vapor,  of  indescribable  sweetness,  but  very  subtle  and  pene- 
trating, spread  itself  insensibly  through  the  little  room  in 
which  Djalma  was.  It  might  be,  that  the  orifice  of  a  tube, 
passing  through  one  of  the  doors  of  the  room,  introduced 
this  balmy  current.     At  the  height  of  angry  and  terrible 
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thoughts.  Djalma  paid  no  attention  to  tin's  odor — bat 
the  arteries  of  his  temples  began  to  beat  violently,  a  burning 
heat  semed  to  circulate  rapidly  through  his  veins,  he  fi 
sensation  of  pleasure,  his  resentment  died  gradually  away, 
and  a  mild,  ineffable  torpor  crept  over  him,  without  his  being 
fully  conscious  of  the  mental  transformation  that  was  taking 
place.  Yet,  by  a  last  effort  of  the  wavering  will,  Djalma 
advanced  once  more  to  try  and  open  one  of  the  doors ;  he 
found  it  indeed,  but  at  this  place  the  vapor  was  so  strong, 
that  its  action  redoubled,  and,  unable  to  move  a  step  further. 
Djalma  was  obliged  to  support  himself  by  leaning  against  the 
wall.* 

Then  a  strange  thing  happened.  A  faint  light  spread 
itself  gradually  through  an  adjoining  apartment,  and  Djalma 
now  perceived,  for  the  first  time,  the  existence  of  a  little 
round  window,  in  the  wall  of  the  room  in  which  he  was. 
On  the  side  of  the  prince,  this  opening  was  protected  by  a 
slight  but  strong  railing,  which  hardly  intercepted  the  view 
On  the  other  side  a  thick  piece  of  plate-glass  was  fixed  at  the 
distance  of  two  or  three  inches  from  the  railing  in  question. 
The  room,  which  Djalma  saw  through  this  window,  and 
through  which  the  faint  light  was  now  gradually  spreading, 
was  richly  furnished.  Between  two  windows,  hung  with 
crimson  silk  curtains,  stood  a  kind  of  wardrobe,  with  a  look- 
ing-glass front;  opposite  the  fireplace,  in  which  glowed  the 
burning  coals,  was  a  long,  wide  divan,  furnished  with 
cushions. 

In  another  second  a  woman  entered  this  apartment.  Her 
face  and  figure  were  invisible,  being  wrapped  in  a  long, 
hooded  mantle,  of  peculiar  form,  and  a  dark  color.  The  sight 
of  this  mantle  made  Djalma  start.  To  the  pleasure  he  at 
first  felt  succeeded  a  feverish  anxiety,  like  the  growing  fumes 
of  intoxication.  There  was  that  strange  buzzing  in  his  ears 
which  we  experience  when  we  plunge  into  deep  waters.  It 
was  in  a  kind  of  delirium  that  Djalma  looked  on  at  what  was 
passing  in  the  next  room.  The  woman  who  had  just  ap- 
peared entered  with  caution,  almost  with  fear.  Drawing 
aside  one  of  the  window  curtains,  she  glanced  through  tin; 
closed  blinds  into  the  street.    Then  she  returned  slowly  to  the 

*  See  the  strange  effect  of  hasheesh.    To  the  effect  of  this  is  attri- 
buted the  kind  of  hallucination  which  seized  mi  those  unha] 
whom  the  Prince  of  the  Assassins   (the  Old  Man  of  the  Mountain) 
used  as  the  instruments  of  his  vengeance. 
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fireplace,  where  she  stood  for  a  moment  pensive,  still  care- 
fully enveloped  in  her  mantle.  Completely  yielding  to  the 
influence  of  the  vapor,  which  deprived  him  of  his  presence  of 
mind — forgetting  Faringhea,  and  all  the  circumstances  that 
had  accompanied  his  arrival  at  this  house — Djalma  concen- 
trated all  the  powers  of  his  attention  on  the  spectacle  before 
him,  at  which  he  seemed  to  be  present  as  in  a  dream. 

Suddenly  Djalma  saw  the  woman  leave  the  fireplace  and 
advance  towards  the  looking-glass.  Turning  her  face  toward 
it,  she  allowed  the  mantle  to  glide  down  to  her  feet.  Djalma 
was  thunderstruck.  He  saw  the  face  of  Adrienne  de  Cardo- 
ville.  Yes,  Adrienne,  as  he  had  seen  her  the  night  before, 
attired  as  during  her  interview  with  the  Princess  de  Saint- 
Dizier — the  light  green  dress,  the  rose-colored  ribbons,  the 
ivhite  bead  ornaments.  A  network  of  white  beads  concealed 
Tier  back  hair,  and  harmonized  admirably  with  the  shining 
gold  of  her  ringlets.  Finally,  as  far  as  the  Hindoo  could 
judge  through  the  railing  and  the  thick  glass,  and  in  the 
faint  light,  it  was  the  figure  of  Adrienne,  with  her  marble 
shoulders  and  swan-like  neck,  so  proud  and  so  graceful.  In 
a  word,  he  could  not,  he  did  not  doubt  that  it  was  Adrienne 
de  Cardoville.  Djalma  was  bathed  in  a  burning  dew,  his 
dizzy  excitement  increased,  and,  with  bloodshot  eye  and 
heaving  bosom,  he  remained  motionless,  gazing  almost  with- 
out the  power  of  thought.  The  young  lady,  with  her  back 
still  turned  towards  Djalma,  arranged  her  hair  with  graceful 
art,  took  off  the  network  which  formed  her  head-dress,  placed 
it  on  the  chimney-piece,  and  began  to  unfasten  her  gown ; 
then,  withdrawing  from  the  looking-glass,  she  disappeared 
for  an  instant  from  Djalma's  view. 

"She  is  expecting  Agricola  Baudoin,  her  lover,"  said  a 
voice,  which  seemed  to  proceed  from  the  wall  of  the  dark 
room  in  which  Djalma  was. 

Notwithstanding  his  bewilderment,  these  terrible  words, 
"She  is  expecting  Agricola  Baudoin,  her  lover,"  passed  like 
a  stream  of  fire  through  the  brain  and  heart  of  the  prince. 
A  cloud  of  blood  came  over  his  eyes,  he  uttered  a  hollow 
groan,  which  the  thickness  of  the  glass  prevented  from 
being  heard  in  the  next  room,  and  broke  his  nails  in  attempt- 
ing to  tear  down  the  iron  railing  before  the  window. 

Having  reached  this  paroxysm  of  delirious  rage,  Djalm?. 
saw  the  uncertain  light  grow  still  fainter,  as  if  it  had  been 
discreetly  obscured,   and,   through  the  vapory  shadow  thai; 
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hung  before  him,  he  perceived  the  young  lady  returning, 
clad   in  a  long  white  dressing-gown,  and  with  her  golden 

curls  floating  over  her  naked  arms  and  shoulders.  She- 
advanced  cautiously  in  the  direction  of  a  door  which  was  hid 
from  Djalmc's  view.  At  this  moment,  one  of  the  doors 
the  apartment  in  which  the  prince  was  concealed  was  gently 
opened  by  an  invisible  hand.  Djalma  noticed  it  by  the  click 
of  the  lock,  and  by  the  current  of  fresh  air  which  .streamed 
d  his  face,  for  he  could  see  nothing.  This  door,  left  open 
for  Djalma,  like  that  in  the  next  room,  to  which  the  young 
lady  had  drawn  near,  led  to  a  sort  of  ante-chamber  communi- 
cating with  the  stairs,  which  some  one  now  rapidly  ascended, 
and.  stopping  short,  knocked  twice  at  the  outer  door. 

"Here  comes  Agricola  Baudoin.  Look  and  listen  !"  said 
the  same  voice  that  the  prince  had  already  heard. 

-Mad,  intoxicated,  but  with  the  fixed  idea  and  reckless 
determination  of  a  madman  or  a  drunkard,  Djalma  drew 
the  dagger  which  Faringhea  had  left  in  his  possession,  and 

■od  in  motionless  expectation.  Hardly  were  the  two 
knocks  heard  before  the  young  lady  quitted  the  apartment, 
from  which  streamed  a  faint  ray  of  light,  ran  to  the  door  of 
the  staircase,  so  that  some  faint  glimmer  reached  the  place 
where  Djalma  stood  watching,  his  dagger  in  his  hand.  He 
>aw  the  young  lady  pass  across  the  ante-chamber,  and 
approach  the  door  of  the  staircase,  where  she  said  in  a 
whisper:    "Who  is  there?" 

"It  is  I — Agricola  Baudoin,"  answered,  from,  without,  a 
manly  voice. 

What  followed  was  rapid  as  lightning,  and  must  be  con- 
ceived rather  than  described.  Hardly  had  the  young  lady 
drawn  the  bolt  of  the  door,  hardly  had  Agricola  Baudoin 
stepped  across  the  threshold,  than  Djalma.  with  the  bound 
of  a  tiger,  stabbed  as  it  were  at  once,  so  rapid  were  the 
strokes,  both  the  young  lady,  who  fell  dead  on  the  floor,  and 
Agricola,  who  sank,  dangerously  wounded,  by  the  side  of 
the  unfortunate  victim.  This  scene  of  murder,  rapid  as 
thought,  took  place  in  the  midst  of  a  half  obscurity.  Sud- 
denly the  faint  light  from  the  chamber  was  completely  ex- 
tinguished, and  a  second  after,  Djalma  felt  his  arm  seized  in 
the  darkness  by  an  iron  grasp,  and  the  voice  of  Faringhea 
whispered:  "You  are  avenged.  Come:  we  can  secure  our 
retreat."  Inert,  stupefied  at  what  he  had  done.  Djalma 
offered  no  resistance,  and  let  himself  be  dragged  by  the  half- 
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caste  into  the  inner  apartment,  from  which  there  was  an- 
other way  out. 

3^  >|»  J|*  *p  ^^  *J»  *J* 

When  Rodin  had  exclaimed,  in  his  admiration  of  the 
generative  power  of  thought,  that  the  word  necklace  had 
been  the  germ  of  the  infernal  project  he  then  contemplated, 
it  was,  that  chance  had  brought  to  his  mind  the  remem- 
brance of  the  too  famous  affair  of  the  diamond  necklace,  in 
which  a  woman,  thanks  to  her  vague  resemblance  to  Queen 
Marie  Antoinette,  being  dressed  like  that  princess,  and 
favored  by  the  uncertainty  of  a  twilight,  had  played  so 
skilfully  the  part  of  her  unfortunate  sovereign,  as  to  make 
the  Cardinal  Prince  de  Rohan,  though  familiar  with  the 
court,  the  complete  dupe  of  the  illusion.  Having  once  de- 
termined on  his  execrable  design,  Rodin  had  sent  Jacques 
Dumoulin  to  Sainte-Colombe,  without  telling  him  the  real 
object  of  his  mission,  to  ask  this  experienced  woman  to  pro- 
cure a  fine  young  girl,  tall,  and  with  red  hair.  Once  found, 
a  costume  exactly  resembling  that  worn  by  Adrienne,  and  of 
which  the  Princess  de  Saint-Dizier  gave  the  description  to 
Rodin  (though  herself  ignorant  of  this  new  plot),  was  to 
complete  the  deception.  The  rest  is  known,  or  may  be 
guessed.  The  unfortunate  girl,  who  acted  as  Adrienne's 
double,  believed  she  was  only  aiding  in  a  jest.  As  for 
Agricola,  he  had  received  a  letter,  in  which  he  was  invited 
to  a  meeting  that  might  be  of  the  greatest  importance  to 
Mdlle.  de  Cardoville. 


CHAPTER  LXV. 

THE    NUPTIAL   BED. 

The  mild  light  of  a  circular  lamp  of  oriental  alabaster,  sus- 
pended from  the  ceiling  by  three  silver  chains,  spreads  a 
faint  lustre  through  the  bed-chamber  of  Adrienne  de  Cardo- 
ville. The  large  ivory  bedstead,  inlaid  with  mother-of-pearl, 
is  not  at  present  occupied,  and  almost  disappears  beneath 
snowy  curtains  of  lace  and  muslin,  transparent  and  vapory 
as  clouds.  On  the  white  marble  mantlepiece,  from  beneath 
which  the  fire  throws  ruddy  beams  on  the  ermine  carpet,  is 
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the  usual  basket  filled  with  a  bush  of  red  camellias,  in  the 
midst  of  their  shining  green  leaves.  A  pleasant  aromatic 
odor,  rising  from  a  warm  and  perfumed  hath  in  the  next 
room,  penetrates  every  corner  of  the  bed-chamber.  AH  with- 
out is  calm  and  silent.  It  is  hardly  eleven  o'clock.  The  ivory 
door,  opposite  to  that  which  leads  to  the  bath-room,  opens 
slowly.  Ujalma  appears.  Two  hours  have  elapsed  since  he 
committed  a  double  murder,  and  believed  that  he  had  killed 
Adrienne  in  a  fit  of  jealous  fury. 

The  servants  of  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville,  accustomed  to 
Djalma's  daily  visits,  no  longer  announced  his  arrival,  and 
admitted  him  without  difficulty,  having  received  no  orders  to 
the  contrary  from  their  mistress.  He  had  never  before 
entered  the  bed-chamber,  but,  knowing  that  the  apartment  the 
lady  <  iccupied  was  on  the  first  floor  of  the  house,  he  had  easily 
found  it.  As  he  entered  that  virgin  sanctuary,  his  counte- 
nance was  pretty  calm,  so  well  did  he  control  his  feelings  ; 
only  a  slight  paleness  tarnished  the  brilliant  amber  of  his 
complexion.  He  wore  that  day  a  robe  of  purple  cashmere, 
striped  with  silver — a  color  which  did  not  show  the  stains 
of  blood  upon  it.  Djalma  closed  the  door  after  him,  and 
tore  off  his  white  turban,  for  it  seemed  to  him  as  if  a  band 
of  hot  iron  encircled  his  brow.  His  dark  hair  streamed 
around  his  handsome  face.  He  crossed  his  arms  upon  his 
bosom,  and  looked  slowly  about  him.  When  his  eyes  rested 
on  Adrienne's  bed,  he  started  suddenly,  and  his  cheek  grew 
purple.  Then  he  drew  his  hand  across  his  brow,  hung 
down  his  head,  and  remained  standing  for  some  moments 
in  a  dream,  motionless  as  a  statue. 

After  a  mournful  silence  of  a  few  seconds'  duration, 
Djalma  fell  upon  his  knees,  and  raised  his  eyes  to  heaven. 
The  Asiatic's  countenance  was  bathed  in  tears,  and  no  longer 
expressed  any  violent  passion.  On  his  features  was  no 
longer  the  stamp  of  hate,  or  despair,  or  the  ferocious  joy  of 
vengeance  gratified.  It  was  rather  the  expression  of  grief 
at  once  simple  and  immense.  For  several  minutes  he  was 
almost  choked  with  sobs,  and  tears  ran  freely  down  his 
cheeks. 

"Dead!  dead!"  he  murmured,  in  a  half-stifled  voice. 
"She,  who  this  morning  slept  so  peacefully  in  this  chamber! 
And  I  have  killed  her.  Now  that  she  is  dead,  what  is  her 
treachery  to  me?  I  should  not  have  killed  her  for  that. 
She  had  betrayed  me ;  she  loved  the  man  whom  1  slew — she 
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loved  him !    Alas !  I  could  not  hope  to  gain  the  preference," 
added  he,  with  a  touching  mixture  of   resignation  and  re- 
morse;   "I,   poor,   untaught  youth — how  could   I   merit  her 
love  ?    It  was  my  fault  that  she  did  not  love  me ;  but,  always 
generous,  she  concealed  from  me  her  indifference,  that  she 
might  not  make  me  too  unhappy — and  for  that  I  killed  her. 
What  was  her  crime?     Did  she  not  meet  me  freely?     Did 
she  not  open  to  me  her  dwelling?     Did  she  not  allow  me 
to  pass  whole  days  with  her?     No  doubt  she  tried  to  love 
me,  and  could  not.     I  loved  her  with  all  the  faculties  of 
my  soul,  but  my  love  was  not  such  as  she  required.  For  that,  I 
should  not  have  killed  her.     But  a  fatal  delusion  seized  me, 
and,  after  it  was  done,  I  woke  as  from  a  dream.     Alas!  it 
was  not  a  dream:     I  have  killed  her.     And  yet — until  this 
evening — what  happiness  I  owed  to  her — what  hope — what 
joy!     She  made  my  heart  better,  nobler,  more  generous. 
All  came  from  her,"  added  the  Indian,  with  a  new  burst 
of  grief.     "That  remained  with  me — no  one  could  take  from 
me  that  treasure  of  the  past — that  ought  to  have  consoled 
me.     But  why  think  of  it?     I  struck  them  both— her  and 
the  man — without  a  struggle.     It  was  a  cowardly  murder— 
the  ferocity  of  the  tiger  that  tears  its  innocent  prey !" 

Djalma  buried  his  face  in  his  hands.  Then,  drying  his 
tears,  he  resumed,  "I  know,  clearly,  that  I  mean  to  die  also. 
But  my  death  will  not  restore  her  to  life!" 

He  rose  from  the  ground,  and  drew  from  his  girdle 
Faringhea's  bloody  dagger ;  then,  taking  the  little  phial  from 
the  hilt,  he  threw  the  blood-stained  blade  upon  the  ermine 
carpet,  the  immaculate  whiteness  of  which  was  thus  slightly 
stained  with  red. 

"Yes,"  resumed  Djalma,  holding  the  phial  with  a  convul- 
sive grasp,  "I  know  well  that  I  am  about  to  die.  It  is  right. 
Blood  for  blood ;  my  life  for  hers.  How  happens  it  that  my 
steel  did  not  turn  aside?  How  could  I  kill  her? — but  it  is 
done — and  my  heart  is  full  of  remorse,  and  sorrow,  an  inex- 
pressible tenderness — and  I  have  come  here — to  die ! 

"Here,  in  this  chamber,"  he  continued,  "the  heaven  of 
my  burning  visions!"  And  then  he  added,  with  a  heart- 
rending accent,  as  he  again  buried  his  face  in  his  hands, 
"Dead!  dead!" 

"Well !  I  too  shall  soon  be  dead,"  he  resumed,  in  a  firmer 
voice.  "But,  no!  I  will  die  slowly,  gradually.  A  few 
drops  of  the  poison  will  suffice;  and,  when  I  am  quite  cer- 
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tain  of  dying,  my  remorse  will  perhaps  be  less  terrible. 
Yesterday,   she  \  I   my  hand   when   we  parted.     Who 

could  have  foretold  me  this*?"  The  Indian  raised  the  phial 
resolutely  to  his  lips.  He  drank  a  few  drops  of  the  liquor 
it  contained,  and  replaced  it  on  a  little  ivory  table  close  to 
Adrienne's  bed. 

"This  liquor  is  sharp  and  hot,"  said  he.  "Now  I  am  cer- 
tain to  die.  Oh !  that  I  may  still  have  time  to  feast  on  the 
sight  and  perfume  of  this  chamber — to  lay  my  dying  head 
on  the  couch  where  she  has  reposed." 

Djalma  fell  on  his  knees  beside  the  bed,  and  leaned  against 
it  his  burning  brow.  At  this  moment,  the  ivory  door,  which 
communicated  with  the  bath-room,  rolled  gently  on  its 
hinges,  and  Adrienne  entered.  The  young  lady  had  just 
sent  away  her  woman,  who  had  assisted  to  undress  her. 
She  wore  a  long  muslin  wrapper  of  lustrous  whiteness 
Her  golden  hair,  neatly  arranged  in  little  plaits,  formed  two 
bands,  which  gave  to  her  sweet  face  an  extremely  juvenile 
air.  Her  snowy  complexion  was  slightly  tinged  with  rose- 
color,  from  the  warmth  of  the  perfumed  bath,  which  she 
used  for  a  few  seconds  every  evening.  When  she  opened 
the  ivory  door,  and  placed  her  little  naked  foot,  in  its  white 
satin  slipper,  upon  the  ermine  carpet,  Adrienne  was  daz- 
zlingly  beautiful.  Happiness  sparkled  in  her  eyes,  and  adorned 
her  brow.  All  the  difficulties  relative  to  her  union  with 
Djalma  had  now  been  removed.  In  two  days  she  would  be 
his.  The  sight  of  the  nuptial  chamber  oppressed  her  with 
a  vague  and  ineffable  languor.  The  ivory  door  had  been 
opened  so  gently,  the  lady's  first  steps  were  so  soft  upon 
the  fur  carpet,  that  Djalma,  still  leaning  against  the  bed, 
had  heard  nothing.  But  suddenly  a  cry  of  surprise  and  alarm 
struck  upon  his  ear.  He  turned  round  abruptly.  Adrienne 
stood  before  him. 

With  an  impulse  of  modesty,  Adrienne  closed  her  night- 
dress over  her  bosom,  and  hastily  drew  bark,  still  more 
afflicted  than  angry  at  what  she  considered  a  guilty  attempt 
on  the  part  of  Djalma.  Cruelly  hurt  and  offended,  she  was 
about  to  reproach  him  with  his  conduct,  when  she  perceived 
the  dagger,  which  he  had  thrown  down  upon  the  ermine 
carpet.    At  sight  of  this  weapon,  and  the  expr<  fear 

and  stupor  which  petrified  the  features  of  Djalma,  who  re- 
mained kneeling,  motionless,  with  bi^  body  thrown  back, 
his  hands  stretched  out,  his  eyes  fixed  and  wildly  staring— 
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Adrienne,  no  longer  dreading  an  amorous  surprise,  was 
seized  with  an  indescribable  terror,  and,  instead  of  flying 
from  the  prince,  advanced  several  steps  towards  him,  and 
said,  in  an  agitated  voice,  whilst  she  pointed  to  the  kandjiar, 
"My  friend,  why  are  you  here?  what  ails  you?  why  this 
dagger  ?" 

Djalma  made  no  answer.  At  first,  the  presence  of 
Adrienne  seemed  to  him  a  vision,  which  he  attributed  to  the 
excitement  of  his  brain,  already  (it  might  be)  under  the 
influence  of  the  poison.  But  when  the  soft  voice  sounded  in 
his  ears — when  his  heart  bounded  with  the  species  of  elec- 
tric shock,  which  he  always  felt  when  he  met  the  gaze  of 
that  woman  so  ardently  beloved — when  he  had  contemplated 
for  an  instant  that  adorable  face,  so  fresh  and  fair,  in  spite 
of  its  expression  of  deep  uneasiness — Djalma  understood 
that  he  was  not  the  sport  of  a  dream,  but  that  Mdlle.  de 
Cardoville  was  really  before  his  eyes. 

Then,  as  he  began  fully  to  grasp  the  thought  that  Adrienne 
was  not  dead,  though  he  could  not  at  all  explain  the  prodigy 
of  her  resurrection,  the  Hindoo's  countenance  was  trans- 
figured, the  pale  gold  of  his  complexion  became  warm  and 
red,  his  eyes  (tarnished  by  tears  of  remorse)  shone  with  new 
radiance,  and  his  features,  so  lately  contracted  with  terror 
and  despair,  expressed  all  the  phases  of  the  most  ecstatic 
joy.  Advancing,  still  on  his  knees,  towards  Adrienne,  he 
lifted  up  to  her  his  trembling  hands,  and,  too  deeply  affected 
to  pronounce  a  word,  he  gazed  on  her  with  so  much  amaze- 
ment, love,  adoration,  gratitude,  that  the  young  lady,  fas- 
cinated by  those  inexplicable  looks,  remained  mute  also, 
motionless  also,  and  felt,  by  the  precipitate  beating  of  her 
heart,  and  by  the  shudder  which  ran  through  her  frame, 
that  there  was  here  some  dreadful  mystery  to  be  unfolded. 

At  last,  Djalma.  clasping  his  hands  together,  exclaimed 
with  an  accent  impossible  to  describe,  "Thou  art  not  dead !" 

"Dead !"  repeated  the  young  lady,  in  amazement. 

"It  was  not  thou,  really  not  thou,  whom  I  killed?  God 
is  kind  and  just !" 

And  as  he  pronounced  these  words  with  intense  joy,  the 
unfortunate  youth  forgot  the  victim  whom  he  had  sacrificed 
in  error. 

More  and  more  alarmed,  and  again  glancing  at  the  dagger 
on  which  she  now  perceived  marks  of  blood — a  terrible  evi- 
dence, in  confirmation  of  the  words  of  Djalma — Mdlle.  de 
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Cardoville  exclaimed,  "You  have  killed  some  one,  Djalma! 
Oh!  what  does  he  say?     It  is  dreadful!" 

"You  are  alive — I  see  you — you  arc  her  id  Djalma,  in 

a  voice  trembling  with  rapture.  "You  are  here — beautiful] 
pure!  for  it  was  not  youl  Oh,  no!  had  it  been  you,  the 
steel  would  have  turned  hack  upon  myself." 

"You  have  killed  some  one:'"  cried  the  young  lady. 
beside  her  with  this  unforeseen  revelation,  and  clasping 
her  hands  in  horror.     "Why?  whom  did  you  kill?" 

"I  do  not  know.  A  woman  that  was  like  you — a  man 
that  I  thought  your  lover — it  was  an  illusion,  a  frightful 
dream — you  are  alive — you  are  here !" 

And  the  oriental  wept  for  joy. 

"A  dream?  but  no,  it  is  not  a  dream.  There  is  blood 
upon  that  dagger !"  cried  the  young  lady,  as  she  pointed 
wildly  to  the  kandjiar.    "I  tell  you  there  is  blood  upon  it !" 

"Yes.  I  threw  it  down  just  now,  when  I  took  the  poison 
from  it,  thinking  that  I  had  killed  you." 

"The  poison!"  exclaimed  Adrienne,  and  her  teeth  chat- 
tered convulsively.     "What  poison?" 

"I  thought  I  had  killed  you,  and  I  came  here  to  die." 

"To  die?  Oh!  wherefore?  who  is  to  die?"  cried  th« 
young  lady,  almost  in  delirium. 

"I,"  replied  Djalma,  with  inexpressible  tenderness,  "I 
thought  I  had  killed  you — and  I  took  poison." 

"You!"  exclaimed  Adrienne,  becoming  pale  as  death. 
"You !" 

"Yes." 

"Oh!  it  is  not  true!"  said  the  young  lady,  shaking  her 
head. 

"Look !"  said  the  Asiatic.  Mechanically,  he  turned  to- 
wards the  bed — towards  the  little  ivory  table,  on  which 
sparkled  the  crystal  phial. 

With  a  sudden  movement,  swifter  than  thought,  swifter, 
it  may  be.  than  the  will.  Adrienne  rushed  to  the  table,  seized 
the  phial,  and  applied  it  eagerly  to  her  1: 

Djalma  had  hitherto  remained  on  his  knees;  but  he  now 
uttered  a  terrible  cry.  made  one  spring  to  the  drinker's  side, 
and  draped  away  the  phial,  which  seemed  almost  glued  to 
her  mouth. 

"No  matter!  T  have  swallowed  as  much  as  you,"  said 
Adrienne.  with  an  air  of  gloomy  triumph. 

For  an  instant,  there  followed  an  awful  silence.    Adrienne 
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and  Djalma  gazed  upon  each  other,  mute,  motionless,  horror- 
struck.  The  young  lady  was  the  first  to  break  this  mournful 
silence,  and  said  in  a  tone  which  she  tried  to  make  calm  and 
steady,  "Well !  what  is  there  extraordinary  in  this  ?  You 
have  killed,  and  death  must  expiate  your  crime.  It  is  just. 
I  will  not  survive  you.  That  also  is  natural  enough.  Why 
look  at  me  thus?  This  poison  has  a  sharp  taste — does  it  act 
quickly !    Tell  me,  my  Djalma  !" 

The  prince  did  not  answer.  Shuddering  through  all  his 
frame,  he  looked  down  upon  his  hands.  Faringhea  had  told 
the  truth ;  a  slight  violet  tint  appeared  already  beneath  the 
nails.  Death  was  approaching,  slowly,  almost  insensibly, 
but  not  the  less  certain.  Overwhelmed  with  despair  at  the 
thought  that  Adrienne,  too,  was  about  to  die,  Djalma  felt 
his  courage  fail  him.  He  uttered  a  long  groan,  and  hid  his 
face  in  his  hands.  His  knees  shook  under  him,  and  he  fell 
down  upon  the  bed,  near  which  he  was  standing. 

"Already?"  cried  the  young  lady  in  horror,  as  she  threw 
herself  on  her  knees  at  Djalma's  feet.  "Death  already?  Do 
you  hide  your  face  from  me?" 

In  her  fright,  she  pulled  his  hands  from  before  his  face. 
That  face  was  bathed  in  tears. 

"No,  not  yet,"  murmured  he,  through  his  sobs.  "The 
poison  is  slow." 

"Really!"  cried  Adrienne,  with  ineffable  joy.  Then,  kiss- 
ing the  hands  of  Djalma,  she  added  tenderly,  "If  the  poison 
is  slow,  why  do  you  weep?" 

"For  you!  for  you!"  said  the  Indian,  in  a  heart-rending 
tone. 

"Think  not  of  me,"  replied  Adrienne,  resolutely.  "You 
have  killed,  and  we  must  expiate  the  crime.  I  know  not 
what  has  taken  place;  but  I  swear  by  our  love  that  you 
did  not  do  evil  for  evil's  sake.  There  is  some  horrible  mys- 
tery in  all  this." 

"On  a  pretence  which  I  felt  bound  to  believe,"  replied 
Djalma,  speaking  quickly,  and  panting  for  breath,  "Farim 
ghea  led  me  to  a  certain  house.  Once  there,  he  told  me  that 
you  had  betrayed  me.  I  did  not  believe  him,  but  I  know  not 
what  strange  dizziness  seized  upon  me — and  then,  through  a 
half -obscurity,  I  saw  you " 

"Me!" 

"No — not  you — but  a  woman  resembling  you,  dressed 
like  you.  so  that  I  believed  the  illusion — and  then  there  came 
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a  man — and  you  dew  to  meet  him— and  I — mad  with  rage — 
stabbed  her,  stabbed  him,  saw  them  tall — and  so  came  here 
to  die.  And  now  I  find  you  only  to  cause  your  death.  Oh, 
misery!  misery!  that  you  should  die  through  DM 

And  Djalma,  this  man  of  formidable  energy,  began  again 
to  weep  with  the  weakness  of  a  child.  At  sight  of  this  deep, 
touching,  passionate  despair,  Adrienne,  with  that  admirable 
courage  which  women  alone  possess  in  love,  thought  only  of 
consoling  Djalma.  By  an  effort  of  superhuman  passion,  a-* 
the  prince  revealed  to  her  this  infernal  plot,  the  lady's  coun- 
tenance became  so  splendid  with  an  expression  of  love  and 
happiness,  that  the  East  Indian  looked  at  her  in  amazement, 
fearing  for  an  instant  that  he  must  have  lost  his  reason. 

"Xo  more  tears,  my  adored!"  cried  the  young  lady,  ex- 
ultingly.  "Xo  more  tears — but  only  smiles  of  joy  and  love! 
Our  cruel  enemies  shall  not  triumph !" 

"What  do  you  say?" 

"They  wished  to  make  us  miserable.  We  pity  them. 
Our  felicity  shall  be  the  envy  of  the  world!" 

"Adrienne — bethink  you " 

"Oh !  I  have  all  my  senses  about  me.  Listen  to  me,  my 
adored !  I  now  understand  it  all.  Falling  into  a  snare, 
which  these  wretches  spread  for  you.  yqu  have  committed 
murder.  Xow,  in  this  country,  murder  leads  to  infamy,  or 
the  scaffold — and  to-morrow — to-night,  perhaps — you  would 
be  thrown  into  prison.  But  our  enemies  have  said:  'A  man 
like  Prince  Djalma  does  not  wait  for  infamy — he  kills  him- 
self. A  woman  like  Adrienne  de  Cardoville  does  not  sur- 
vive the  disgrace  or  death  of  her  lover — she  prefers  to  die. 
Therefore  a  frightful  death  awaits  them  both."  said  the 
biack-robed  men ;  'and  that  immense  inheritance,  which  we 
covet '  " 

"And  for  you — so  young,  so  beautiful,  so  innocent — death 
is  frightful,  and  these  monsters  triumph!"  cried  Djalma. 
"They  have  spoken  the  truth!" 

"They  have  lied!"  answered  Adrienne.  "Our  death, 
shall  be  celestial.  This  poison  is  slow — and  I  adore  yon. 
my  Djalma !" 

She  spoke  those  words  in  a  low  voice,  trembling  with  ] 
sionate  love,  and,  leaning  upon   Djalma's  knees,  approached 
so  near,  that  he  felt  her  warm  breath  upon  his  cheek.     As 
he   felt   that   breath,   and   saw  the  humid   flame   that   darted 
from  the  large,  swimming  eyes  of   Adrienne.   whose   half- 
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opened  lips  were  becoming  of  a  still  deeper  and  brighter  hue, 
the  Indian  started — his  young  blood  boiled  in  his  veins — he 
forgot  everything — his  despair,  and  the  approach  of  death, 
which  as  yet  (as  with  Adrienne),  only  showed  itself  in  a 
kind  of  feverish  ardor.  His  face,  like  the  young  girl's,  be- 
came once  more  splendidly  beautiful. 

"Oh,  my  lover !  my  husband !  how  beautiful  you  are !" 
said  Adrienne,  with  idolatry.  "Those  eyes — that  brow — 
those  lips — how  I  love  them ! — How  many  times  has  the 
remembrance  of  your  grace  and  beauty,  coupled  with  your 
love,  unsettled  my  reason,  and  shaken  my  resolves — even  to 
this  moment,  when  I  am  wholly  yours ! — Yes,  heaven  wills 
that  we  should  be  united.  Only  this  morning,  I  gave  to  the 
apostolic  man,  that  was  to  bless  our  union,  in  thy  name  and 
mine,  a  royal  gift — a  gift,  that  will  bring  joy  and  peace  to 
the  heart  of  manv  an  unfortunate  creature.  Then  what 
have  we  to  regret,  my  beloved?  Our  immortal  souls  will 
pass  away  in  a  kiss,  and  ascend,  full  of  love,  to  that  God  who 
is  all  love!" 

"Adrienne !' 

"Djalma !" 

******* 

The  light,  transparent  curtains  fell  like  a  cloud  over  that 
nuptial  and  funereal  couch.  Yes,  funereal ;  for,  two  hours 
after,  Adrienne  and  Djalma  breathed  their  last  sigh  in  a 
voluptuous  agony. 


CHAPTER  LXVI. 

A    DUEL    TO    THE    DEATH. 

Adrienne  and  Djalma  died  on  the  30th  of  May.  The 
following  scene  took  place  on  the  31st,  the  eve  of  the  day 
appointed  for  the  last  convocation  of  the  heirs  of  Marius  de 
Rennepont.  The  reader  will  no  doubt  remember  the  room 
occupied  by  M.  Hardy,  in  the  "house  of  retreat,"  in  the  Rue 
de  Vaugirard — a  gloomy  and  retired  apartment,  opening  on 
a  dreary  little  garden,  planted  with  yew-trees,  and  sur- 
rounded by  high  walls.  To  reach  this  chamber,  it  was  neces- 
sary to  cross  two  vast  rooms,  the  doors  of  which,  once  shut 
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intercepted    all    noise    and    communication    from    without 

Bearing  this  in  mind,  we  may  go  on  with  OUT  narrative  Foi 
the  last  three  or  four  days.  Father  d'Aigrigny  occupied  this 
apartment.  He  had  not  chosen  it,  but  had  been  induced  i<> 
accept   it,   under  most  plausible  pretexts,   given   him  at   the 

instigation  of  Rodin.  It  was  about  noon.  Stated  in  an 
arm-chair,  by  the  window  opening  on  the  little  garden, 
Father  d'Aigrigny  held  in  his  hand  a  newspaper,  in  which 
he  read  as  follows,  under  the  head  of  "Paris"  : 

"Eleven  p.  m. — A  most  horrible  and  tragical  event  has 
just  excited  the  greatest  consternation  in  the  quarter  of  the 
Rue  de  Richelieu.  A  double  murder  has  been  committed, 
on  the  person  of  a  young  man  and  woman.  The  girl  was 
killed  on  the  spot,  by  the  stroke  of  a  dagger;  hopes  are  en- 
tertained of  saving  the  life  of  the  young  man.  The  crime 
is  attributed  to  jealousy.  The  officers  of  justice  are  investi- 
gating the  matter.  We  shall  give  full  particulars  to- 
morrow." 

When  he  had  read  these  lines,  Father  d'Aigrigny  threw 
down  the  paper  and  remained  in  deep  thought. 

"It  is  incredible,"  said  he,  with  bitter  envy,  in  allusion 
Rodin.  "He  has  attained  his  end.  Hardly  one  of  his  antici- 
pations has  been  defeated.  This  family  is  annihilated,  by 
the  mere  play  of  the  passions,  good  and  evil,  that  he  has 
known  how  to  set  in  motion.  He  said  it  would  be  so.  <  Hb! 
I  must  confess,"  added  Father  d'Aigrigny,  with  a  jealous 
and  hateful  smile,  "that  Rodin  is  a  man  of  rare  dissimula- 
tion, patience,  energy,  obstinacy  and  intelligence.  Who 
would  have  told  a  few  months  ago,  when  he  wrote  under  my 
orders,  a  discreet  and  humble  socius,  that  he  had  already 
conceived  the  most  audacious  ambition,  and  dared  to  lilt  his 
eyes  to  the  Holy  See  itself?  that,  thanks  to  intrigue-  and 
corruption,  pursued  with  wondrous  ability,  these  views  were 
not  so  unreasonable?  Nay,  that  this  internal  ambition 
would  soon  be  realized,  were  it  not  that  the  secret  pro© 
ings    of    this    dangerous    man    have    long    been    a  retly 

watched? — Ah!"  sneered  Father  d'Aigrigny,  with  a  smile 
of  irony  and  triumph,  "you  wish  to  be  a  second  SixtUS  V. 
do  you?     And,  not  content  with  this  auda  pretension, 

you    mean,    if    successful,    to   absorb   our    Company    in    the 
1'apacy,   even   as   the    Sultan    has   absorbed    the   Jam 
Ah!   you   would  make   us  your   stepping-stone   to   pov 
And  you  have  thought  to  humiliate  and  crush  me  with  your 
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insolent  disdain !  But  patience,  patience :  the  day  of  retri- 
bution approaches.  I  alone  am  the  depository  of  our  Gen- 
eral's will.  Father  Caboccini  himself  does  not  know  that. 
The  fate  of  Rodin  is  in  my  hands.  Oh !  it  will  not  be  what 
he  expects.  In  this  Rennepont  affair  (which,  I  must  needs 
confess,  he  has  managed  admirably),  he  thinks  to  outwit  us 
all,  and  to  work  only  for  himself.     But  to-morrow " 

Father  d'Aigrigny  was  suddenly  disturbed  in  these  agree- 
able reflections.  He  heard  the  door  of  the  nsxt  room  open, 
and,  as  he  turned  round  to  see  who  was  coming,  the  door  of 
the  apartment  in  which  he  was  turned  upon  its  hinges. 
Father  d'Aigrigny  started  with  surprise,  and  became  almost 
purple.  Marshal  Simon  stood  before  him.  And,  behind 
the  marshal,  in  the  shadow  of  the  door,  Father  d'Aigrigny 
perceived  the  cadaverous  face  of  Rodin.  The  latter  cast  on 
him  one  glance  of  diabolical  delight,  and  instantly  disap- 
peared. The  door  was  again  closed,  and  Father  d'Aigrigny 
and  Marshal  Simon  were  left  alone  together.  The  father  oi 
Rose  and  Blanche  was  hardly  recognizable.  His  gray  hail 
had  become  completely  white.  His  pale,  thin  face  had  noi 
been  shaved  for  some  days.  His  hollow  eyes  were  blood- 
shot and  restless,  and  had  in  them  something  wild  and  hag- 
gard. He  was  wrapped  in  a  large  cloak,  and  his  black  cravat 
was  tied  loosely  about  his  neck.  In  withdrawing  from  the 
apartment,  Rodin  had  (as  if  by  inadvertence)  double-locked 
the  door  on  the  outside.  When  he  was  alone  with  the  Jesuit, 
the  marshal  threw  back  his  cloak  from  his  shoulders,  and 
Father  d'Aigrigny  could  see  two  naked  swords,  stuck  through 
a  silk  handkerchief  which  served  him  as  a  belt. 

Father  d'Aigrigny  understood  it  all.  He  remembered 
how,  a  few  days  before,  Rodin  had  obstinately  pressed  him 
to  say  what  he  would  do  if  the  marshal  were  to  strike  him 
in  the  face.  There  could  be  no  doubt  that  he,  who  thought 
to  have  held  the  fate  of  Rodin  in  his  hands,  had  been  brought 
by  the  latter  into  a  fearful  peril ;  for  he  knew  that,  the  two 
outer  rooms  being  closed,  there  was  no  possibility  of  mak- 
ing himself  heard,  and  that  the  high  walls  of  the  garden 
only  bordered  upon  some  vacant  lots.  The  first  thought 
which  occurred  to  him,  one  by  no  means  destitute  of  proba- 
bility, was  that  Rodin,  either  by  his  agents  at  Rome,  or  by 
his  own  incredible  penetration,  had  learned  that  his  fate 
depended  on  Father  d'Aigrigny,  and  hoped  therefore  to  get 
rid  of  him,  by  delivering  him  over  to  the  inexorable  ven- 
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geance  of  the  father  of  Rose  and  Blanche.  Without  speaking 
a  word,  the  marshal  unbound  the  handkerchief  from  his 
waist,  laid  the  two  swords  upon  the  table,  and,  folding  his 
arms  upon  his  breast,  advanced  slowly  towards  Father 
d'Aigrigny.  Thus  these  two  men.  who  through  life  had 
pursued  each  other  with  implacable  hatred,  at  length  met 
face  to  face — they,  who  had  fought  in  hostile  armies,  and 
measured  swords  in  single  comhat,  and  one  of  whom  now 
came  to  seek  vengeance  for  the  death  of  his  children.  As 
the  marshal  approached,  Father  d'Aigrigny  rose  from  his 
seat.  He  wore  that  day  a  hlack  cassock,  which  rendered 
still  more  visible  the  pale  hue.  which  had  now  succeeded  to 
the  sudden  flush  on  his  cheek.  For  a  few  seconds,  the  two 
men  stood  face  to  face  without  speaking.  The  marshal  was 
terrific  in  his  paternal  despair.  His  calmness,  inexorab'e  as 
fate,  was  more  impressive  than  the  most  furious  burst  of 
anger. 

"My  children  are  dead,"  said  he  at  last,  in  a  slow  and 
hollow  tone.     "I  come  to  kill  you." 

"Sir,"  cried  Father  d'Aigrigny,  "listen  to  me.  Do  not  be- 
lieve  " 

"I  must  kill  you,"  resumed  the  marshal,  interrupting  the 
Jesuit;  "your  hate  followed  my  wife  into  exile,  where  she 
perished.  You  and  your  accomplices  sent  my  children  to 
certain  death.  For  twenty  years  you  have  been  my  evil 
genius.     I  must  have  your  life,  and  I  will  have  it." 

"My  life  belongs,  first,  to  God,"  answered  Father  d'Ai- 
grigny, piously,  "and  then  to  who  likes  to  take  it." 

"We  will  fight  to  the  death  in  this  room,"  said  the  mar- 
shal;  "and,  as  I  have  to  avenge  my  wife  and  children,  I  am 
tranquil  as  to  the  result." 

"Sir,"  answered  Father  d'Aigrigny,  coldly,  "you  forget 
that  my  profession  forbids  me  to  fight.  Once  I  accepted 
your  challenge — but  my  position  is  changed  since  then." 

"Ah!"  said  the  marshal,  with  a  hitter  smile;  "you  re- 
fuse to  fight  because  you  are  a  priest?" 

"Yes,  sir — because  I  am  a  priest." 

"So  that,  because  he  is  a  prie<t.  a  wretch  like  you  may 
commit  any  crime,  any  baseness,  under  shelter  of  his  black 
gown  ?" 

"I  do  not  understand  a  word  of  your  accusations.  In  any 
case,  the  law  is  open,"  said  Father  d'Aigrigny,  biting  his 
pale  lips,  for  he  felt  deeply  the  insult  offered  by  the  mar- 
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shal ;  "if  you  have  anything  to  complain  of,  appeal  to  that 
law,  before  which  all  are  equal." 

Marshal  Simon  shrugged  his  shoulders  in  angry  disdain. 
"Your  crimes  escape  the  law — and,  could  it  even  reach  you, 
that  would  not  satisfy  my  vengeance,  after  all  the  evil  you 
have  done  me,  after  all  you  have  taken  from  me,"  said  the 
marshal ;  and,  at  the  memory  of  his  children,  his  voice 
slightly  trembled ;  but  he  soon  proceeded,  with  terrible 
calmness :  "You  must  feel  that  I  now  only  live  for  ven- 
geance. And  I  must  have  such  revenge  as  is  worth  the  seek- 
ing— I  must  have  your  coward's  heart  palpitating  on  the 
point  of  my  sword.  Our  last  duel  was  play;  this  will  be 
earnest — oh  !  you  shall  see." 

The  marshal  walked  up  to  the  table,  where  he  had  laid  the 
two  swords.  Father  d'Aigrigny  needed  all  his  resolution  to 
restrain  himself.  The  implacable  hate  which  he  had  al- 
ways felt  for  Marshal  Simon,  added  to  these  insults,  filled 
him  with  savage  ardor.  Yet  he  answered,  in  a  tone  that 
was  still  calm :  "For  the  last  time,  sir,  I  repeat  to  you,  that 
my  profession  forbids  me  to  fight." 

"Then  you  refuse?"  said  the  marshal,  turning  abruptly 
towards  him. 

"I  refuse." 

"Positively?" 

"Positively.     Nothing  on  earth  should  force  me  to  it." 

"Nothing?" 

"No,  sir;  nothing." 

"We  shall  see,"  said  the  marshal,  as  his  hand  fell  with 
its  full  force  on  the  cheek  of  Father  d'Aigrigny. 

The  Jesuit  uttered  a  cry  of  fury ;  all  his  blood  rushed  to 
his  face,  so  roughly  handled ;  the  courage  of  the  man  ( for  he 
was  brave),  his  ancient  military  ardor,  carried  him  away; 
his  eyes  sparkled,  and,  with  teeth  firmly  set,  and  clenched 
fists,  he  advanced  towards  the  marshal,  exclaiming:  "The 
swords  !  the  swords  !" 

But  suddenly,  remembering  the  appearance  of  Rodin,  and 
the  interest  which  the  latter  had  in  bringing  about  this  en- 
counter, he  determined  to  avoid  the  diabolical  snare  laid  by 
his  former  socius,  and  so  gathered  sufficient  resolution  to 
restrain  his  terrible  resentment. 

To  his  passing  fury  succeeded  a  calm,  full  of  contrition; 
and,  wishing  to  play  his  part  out  to  the  end,  he  knelt  down, 
and  bowing  his  head  and  beating  his  bosom,  repeated :  "For- 
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give  me.  Lord,  for  yielding  to  a  movement  of  rage!  and, 
above  all,  forgive  him  who  has  injured  me!" 

In  spite  of  his  apparent  resignation,  the  Jesuit's  voice  was 
greatly  agitated.  He  seemed  to  feel  a  hot  iron  upon  His 
cheek,  for  never  before  in  his  life,  whether  as  a  soldier  or  a 
priest,  had  he  suffered  such  an  insult,  lie  had  thrown  him- 
self upon  his  knees,  partly  from  religious  mummery,  and 
partly  to  avoid  the  gaze  of  the  marshal,  fearing  that,  were 
he  to  meet  his  eye,  he  should  not  be  able  to  answer  for  him- 
self, but  give  way  to  his  impetuous  feelings.  On  seeing  the 
Jesuit  kneel  down,  and  on  hearing  his  hypocritical  invocation, 
the  marshal,  whose  sword  was  in  his  hand,  shook  with  in- 
dignation. 

"Stand  up,  scoundrel!"  he  said,  "stand  up,  wretch]" 
And  he  spurned  the  Jesuit  with  his  boot. 

At  this  new  insult,  Father  d'Aigrigny  leaped  up,  as  if 
he  had  been  moved  by  steel  springs.  It  was  too  much ;  he 
could  bear  no  more.  Blinded  with  rage,  he  rushed  to  the 
table,  caught  up  the  other  sword,  and  exclaimed,  grinding 
his  teeth  together:  "Ah!  you  will  have  blood.  Well  then! 
it  shall  be  yours — if  possible!" 

And  the  Jesuit,  still  in  all  the  vigor  of  manhood,  his  face 
purple,  his  large  gray  eyes  sparkling  with  hate,  fell  upon 
his  guard  with  the  ease  and  skill  of  a  finished  swordsman. 

"At  last !"  cried  the  marshal,  as  their  blades  were  about 
to  cross. 

But  once  more  reflection  came  to  damp  the  fire  of  the 
Jesuit.  He  remembered  how  this  hazardous  duel  would 
gratify  the  wishes  of  Rodin,  whose  fate  was  in  his  hands, 
and  whom  he  hated  perhaps  even  more  than  the  marshal. 
Therefore,  in  spite  of  the  fury  which  possessed  him,  in  spite 
of  his  secret  hope  to  conquer  in  this  combat,  so  strong  and 
healthy  did  he  feel  himself,  and  so  fatal  had  been  the  effects 
of  grief  on  the  constitution  of  Marshal  Simon,  he  succeeded 
in  mastering  his  rage,  and,  to  the  amazement  of  the  mar- 
shal, dropped  the  point  of  his  sword,  exclaiming:  "I  am  a 
minister  of  the  Lord,  and  must  not  shed  blood.  Forgive 
me,  heaven!  and,  oh!  forgive  my  brother  also." 

Then  placing  the  blade  beneath  his  heel,  lie  drew  the  hilt 
suddenly  towards  him.  and  broke  the  weapon  into  two  pieces. 
The  duel  was  no  longer  possible.  Father  d'Aigrigny  had 
put  it  out  of  his  own  power  to  yield  to  a  new  burst  of  vio- 
lence, of  which  he  saw  the  imminent  danger.  Marshal  Simon 
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remained  for  an  instant  mute  and  motionless  with  surprise 
and  indignation,  for  he  also  saw  that  the  duel  was  now  im- 
possible. But,  suddenly,  imitating  the  Jesuit,  the  marshal 
placed  his  blade  also  under  his  heel,  broke  it  in  half,  and 
picking  up  the  pointed  end,  about  eighteen  inches  in  length 
:ore  off  his  black  silk  cravat,  rolled  it  round  the  broken 
part  so  as  to  form  a  handle,  and  said  to  Father  d'Aigrigny : 
"Then  we  will  fight  with  daggers." 

Struck  with  this  mixture  of  coolness  and  ferocity,  the 
Jesuit  exclaimed:  "Is  this  then  a  demon  of  hell?" 

"No ;  it  is  a  father,  whose  children  have  been  murdered," 
said  the  marshal,  in  a  hollow  voice,  whilst  he  fitted  the  blade 
to  his  hand,  and  a  tear  stood  in  the  eye,  that  instantly  after 
became  fierce  and  ardent. 

The  Jesuit  saw  that  tear.  There  was  in  this  mixture  of 
vindictive  rage  and  paternal  grief  something  so  awful,  and 
yet  so  sacred,  that  for  the  first  time  in  his  life  Father 
d'Aigrigny  felt  fear — cowardly,  ignoble  fear — fear  for  his 
own  safety.  While  a  combat  with  swords  was  in  question, 
in  which  skill,  agility,  and  experience  are  such  powerful 
auxiliaries  to  courage,  his  only  difficulty  had  been  to  repress 
the  ardor  of  his  hate — but  when  he  thought  of  the  combat 
proposed,  body  to  body,  face  to  face,  heart  to  heart,  he 
trembled,  grew  pale,  and  exclaimed :  "A  butchery  with 
knives  ? — never  !" 

His  countenance  and  the  accent  betrayed  his  alarm,  so 
that  the  marshal  himself  was  struck  with  it,  and  fearing  to 
lose  his  revenge,  he  cried :  "After  all,  he  is  a  coward !  The 
wretch  had  only  the  courage  or  the  vanity  of  a  fencer.  This 
pitiful  renegade — this  traitor  to  his  country — whom  I  have 
cuffed,  kicked — yes,  kicked,  most  noble  marquis  ! — shame  of 
your  ancient  house — disgrace  to  the  rank  of  gentleman,  old 
or  new — ah !  it  is  not  hypocrisy,  it  is  not  calculation,  as  I  at 
first  thought — it  is  fear !  You  need  the  noise  of  war,  and 
the  eyes  of  spectators  to  give  you  courage " 

"Sir— have  a  care !"  said  Father  d'Aigrigny,  stammering 
through  his  clenched  teeth,  for  rage  and  hate  now  made 
him  forget  his  fear 

"Must  I  then  spit  on  you,  to  make  the  little  blood  you 
have  left  rise  to  your  face?"  cried  the  exasperated  marshal. 

"Oh !  this  is  too  much !  too  much !"  said  the  Jesuit,  seizing 
the  pointed  piece  of  the  blade  that  lay  at  his  feet. 
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"It  is  not  enough!"  said  the  marshal,  panting  for  breath. 
"There,  Judas!"  and  he  spat  in  his  face. 

"If  you  will  not  fight  now,"  added  the  marshal,  "I  will 
beat  you  like  a  dog,  base  child-murderer!" 

On  receiving  the  uttermost  insult  which  can  he  offered 
to  an  already  insulted  man.  Father  d'Aigrigny  lost  all  his 
presence  of   mind,    forgot   his  interest s,   his  rations,   his 

tears,  forgot  even  Rodin — felt  only  the  frenzied  ardor  of 
revenge — and,  recovering  his  courage,  rejoiced  in  the  pros- 
pect of  a  close  struggle,  in  which  his  superior  strength 
promised  success  over  the  enfeebled  frame  of  the  marshal — 
for,  in  this  kind  of  brutal  and  savage  combat,  physical 
strength  offers  an  immense  advantage.  In  an  instant.  Father 
d'Aigrigny  had  rolled  his  handkerchief  round  the  broken 
blade,  and  rushed  upon  Marshal  Simon,  who  received  the 
shock  with  intrepidity.  For  the  short  time  that  this  un- 
equal struggle  lasted — unequal,  for  the  marshal  had  since 
some  clays  been  a  prey  to  a  devouring  fever,  which  had  un- 
dermined his  strength — the  two  combatants,  mute  in  their 
fury,  uttered  not  a  word  or  a  cry.  Had  any  one  been  present 
at  this  horrible  scene,  it  would  have  been  impossible  for  him 
to  tell  how  they  dealt  their  blows.  He  would  have  seen  two 
heads — fright  ltd.  livid,  convulsed — rising,  falling,  now  here, 
now  there — arms,  now  stiff  as  bars  of  iron,  and  now  twisting 
like  serpents — and.  in  the  midst  of  the  undulation  of  the 
blue  coat  of  the  marshal  and  the  black  cassock  of  the  Jesuit, 
from  time  to  time  the  sudden  gleam  of  the  steel.  1  le  would 
have  heard  only  a  dull  stamping,  and  now  and  then  a  dee]) 
breath.  In  about  two  minutes  at  most,  the  two  adversaries 
fell,  and  rolled  one  over  the  other.  One  of  them — it  was 
Father  d'Aigrigny — contrived  to  disengage  himself  with  a 
violent  effort,  and  to  rise  upon  his  knees.  His  arms  fell 
powerless  by  his  side,  and  then  the  dying  voice  of  the  mar- 
shal murmured:  "My  children!  Dagobert  !" 

"I  have  killed  him."  said  Father  d'Aigrigny,  in  a  weak 
voice;  "but  I  feel — that  I  am  wounded— to  death." 

Leaning  with  one  hand  on  the  ground,  the  Jesuit  pressed 
the   other   to    his   bosom.     His    black    cassock    was   piei 
through  and  through,  but  the  blades,  which  had  served   for 
the  combat,  being  triangular  and  very  sharp,  the  blood  in- 
stead of  issuing  from  the  wounds,   was   flowing  inwards. 

"Oh!  I  die — I  choke."  said  Father  d'Aigrigny,  whose  fea- 
tures were  already  changing  with  the  approach  of  death. 
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At  this  moment,  the  key  turned  twice  in  the  door,  Rodin 
appeared  on  the  threshold,  and,  thrusting  in  his  head,  he 
said  in  a  humble  and  discreet  voice:     "May  I  come  in?" 

At  this  dreadful  irony,  Father  d'Aigrigny  strove  to  rise, 
and  rush  upon  Rodin ;  but  he  fell  back  exhausted ;  the  blood 
was  choking  him. 

"Monster  of  hell !"  he  muttered,  casting  on  Rodin  a  ter- 
rible glance  of  rage  and  agony.  "Thou  art  the  cause  of  my 
death." 

"I  always  told  you,  my  dear  father,  that  your  old  military 
habits  would  be  fatal  to  you,"  answered  Rodin  with  a  fright- 
ful smile.  "Only  a  few  days  ago,  I  gave  you  warning,  and 
advised  you  take  a  blow  patiently  from  this  old  swordsman 
— who  seems  to  have  done  with  that  work  forever,  which 
is  well — for  the  Scripture  says :  'All  they  that  take  the 
sword  shall  perish  with  the  sword.'  And  then  this  Marshal 
Simon  might  have  had  some  claim  on  his  daughter's  inherit- 
ance. And,  between  ourselves,  my  dear  father,  what  was  I 
to  do?  It  was  necessary  to  sacrifice  you  for  the  common 
interest ;  the  rather,  that  I  well  knew  what  you  had  in  pickle 
for  me  to-morrow.  But  I  am  not  so  easily  caught  napping." 

"Before  I  die,"  said  Father  d'Aigrigny,  in  a  failing  voice, 
"I  will  unmask  you." 

"Oh,  no,  you  will  not,"  said  Rodin,  shaking  his  head  with 
a  knowing  air ;  "I  alone,  if  you  please,  will  receive  your  last 
confession." 

"Oh!  this  is  horrible,"  moaned  Father  d'Aigrigny,  whose 
eyes  were  closing.  "May  God  have  mercy  on  me,  if  it  is 
not  too  late ! — Alas !  at  this  awful  moment,  I  feel  that  I  have 
been  a  great  sinner " 

"And,  above  all,  a  great  fool,"  said  Rodin,  shrugging  his 
shoulders,  and  watching  with  cold  disdain  the  dying  mo- 
ments of  his  accomplice. 

Father  d'Aigrigny  had  now  but  a  few  minutes  more  to 
live.  Rodin  perceived  it,  and  said:  "It  is  time  to  call  for 
help."  And  the  Jesuit  ran,  with  an  air  of  alarm  and  con- 
sternation, into  the  courtyard  of  the  house. 

Others  came  at  his  cries ;  but,  as  he  had  promised,  Rodin 

had    only    quitted    Father    d'Aigrigny    as    the    latter    had 

breathed  his  last  sigh. 

******* 

That  evening,  alone  in  his  chamber,  by  the  glimmer  of 
a  little  lamp,  Rodin  sat  plunged  in  a  sort  of  ecstatic  ^ontem- 
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plation,  before  the  print  representing  Sixtus  V.  The  great 
house-clock  struck  twelve.  At  the  last  stroke,  Rodin  drew 
himself  up  in  all  the  savage  majesty  of  his  internal  triumph, 
and  exclaimed:  "This  is  the  first  of  June.  There  are  no 
more  Renneponts ! — Methinks,  1  hear  the  hour  from  the 
clock  of  St.  Peter's  at  Rome  striking!" 


CHAPTER  LXVII. 

A    MESSAGE. 

While  Rodin  sat  plunged  in  ambitious  reverie,  contem- 
plating the  portrait  of  Sixtus  V.,  good  little  Father  Caboccini, 
whose  warm  embraces  had  so  much  irritated  the  first  men- 
tioned personage,  went  secretly  to  Faringhea,  to  deliver  to 
him  a  fragment  of  an  ivory  crucifix,  and  said  to  him  with 
his  usual  air  of  jovial  good-nature:  "His  Excellency  Car- 
dinal Malipieri,  on  my  departure  from  Rome,  charged  me  to 
give  you  this  only  on  the  31st  of  May." 

The  half-caste,  who  was  seldom  affected  by  anything, 
started  abruptly,  almost  with  an  expression  of  pain.  His 
face  darkened,  and  bending  upon  the  little  father  a  piercing 
look,  he  said  to  him:     "You  were  to  add  something." 

"True,"  replied  Father  Caboccini;  "the  words  I  was  to 
add  are  these:     'There  is  manv  a  slip  'twixt  the  cup  and  the 

HP-'  "   . 

"It  is  well,"  said  the  other.  Heaving  a  deep  sigh,  he 
joined  the  fragment  of  the  ivory  crucifix  to  a  piece  already 
in  his  possession;  it  fitted  exactly. 

Father  Caboccini  looked  at  him  with  curiosity,  for  the 
cardinal  had  only  told  him  to  deliver  the  ivory  fragment  to 
Faringhea,  and  to  repeat  the  above  words.  Being  somewhat 
mystified  with  all  this,  the  reverend  father  said  to  the  half- 
caste:  "What  are  you  going  to  do  with  that  crucifix:" 

"Nothing,"  said  Faringhea,  still  absorbed  in  painful 
thought. 

"Nothing?"  resumed  the  reverend  father,  in  astonish- 
ment.     "What,  then,  was  tbc  use  of  bringing  it  so  far?" 

Without  satisfying  his  curiosity,  Faringhea  replied:  "At 
what  hour  to-morrow  does  Father  Rodin  go  to  the  Rue  Saint- 
Franqois  ?" 
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"Very  early." 

"Before  leaving  home,  he  will  go  to  say  prayers  in  the 
chapel  ?" 

"Yes,  according  to  the  habit  of  our  reverend  fathers." 

"You  sleep  near  him?" 

"Being  his  socius,  I  occupy  the  room  next  to  his." 

"It  is  possible,"  said  Faringhea,  after  a  moment's  silence, 
"that  the  reverend  father,  full  of  the  great  interests  which 
occupy  his  mind,  might  forget  to  go  to  the  chapel.  In  that 
case,  pray  remind  him  of  this  pious  duty." 

"I  shall  not  fail." 

"Pray  do  not  fail,"  repeated  Faringhea,  anxiously. 

"Be  satisfied,"  said  the  good  little  father;  "I  see  that  you 
take  great  interest  in  his  salvation." 

"Great  interest." 

"It  is  very  praiseworthy  in  you.  Continue  as  you  have 
begun,  and  you  may  one  day  belong  completely  to  our  Com- 
pany," said  Father  Caboccini,  affectionately. 

"I  am  as  yet  but  a  poor  auxiliary  member,"  said  Farin- 
ghea, humbly ;  "but  no  one  is  more  devoted  to  the  Society, 
body  and  soul.     Bowanee  is  nothing  to  it." 

"Bowanee !  who  is  that,  my  good  friend?" 

"Bowanee  makes  corpses  which  rot  in  the  ground.  The 
Society  makes  corpses  which  walk  about." 

"Ah,  yes !  Perinde  ac  cadaver — they  were  the  last  words 
of  our  great  saint,  Ignatius  de  Loyola.  But  who  is  this 
Bowanee  ?" 

"Bowanee  is  to  the  Society  what  a  child  is  to  a  man," 
replied  the  Asiatic,  with  growing  excitement.  "Glory  to 
the  Company — glory !  Were  my  father  its  enemy,  I  would 
kill  my  father.  The  man  whose  genius  inspires  me  most 
with  admiration,  respect,  and  terror — were  he  its  enemy,  I 
would  kill,  in  spite  of  all,"  said  the  half-caste,  with  an  effort. 
Then,  after  a  moment's  silence,  he  looked  full  in  Caboccini's 
face,  and  added:  "I  say  this,  that  you  may  report  my  words 
to  Cardinal  Malipieri,  and  beg  him  to  mention  them  to " 

Faringhea  stopped  short.  "To  whom  should  the  cardinal 
mention  your  words?"  asked  Caboccini. 

"Pie  knows,"  replied  the  half-caste,  abruptly.  "Good 
night !" 

"Good-night,  my  friend !  I  can  only  approve  of  your  ex- 
cellent  sentiments  with  regard  to  our   Company.     Alas !   it 
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is  in  want  of  energetic  defenders,  for  there  are  said  to  be 
traitors  in  its  bosom." 

"For  those."  said  Faringhea,  "we  must  have  no  pity." 

"Certainly."  said  the  good  little  father;  "we  understand 
one  another." 

"Perhaps."  said  the  half-caste.  "Do  not,  at  all  events, 
forget  to  remind  Father  Rodin  to  go  to  chapel  to-morrow 
morning 

"I  will  take  care  of  that,"  said  Father  Caboccini. 

The  two  men  parted.  On  his  return  to  the  house,  Caboc- 
cini learned  that  a  courier,  only  arrived  that  night  from 
Rome,  had  brought  despatches  to  Rodin. 


CHAPTER  LXVIII. 

THE       FIRST       OF       JUNE. 

The  chapel  belonging  to  the  house  of  the  reverend  fathers 
in  the  Rue  de  Yaugirard,  was  gay  and  elegant.  Large 
panes  of  stained  glass  admitted  a  mysterious  light ;  the  altar 
shone  with  gold  and  silver;  and  at  the  entrance  of  this 
little  church,  in  an  obscure  corner  beneath  the  organ-loft, 
was  a  font  for  holy  water  in  sculptured  marble.  It  was 
close  to  this  font,  in  a  dark  nook  where  he  could  hardly  be 
seen,  that  Faringhea  knelt  down,  early  on  the  1st  of  June, 
as  soon  indeed  as  the  chapel  doors  were  opened.  The  half- 
caste  was  exceedingly  sad.  From  time  to  time  he  started 
and  sighed,  as  if  agitated  by  a  violent  internal  struggle. 
This  wild,  untamable  being,  possessed  with  the  monomania 
of  evil  and  destruction,  felt,  as  may  be  imagined,  a  profound 
admiration  for  Rodin,  who  exercised  over  him  a  kind  of  mag- 
netic fascination.  The  half-caste,  almost  a  wild  beast  in 
human  form,  saw  something  supernatural  in  the  infernal 
genius  of  Rodin.  And  the  latter,  too  sagacious  not  to  have 
discovered  the  savage  devotion  of  this  wretch,  had  made. 
as  we  have  seen,  good  use  of  him,  in  bringing  about  the 
tragical  termination  of  the  loves  of  Adrienne  and  Djalma. 
But  what  excited  to  an  incredible  degree  the  admiration  of 
Faringhea,  was  what  he  knew  of  the  Society  of  Jesus.  This 
''mmense,  occult  power,  which  undermined  the  world  by  its 
ubterraneous   ramifications,   and   reached    its   ends   by   dia- 
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bolical  means,  had  inspired  the  half-caste  with  a  wild  en- 
thusiasm. And  if  anything  in  the  world  surpassed  his 
fanatical  admiration  for  Rodin,  it  was  his  blind  devotion  to 
the  Company  of  Ignatius  de  Loyola,  which,  as  he  said,  could 
make  corpses  that  walk  about.  Hid  in  the  shadow  of  the 
organ-loft,  Faringhea  was  reflecting  deeply  on  these  things, 
when  footsteps  were  heard,  and  Rodin  entered  the  chapel, 
accompanied  by  his  socius,  the  little  one-eyed  father. 

Whether  from  absence  of  mind,  or  that  the  shadow  of  the 
orange-loft  completely  concealed  the  half-caste,  Rodin  dipped 
his  fingers  into  the  font  without  perceiving  Faringhea,  who 
stood  motionless  as  a  statue,  though  a  cold  sweat  streamed 
from  his  brow.  The  prayer  of  Rodin  was,  as  may  be  sup- 
posed, short ;  he  was  in  haste  to  get  to  the  Rue  Saint-Fran- 
qois.  After  kneeling  down  with  Father  Caboccini  for  a  few 
seconds,  he  rose,  bowed  respectfully  to  the  altar,  and  re- 
turned towards  the  door,  followed  by  his  socius.  At  the 
moment  Rodin  approached  the  font  he  perceived  the  tall 
figure  of  the  half-caste  standing  out  from  the  midst  of  the 
dark  shadow ;  advancing  a  little,  Faringhea  bowed  respect- 
fully to  Rodin,  who  said  to  him,  in  a  low  voice;  "Come  to  me 
at  two  o'clock." 

So  saying,  Rodin  stretched  forth  his  hand  to  dip  it  into 
the  holy  water;  but  Faringhea  spared  him  the  trouble,  by 
offering  him  the  sprinkling-brush,  which  generally  stood  in 
the  font. 

Pressing  between  his  dirty  fingers  the  damp  hairs  of  the 
brush,  which  the  half-caste  held  by  the  handle,  Rodin 
wetted  his  thumb  and  forefinger,  and,  according  to  custom, 
traced  the  sign  of  the  cross  upon  his  forehead.  Then,  open- 
ing the  door  of  the  chapel,  he  went  out,  after  again  repeating 
to  Faringhea :    "Come  to  me  at  two  o'clock." 

Thinking  he  would  also  make  use  of  the  sprinkling-hrush, 
which,  Faringhea,  still  motionless,  held  with  a  trembling 
hand,  Father  Caboccini  stretched  out  his  fingers  to  reach 
it,  when  the  half-breed,  as  if  determined  to  confine  his 
favors  to  Rodin,  hastily  withdrew  the  instrument.  Deceived 
in  his  expectation,  Father  Caboccini  lost  no  time  in  following 
Rodin,  whom  he  was  not  to  leave  that  day  for  a  single 
moment,  and,  getting  into  a  hackney-coach  with  him,  set 
out  for  the  Rue  Saint-Franqois.  It  is  impossible  to  describe 
the  look  which  the  half-breed  fixed  upon  Rodin  as  the  latter 
quitted  the  chapel.     Left  alone  in  the  sacred  edifice,  Far- 
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inghea  sank  upon  the  stones,  half  kneeling,  half  crouching, 
with  his  face  huried  in  his  hands.  As  the  coach  drew  near 
the  quarter  of  the  Marais,  in  which  was  situated  the  house 
of  Marius  de  Rennepont.  a  feverish  agitation,  and  the  <lr- 
vouring  impatience  of  triumph,  were  visible  on  the  counte- 
nance of  Rodin.  Two  or  three  times  he  opened  his  pocket- 
book,  and  read  and  arranged  the  different  certificates  of  death 
of  the  various  members  of  the  Rennepont  family;  and  from 
time  to  time  he  thrust  his  head  anxiously  from  the  coach- 
window,  as  if  he  had  wished  to  hasten  the  slow  progress  of 
the  vehicle. 

The  good  little  father,  his  socius,  did  not  take  his  eye  off 
Rodin,  and  his  look  had  a  strange  and  crafty  expression. 
At  last  the  coach  entered  the  Rue  Saint-Franqois,  and 
stopped  before  the  iron-studded  door  of  the  old  house,  which 
had  been  closed  for  a  century  and  a  half.  Rodin  sprang 
from  the  coach  with  the  agility  of  a  young  man,  and  knocked 
violently  at  the  door,  whilst  Father  Caboccini,  less  light  of 
foot,  descended  more  prudently  to  the  ground.  No  answer 
was  returned  to  the  loud  knocking  of  Rodin.  Trembling 
with  anxiety,  he  knocked  again.  This  time,  as  he  listened 
attentively,  he  heard  slow  steps  approaching.  They  stopped 
at  some  distance  from  the  door,  which  was  not  yet  opened. 

"It  is  keeping  one  upon  red-hot  coals,"  said  Rodin,  for  he 
felt  as  if  there  was  a  burning  fire  in  his  chest.  He  again 
shook  the  door  violently,  and  began  to  gnaw  his  nails  accord- 
ing to  his  custom. 

Suddenly  the  door  opened,  and  Samuel,  the  Jew  guardian, 
appeared  beneath  the  porch.  The  countenance  of  the  old 
man  expressed  bitter  grief.  Upon  his  venerable  cheeks  were 
the  traces  of  recent  tears,  which  he  strove  to  dry  with 
his  trembling  hands,  as  he  opened  the  door  to  Rodin. 

"Who  are  you,  gentlemen?"  said  Samuel. 

"I  am  the  bearer  of  a  power  of  attorney  from  the  Abbe 
Gabriel,  the  only  living  representative  of  the  Rennepont 
family,"  answered  Rodin,  hastily.  "This  gentleman  is  my 
secretary,"  added  he,  pointing  to  Father  Caboccini.  who 
bowed. 

After  looking  attentively  at  Rodin.  Samuel  resumed:  "I 
recognize  you.  sir.  Please  to  follow  me."  And  the  old 
guardian  advanced  towards  the  house  in  the  garden,  making 
i  sign  to  the  two  reverend  fathers  to  follow. 

''That  confounded  old  man  kept  me  so  long  at  the  door," 
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said  Rodin  to  his  socius,  "that  I  think  I  have  caught  a  cold 
in  consequence.  My  lips  and  throat  are  dried  up,  like  parch- 
ment baked  at  the  fire." 

"Will  you  not  take  something,  my  dear,  good  father? 
Suppose  you  were  to  ask  this  man  for  a  glass  of  water," 
cried  the  little  one-eyed  priest,  with  tender  solicitude. 

"No,  no,"  answered  Rodin ;  "it  is  nothing.  I  am  devoured 
by  impatience.     That  is  all." 

Pale  and  desolate,  Bathsheba,  the  wife  of  Samuel,  was 
standing  at  the  door  of  the  apartment  she  occupied  with 
her  husband,  in  the  building  next  the  street.  As  the  Jew 
passed  before  her,  he  said,  in  Hebrew:  "The  curtains  of 
the  Hall  of  Mourning?" 

"Are  closed." 

"And  the  iron  casket?" 

"Is  prepared,"  answered  Bathsheba,  also  in  Hebrew. 

After  pronouncing  these  words,  completely  unintelligible 
to  Rodin  and  Caboccini,  Samuel  and  Bathsheba  exchanged 
a  bitter  smile,  notwithstanding  the  despair  impressed  on 
their  countenances. 

Ascending  the  steps,  followed  by  the  two  reverend  fathers, 
Samuel  entered  the  vestibule  of  the  house,  in  which  a  lamp 
was  burning.  Endowed  with  an  excellent  local  memory, 
Rodin  was  about  to  take  the  direction  of  the  Red  Saloon, 
in  which  "had  been  held  the  first  convocation  of  the  heirs, 
when  Samuel  stopped  him,  and  said:     "It  is  not  that  way." 

Then,  taking  the  lamp,  he  advanced  towards  a  dark 
staircase,  for  the  windows  of  the  house  had  not  been  un- 
bricked. 

"But,"  said  Rodin,  "the  last  time,  we  met  in  a  saloon  on 
the  ground  floor." 

"To-day,  we  must  go  higher,"  answered  Samuel,  as  he 
began  slowly  to  ascend  the  stairs. 

"Where  to?  higher!"  said  Rodin,  following  him. 

"To  the  Hall  of  Mourning,"  replied  the  Jew,  and  he  con- 
tinued to  ascend. 

"What  is  the  Hall  of  Mourning?"  resumed  Rodin,  in  some 
surprise. 

"A  place  of  tears  and  death,"  answered  the  Israelite;  and 
he  kept  on  ascending  through  the  darkness,  for  the  little 
lamp  threw  but  a  faint  light  around. 

"But,"  said  Rodin,  more  and  more  astonished,  and  stop- 
ping short  on  the  stairs,  "why  go  to  this  place?" 
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"The  money  is  there,"  answered  Samuel,  and  he  went  on. 

"Oh?  it  the  money  is  there,  that  alters  the  ease,"  replied 
Rodin  ;  and  he  made  haste  to  regain  the  few  steps  he  had 
lost  by  stopping. 

Samuel  continued  to  ascend,  and,  at  a  turn  of  the  stair- 
case, the  two  Jesuits  could  see  by  the  pale  light  of  the  little 
lamp,  the  profile  of  the  old  Israelite,  in  the  space  left  be- 
tween the  iron  balustrade  and  the  wall,  as  he  climbed  on 
with  difficulty  above  them.  Rodin  was  struck  with  the  ex- 
pression of  Samuel's  countenance.  Hi-  black  eyes,  gener- 
ally so  calm,  sparkled  with  ardor.  His  features,  usually  im- 
pressed with  a  mixture  of  sorrow,  intelligence,  and  goodi 
seemed  to  grow  harsh  and  stern,  and  his  thin  lips  wore  a 
strange  smile. 

"It  is  not  so  very  high,"  whispered  Rodin  to  Caboccini, 
"and  yet  my  legs  ache,  and  I  am  quite  out  of  breath.  There 
is  a  strange  throbbing  too  in  my  temples." 

In  fact.  Rodin  breathed  hard,  and  with  difficulty.  To  this 
confidential  communication,  good  little  Father  Caboccini,  in 
general  so  full  of  tender  care  for  his  colleague,  made  no 
answer.     He  seemed  to  be  in  deep  thought. 

"Will  we  soon  be  there?"  said  Rodin,  impatiently,  to 
Samuel. 

"We  are  there."  replied  the  Israelite. 

"And  a  good  thing  too,"  said  Rodin. 

"Very  good,"  said  the  Jew. 

Stopping  in  the  midst  of  a  corridor,  he  pointed  with  the 
hand  in  which  he  held  the  lamp  to  a  large  door  from  which 
streamed  a  faint  light.  In  spite  of  his  growing  surprise, 
Rodin  entered  resolutely,  followed  by  Father  Caboccini  and 
Samuel.  The  apartment  in  which  these  three  personages 
now  found  themselves  was  very  large.  The  daylight  only 
entered  from  a  belvedere  in  the  roof,  the  four  sides  of  which 
had  been  covered  with  leaden  plates,  each  of  which  was 
pierced  with  seven  holes,  forming  a  cross,  thus : 

* 
*  *  * 

* 
* 
* 

Xow,  the  light  being  only  admitted  through  these  holes, 
the  obscurity  would  have  been  complete,  had  it  not  been  for 
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a  lamp,  which  burned  on  a  large  massive  slab  of  black  marble, 
fixed  against  one  of  the  walls.  One  would  have  taken  it 
for  a  funeral  chamber,  for  it  was  all  hung  with  black  cur- 
tains, fringed  with  white.  There  was  no  furniture,  save 
the  slab  of  black  marble  we  have  already  mentioned.  On 
this  slab  was  an  iron  casket,  of  the  manufacture  of  the 
seventeenth  century,  admirably  adorned  with  open  work, 
like  lace  made  of  metal. 

Addressing  Rodin,  who  was  wiping  his  forehead  with  his 
dirty  handkerchief,  and  looking  round  him  with  surprise, 
but  not  fear,  Samuel  said  to  him :  "The  will  of  the  testator, 
however  strange  it  may  appear,  is  sacred  with  me,  and  must 
be  accomplished  in  all  things." 

'Certainly,"  said  Rodin;  "but  what  are  we  to  do  here?" 
'You  will  know  presently,  sir.     You  are  the  representa- 
tive of  the  only  remaining  heir  of  the  Rennepont  family,  the 
Abbe  Gabriel  de  Rennepont?" 

;'Yes,  sir,  and  here  are  my  papers,"  replied  Rodin. 

"To  save  time,"  resumed  Samuel,  "I  will,  previous  to  the 
arrival  of  the  magistrate,  go  through  the  inventory  of  the 
securities  contained  in  this  casket,  which  I  withdrew  yester- 
day from  the  custody  of  the  Bank  of  France." 

"The  securities  are  there?"  cried  Rodin,  advancing  eagerly 
towards  the  casket. 

"Yes,  sir,"  replied  Samuel,  "as  by  the  list.  Your  secre- 
tary will  call  them  over,  and  I  will  produce  each  in  turn. 
They  can  then  be  replaced  in  the  casket,  which  I  will  de- 
liver up  to  you  in  presence  of  the  magistrate." 

"All  this  seems  perfectly  correct,"  said  Rodin. 

Samuel  delivered  the  list  to  Father  Caboccini,  and  ap- 
proaching the  casket,  touched  a  spring,  which  was  not  seen 
by  Rodin.  The  heavy  lid  flew  open,  and,  while  Father 
Caboccini  read  the  names  of  the  different  securities,  Samuel 
showed  them  to  Rodin,  who  returned  them  to  the  old  Jew, 
after  a  careful  examination.  This  verification  did  not  last 
long,  for  this  immense  fortune  was  all  comprised,  as  we 
already  know,  in  eight  government  securities,  five  hundred 
thousand  francs  in  bank-note,  thirty-five  thousand  francs 
in  gold,  and  two  hundred  and  fifty  francs  in  silver — making 
in  all  an  amount  of  two  hundred  and  twelve  millions,  one 
hundred  and  seventy-five  thousand  francs.  When  Rodin 
had  counted  the  last  of  the  five  hundred  bank-notes,  of  a 
thousand    francs    each,    he    said,    as    he    returned    them    to 
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Samuel:     "It  is  quite  right.     Two  hundred  and  twelve  mil- 
lions, one  hundred  and  seventy-five  thousand  francs!" 

He  was  no  douht  almost  choked  with  joy,  for  he  breathed 
with  difficulty,  his  eyes  closed,  and  he  was  obliged  to  lean 
upon  Father  Caboccini's  arm,  as  he  said  to  him  in  an  altered 
voice:  "It  is  singular.  I  thought  myself  proof  against  all 
such  emotions;  but  what  I  feel  is  extraordinary." 

The  natural  paleness  of  the  Jesuit  increased  so  much,  and 
he  seemed  so  much  agitated  with  convulsive  movements, 
that  Father  Caboccini  exclaimed:  "My  dear  father,  collect 
yourself;  do  not  let  success  overcome  you  thus/' 

Whilst  the  little  one-eyed  man  was  attending  to  Rodin, 
Samuel  carefully  replaced  the  securities  in  the  iron  casket. 
Thanks  to  his  unconquerable  energy,  and  to  the  joy  he  felt 
at  seeing  himself  so  near  the  term  of  his  labors,  Rodin  mas- 
tered this  attack  of  weakness,  and  drawing  himself  up,  calm 
and  proud,  he  said  to  Caboccini :  "It  is  nothing.  I  did  not 
survive  the  cholera  to  die  of  joy  on  the  first  of  June." 

And,  though  still  frightfully  pale,  the  countenance  of  the 
Jesuit  shone  with  audacious  confidence.  But  now,  when 
Rodin  appeared  to  be  quite  recovered,  Father  Caboccini 
seemed  suddenly  transformed.  Though  short,  fat,  and  one- 
eyed,  his  features  assumed  on  the  instant  so  firm,  harsh, 
and  commanding  an  expression,  that  Rodin  recoiled  a  step 
as  he  looked  at  him.  Then  Father  Caboccini,  drawing  a 
paper  from  his  pocket,  kissed  it  respectfully,  glanced  sternly 
at  Rodin,  and  read  as  follows,  in  a  severe  and  menacing 
tone: 

"  'On  receipt  of  the  present  rescript,  the  Reverend  Father  Rodin  will 
deliver  up  all  his  powers  tn  the  Reverend  Father  Caboccini,  who  is 
aline  commissioned,  with  the  Reverend  Father  d'Aigrigny,  to  receive 
the  inheritance  of  the  Rermepont  family,  if,  in  His  eternal  justice,  the 
Lord  should  restore  this  property,  of  which  our  Company  has  been 
wronged. 

"  'Moreover,  on  receipt  of  the  present  rescript,  the  Reverend  Father 
Rodin,  in  charge  of  a  person  to  be  named  by  the  Reverend  Father 
Caboccini,  shall  be  conveyed  to  our  house  in  the  Town  of  Laval,  tu  be 
kept  in  strict  seclusion  in  his  cell  until  further  orders.'  " 

Then  Father  Caboccini  handed  the  rescript  to  Rodin,  that 
the  latter  might  read  the  signature  of  the  General  of  the 
Company.  Samuel,  greatly  interested  by  this  scene,  drew 
a  few  steps  nearer,  leaving  the  casket  half-open.  Suddenly, 
Rodin  burst  into  a  loud  laugh — a  laugh  of  joy,  contempt 
and    triumph,    impossible    to    describe.      Father    Caboccini 
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looked  at  him  with  angry  astonishment;  when  Rodin,  grow- 
ing still  more  imperious  and  haughty,  and  with  an  air  of 
more  sovereign  disdain  than  ever,  pushed  aside  the  paper 
with  the  back  of  his  dirty  hand  and  said:  "What  is  the 
date  of  that  scribble?" 

"The  eleventh  of  May,"  answered  Father  Caboccini  in 
amazement. 

"Here  is  a  brief,  that  I  received  last  night  from  Rome, 
under  date  of  the  eighteenth.  It  informs  me  that  I  am 
appointed  General  of  the  Order.     Read !" 

Father  Caboccini  took  the  paper,  read  it,  and  remained 
thunderstruck.  Then,  returning  it  humbly  to  Rodin,  he 
respectfully  bent  his  knee  before  him.  Thus  seemed  the 
ambitious  views  of  Rodin  accomplished.  In  spite  of  the 
hatred  and  suspicion  of  that  party,  of  which  Cardinal  Mali- 
pieri  was  the  representative  and  the  chief,  Rodin,  by  address 
and  craft,  audacity  and  persuasion,  and  in  consequence  of 
the  high  esteem  in  which  his  partisans  at  Rome  held  his 
rare  capacity,  had  succeeded  in  deposing  his  General,  and 
in  procuring  his  own  elevation  to  that  eminent  post.  Now, 
according  to  his  calculation,  aided  by  the  millions  he  was 
about  to  possess,  it  would  be  but  one  step  from  that  post  to 
the  pontifical  throne.  A  mute  witness  of  this  scene,  Samuel 
smiled  also  with  an  air  of  triumph,  as  he  closed  the  casket 
by  means  of  the  spring  known  only  to  himself.  That  metallic 
sound  recalled  Rodin  from  the  heights  of  his  mad  ambition 
to  the  realities  of  life,  and  he  said  to  Samuel  in  a  sharp  voice: 
"You  have  heard?  These  millions  must  be  delivered  to  me 
alone." 

He  extended  his  hands  eagerly  and  impatiently  towards 
the  casket,  as  if  he  would  have  taken  possession  of  it,  before 
the  arrival  of  the  magistrate.  Then  Samuel  in  his  turn 
seemed  transfigured,  and,  folding  his  arms  upon  his  breast, 
and  drawing  up  his  aged  form  to  its  full  height,  he  assumed 
a  threatening  and  imposing  air.  His  eyes  flashed  with  in- 
dignation, and  he  said  in  a  solemn  tone:  "This  fortune — at 
first  the  humble  remains  of  the  inheritance  of  the  most  noble 
of  men,  whom  the  plots  of  the  sons  of  Loyola  drove  to  sui- 
cide— this  fortune,  which  has  since  become  royal  in  amount, 
thanks  to  the  sacred  probity  of  three  generations  of  faithful 
servants — this  fortune  shall  never  be  the  reward  of  false- 
hood, hypocrisy  and  murder.  No!  the  eternal  justice  of 
heaven  will  not  allow  it." 
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"Of  murder?  what  do  you  mean,  sir?"  asked  Rodin, 
boldly. 

Samuel  made  no  answer.  He  stamped  his  foot,  and  ex- 
tended his  arm  slowly  towards  the  extremity  of  the  apart- 
ment. Then  Rodin  and  Father  Caboccini  beheld  an  awful 
spectacle.  The  draperies  on  the  wall  were  drawn  aside,  as 
if  by  an  invisible  hand.  Round  a  funeral  vault,  faintly  illu- 
mined by  the  bluish  li.^ht  of  a  silver  lamp,  six  dead  bodies 
were  ranged  upon  black  biers,  dressed  in  long  black  robes. 
They  were:  Jacques  Rennepont — Franqois  Hardy — Rose 
and  Blanche  Simon — Adrienne  and  Djalma.  They  appeared 
to  be  asleep.  Their  eyelids  were  closed,  their  hands  crossed 
over  their  breasts.  Father  Caboccini,  trembling  in  every 
limb,  made  the  sign  of  the  cross,  and  retreating  to  the  oppo- 
site wall,  buried  his  face  in  his  hands.  Rodin  on  the  con- 
trary, with  agitated  countenance,  staring  eyes,  and  hail 
standing  on  end,  yielding  to  an  invincible  attraction,  ad- 
vanced towards  those  inanimate  forms.  One  would  have 
said  that  these  last  of  the  Renneponts  had  only  just  ex- 
pired. They  seemed  to  be  in  the  first  hour  of  the  eternal 
sleep.* 

"Behold  those  whom  thou  hast  slain !"  cried  Samuel,  in 
a  voice  broken  with  sobs.  "Yea!  your  detestable  plot£ 
caused  their  death — and,  as  they  fell  one  by  one,  it  was  my 
pious  care  to  obtain  possession  of  their  poor  remains,  that 
they  may  all  repose  in  the  same  sepulchre.  Oh! — cursed — • 
cursed — cursed — be  thou  who  has  killed  them  !  But  their 
spoils  shall  escape  thy  murderous  hands. " 

Rodin,  still  drawn  forward  in  spite  of  himself,  had  ap- 
proached the  funeral  couch  of  Djalma.  Surmounting  hif 
first  alarm,  the  Jesuit,  to  assure  himself  that  he  was  not 
the  sport  of  a  frightful  dream,  ventured  to  touch  the  hand? 
of  the  Asiatic — and  found  that  they  were  damp  and  pliant 
though  cold  as  ice. 

The  Jesuit  drew  back  in  horror.  For  some  seconds,  he 
trembled  convulsively.  But,  his  first  amazement  over,  re- 
flection returned,  and,  with  reflection  came  that  invincible 
energy,  that  infernal  obstinacy  of  character,  that  gave  him 
so  much  power.  Steadying  himself  on  his  legs,  drawing  his 
hand  across  his  brow,  raising  his  head,  moistening  his  lips 

*  Should  this  appear  incredible,  we  would  remind  the  reader  of  the 
marvellous  discoveries  in  the  art  of  embalming — particularly  Dr.  Gan- 
nal's. 
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two  or  three  times  before  he  spoke — for  his  throat  and 
mouth  grew  ever  drier  and  hotter,  without  his  being  able  to 
explain  the  cause — he  succeeded  in  giving  to  his  features  an 
imperious  and  ironical  expression,  and,  turning  towards 
Samuel,  who  wept  in  silence,  he  said  to  him,  in  a  hoarse, 
guttural  voice:  "I  need  not  show  you  the  certificates  of 
their  death.  There  they  are  in  person."  And  he  pointed 
with  his  bony  hand  to  the  six  dead  bodies. 

At  these  words  of  his  General,  Father  Caboccini  again 
made  the  sign  of  the  cross,  as  if  he  had  seen  a  fiend. 

"Oh,  my  God !"  cried  Samuel ;  "Thou  hast  quite  aban- 
doned this  man.  With  what  a  calm  look  he  contemplates  his 
victims !" 

"Come,  sir!"  said  Rodin,  with  a  horrid  smile;  "this  is  a 
natural  waxwork  exhibition,  that  is  all.  My  calmness 
proves  my  innocence — and  we  had  best  come  at  once  to 
business.  I  have  an  appointment  at  two  o'clock.  So  let  us 
carry  down  this  casket." 

He  advanced  towards  the  marble  slab.  Seized  with  indig- 
nation and  horror,  Samuel  threw  himself  before  him,  and, 
pressing  with  all  his  might  on  a  knob  in  the  lid  of  the  casket 
— a  knob  which  yielded  to  the  pressure — he  exclaimed: 
"Since  your  infernal  soul  is  incapable  of  remorse,  it  may 
perhaps  be  shaken  by  disappointed  avarice." 

"What  does  he  say?"  cried  Rodin.     "What  is  he  doing?" 

"Look !"  said  Samuel,  in  his  turn  assuming  an  air  of  sav- 
age triumph.  "I  told  you,  that  the  spoils  of  your  victims 
should  escape  your  murderous  hands." 

Hardly  had  he  uttered  these  words,  before  through  the 
open-work  of  the  iron  casket  rose  a  light  cloud  of  smoke, 
and  an  odor  as  of  burnt  paper  spread  itself  through  the 
room.  Rodin  understood  it  instantly.  "Fire !"  he  exclaimed, 
as  he  rushed  forward  to  seize  the  casket.  It  had  been 
made  fast  to  the  heavy  marble  slab. 

"Yes,  fire,"  said  Samuel.  "In  a  few  minutes,  of  that 
immense  treasure  there  will  remain  nothing  but  ashes.  And 
better  so,  than  that  it  should  belong  to  you  or  yours.  This 
treasure  is  not  mine,  and  it  only  remains  for  me  to  destroy 
it — since  Gabriel  de  Rennepont  will  be  faithful  to  the  oath 
he  has  taken." 

"Help!  water!  water!"  cried  Rodin,  as  he  covered  the 
casket  with  his  body,  trying  in  vain  to  extinguish  the  flames, 
which,  fanned  by  the  current  of  air,  now  issued  from  the 
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thousand  apertures  in  the  lid:  hut  soon  the  intensity  of  the 
fire  diminished,  a  few  threads  of  bluish  smoke  alone  mounted 
upwards — and  then,  all  was  extinct. 

The  work  was  done!  Breathless  and  taint,  Rodin  leaneu 
against  the  marhle  slah.  For  the  first  time  in  his  life,  he 
wept;  large  tears  of  rage  rolled  down  his  cadaverous  cheeks. 
But  suddenly,  dreadful  pains,  at  first  dull,  but  gradually 
augmenting  in  intensity,  seized  on  him  with  so  much  fury, 
though  he  employed  all  his  energy  to  struggle  against  them, 
that  he  fell  on  his  knees,  and,  pressing  his  two  hands  to  his 
chest,  murmured  with  an  attempt  to  smile:  "It  is  nothing. 
Do  not  be  alarmed.  A  few  spasms — that  is  all.  The  treas- 
ure is  destroyed — but  I  remain  General  of  the  Order.  Oh ! 
I  suffer.  What  a  furnace!"  he  added,  writhing  in  agony. 
"Since  I  entered  this  cursed  house,  I  know  not  what  ails 
me.  If — I  had  not  lived  on  roots — water — bread — which  I 
go  myself  to  buy — I  should  think — I  was  poisoned — for  I 
triumph — and  Cardinal  Malipieri  has  long  arms.  Yes — I 
still  triumph — for  I  will  not  die — this  time  no  more  than 
the  other — I  will  not  die!" 

Then,  as  he  stretched  out  his  arms  convulsively,  he  con- 
tinued: "It  is  lire  that  devours  my  entrails.  No  doubt, 
they  have  tried  to  poison  me.     But  when?  but  how?"' 

After  another  pause,  Rodin  again  cried  out,  in  a  stifled 
voice:  "Help!  help  me,  you  that  stand  looking  on — like 
spectres  ! — Help  me,  I  say  \" 

Horror-struck  at  this  dreadful  agony,  Samuel  and  Father 
Caboccini  were  unable  to  stir. 

"Help!"    repeated    Rodin,    in    a    tone    of    strangulation. 

"This    poison    is    horrible. — But    how "     Then,    with    a 

terrific  cry  of  rage,  as  if  a  sudden  idea  had  struck  him,  he 
exclaimed:  "Ha!  Faringhea — this  morning — the  holy 
water — he  knows  such  subtle  poisons.  Yes — it  is  he — he 
had  an  interview  with  Malipieri.  The  demon! — Oh!  it  was 
well  played.  The  Borgias  are  still  the  same.  Oh!  it  is  nil 
over.  I  die.  They  will  regret  me,  the  fools! — Oh!  hell! 
hell!    The  Church  knows  not  its  loss — but   I  burn — help!" 

They  came  to  his  assistance.  Quick  steps  were  he 
upon  the  stairs,  and  Dr.  Baleinier,  followed  by  the  Princess 
de  Saint-Dizier,  appeared  at  the  entrance  of  the  Hall  of 
Mourning.  The  princess  had  learned  vaguely  that  morning 
the  death  of  Father  d'Aigrigny,  and  had  come  to  question 
Rodin  upon   the  subject.     When   this   woman,   entering  the 
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room,  suddenly  saw  the  frightful  spectacle  that  offered  itself 
to  her  view — when  she  saw  Rodin  writhing'  in  horrible 
agony,  and,  further  on,  by  the  light  of  the  sepulchral  lamp, 
those  six  corpses — and,  amongst  them,  her  own  niece,  and 
the  two  orphans  whom  she  had  sent  to  meet  their  death — - 
she  stood  petrified  with  horror,  and  her  reason  was  unable 
to  withstand  the  shock.  She  looked  slowly  round  her,  and 
then  raised  her  arms  on  high,  and  burst  into  a  wild  fit  of 
laughter.  She  had  gone  mad.  Whilst  Dr.  Baleinier  sup- 
ported the  head  of  Rodin,  who  expired  in  his  arms,  Farin- 
ghea  appeared  at  the  door ;  remaining  in  the  shade,  he  cast  a 
ferocious  glance  at  the  corpse  of  the  Jesuit.  "He  would 
have  made  himself  the  chief  of  the  Company  of  Jesus,  to  de- 
stroy it,"  said  he ;  "with  me,  the  Company  of  Jesus  stands 
in  the  place  of  Bowanee.     I  have  obeyed  the  cardinal !" 
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EPILOGUE. 


CHAPTER  I. 

FOUR    VKARS    AFTER. 

Four  years  had  elapsed,  since  the  events  we  have  just  re- 
lated, when  Gahriel  de  Rennepont  wrote  the  following  letter 
to  Abbe  Joseph  Charpentier.  curate  of  the  Parish  of  Saint- 
Aubin,  a  hamlet  of  Sologne : 

"Spriiigwatcr  Farm, 

"June  -M.  1836. 
"Intending  to  write  to  you  yesterday,  my  dear  Joseph,  1 
seated  myself  at  the  little  old  black  table,  that  you  will  re- 
member well.  My  window  looks,  you  know,  upon  the  farm- 
yard, and  I  can  see  all  that  takes  place  there.  Thi 
grave  preliminaries,  my  friend,  but  1  am  coming  to  the 
point.  I  had  just  taken  my  seat  at  the  table,  when,  looking 
from  the  window,  this  is  what  I  saw.  You,  my  dear  Joseph, 
who  can  draw  so  well,  should  have  been  there  to  have 
sketched  the  charming  scene.  The  sun  was  sinking,  the 
sky  serene,  the  air  warm  and  balmy  with  the  breath  of  the 
hawthorn,  which,  flowering  by  the  side  of  a  little  rivulet, 
forms  the  edge  which  borders  the  yard.  Under  the  large 
1 'ear-tree,  close  to  the  wall  of  the  barn,  sat  upon  the  Stone 
bench  my  adopted  father,  Dagobert,  that  brave  and  honest 
soldier  whom  you  love  so  much.  He  appeared  thoughtful, 
his  white  head  was  bowed  on  his  bosom;  with  absent  mind, 
he  patted  old  Spoil-sport,  whose  intelligent  face  v.  ting 

on  hi>  master's  knees.  By  his  side  was  his  wife,  my  dear 
adopted  mother,  occupied  with  her  sewing;  and  near  them, 
on  a  stool,  sat  Angela,  the  wife  of  Agricola,  nursing  her  last  - 
born  child,  while  the  gentle  Magdalen,  with  the  eldest  hoy 
in  her  lap,  was  occupied  in  teaching  him  the  letters  of  the 
alphabet.  Agricola  had  ju^t  returned  from  the  fields,  and 
was  beginning  to  unyoke  his  cattle,  when,  struck,  like  me, 
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no  doubt,  with  this  picture,  he  stood  gazing  on  it  for  a  mo- 
ment, with  his  hand  still  leaning  on  the  yoke,  beneath  which 
bent  submissive  the  broad  foreheads  of  his  two  large  black 
oxen.  I  cannot  express  to  you,  my  friend,  the  enchanting 
repose  of  this  picture,  lighted  by  the  last  rays  of  the  sun, 
here  and  there  broken  by  the  thick  foliage.  What  various 
and  touching  types !  The  venerable  face  of  the  soldier — the 
good,  loving  countenance  of  my  adopted  mother — the  fresh 
beauty  of  Angela,  smiling  on  her  little  child — the  soft 
melancholy  of  the  hunchback,  now  and  then  pressing  her 
lips  to  the  fair,  laughing  cheek  of  Agricola's  eldest  son — and 
then  Agricola  himself,  in  his  manly  beauty,  which  seems  to 
reflect  so  well  the  valor  and  honesty  of  his  heart !  Oh,  my 
friend !  in  contemplating  this  assemblage  of  good,  devoted, 
loble,  and  loving  beings,  so  dear  to  each  other,  living  retired 
in  a  little  farm  of  our  poor  Sologne,  my  heart  rose  towards 
heaven  with  a  feeling  of  ineffable  gratitude.  This  peace  of 
the  family  circle — this  clear  evening,  with  the  perfume  of 
the  woods  and  wild  flowers  wafted  on  the  breeze — this  deep 
silence,  only  broken  by  the  murmur  of  the  neighboring  rill 
— all  affected  me  with  one  of  these  passing  fits  of  vague  and 
sweet  emotion,  which  one  feels  but  cannot  express.  You 
well  know  it,  my  friend,  who,  in  your  solitary  walks,  in  the 
midst  of  your  immense  plains  of  flowering  heath,  surrounded 
by  forests  of  fir  trees,  often  feel  your  eyes  grow  moist,  with- 
out being  able  to  explain  the  cause  of  that  sweet  melancholy, 
which  I,  too,  have  often  felt,  during  those  glorious  nights 
passed  in  the  profound  solitudes  of  America. 

"But,  alas!  a  painful  incident  disturbed  the  serenity  of 
the  picture.  Suddenly  I  heard  Dagobert's  wife  say  to  him: 
'My  dear — you  are  weeping!' 

"At  these  words,  Agricola,  Angela,  and  Magdalen  gathered 
round  the  soldier.  Anxiety  was  visible  upon  every  face. 
Then,  as  he  raised  his  head  abruptly,  one  could  see  two 
large  tears  trickle  down  his  cheek  to  his  white  moustache. 
'It  is  nothing,  my  children,'  said  he,  in  a  voice  of  emotion: 
'it  is  nothing.    Only,  to-day  is  the  first  of  June — and  this 

day  four  years '     He  could  not  complete  the  sentence; 

and,  as  he  raised  his  hands  to  his  eyes,  to  brush  away  the 
tears,  we  saw  that  he  held  between  his  fingers  a  little 
bronze  chain,  with  a  medal  suspended  to  it.  That  is  his 
dearest  relic.  Four  years  ago,  almost  dying  with  despair  at 
the  loss  of  the  two  angels,  of  whom  I  have  so  often  spoken 
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to  you,  my  friend,  he  took  from  the  neck  of  Marshal  Simon, 
brought  home  dead  from  a  fatal  duel,  this  chain  and  medal 
which  his  children  had  so  long  worn.  I  went  down  in- 
stantly, as  you  may  suppose,  to  endeavor  to  soothe  the  pain- 
ful remembrances  of  this  excellent  man;  gradually,  he  grew 
calmer,  and  the  evening  was  passed  in  a  pious  and  quiet 
sadness. 

"You  cannot  imagine,  my  friend,  when  I  returned  to  my 
chamber,  what  cruel  thoughts  came  to  my  mind,  as  1  re- 
called those  past  events,  from  which  I  generally  turn  away 
with  fear  and  horror.  Then  I  saw  once  more  the  victims  of 
those  terrible  and  mysterious  plots,  the  awful  depths  of 
which  have  never  been  penetrated,  thanks  to  the  death  of 
Father  d'A.  and  Father  R.,  and  the  incurable  madness  of 
Madame  de  St.-D.,  the  three  authors  or  accomplices  of  the 
dreadful  deeds.  The  calamities  occasioned  by  them  are 
irreparable;  for  those  who  were  thus  sacrificed  to  a  criminal 
ambition,  would  have  been  the  pride  of  humanity  by  the 
good  they  would  have  done.  Ah,  my  friend!  if  you  had 
known  those  noble  hearts;  if  you  had  known  the  projects 
of  splendid  charity,  formed  by  that  young  lady,  whose 
heart  was  so  generous,  whose  mind  so  elevated,  whose  soul 
so  great !  On  the  eve  of  her  death,  as  a  kind  of  prelude  to 
her  magnificent  designs,  after  a  conversation,  the  subject  of 
which  I  must  keep  secret,  even  from  you,  she  put  into  my 
hands  a  considerable  sum,  saying,  with  her  usual  grace  and 
goodness :  T  have  been  threatened  with  ruin,  and  it  might 
perhaps  come.  What  I  now  confide  to  you  will  at  least  be 
safe — safe — for  those  who  suffer.  Give  much — give  freely — 
make  as  many  happy  hearts  as  you  can.  My  happil 
shall  have  a  royal  inauguration!'  I  do  not  know  whether 
I  ever  told  you,  my  friend,  that,  after  those  fatal  events, 
seeing  Dagobert  and  his  wife  reduced  to  misery,  poor 
'Mother  Bunch'  hardly  able  to  earn  a  wretched  subsist- 
ence, Agricola  soon  to  become  a  father,  and  myself  de- 
prived of  my  curacy,  and  suspended  by  my  bishop,  for 
having  given  religious  consolations  to  a  Protestant,  and 
offered  up  prayers  at  the  tomb  of  an  unfortunate  suicide — I 
considered  myself  justified  in  employing  a  small  portion  of 
the  sum  intrusted  to  me  by  Mdlle.  de  Cardoville  in  the  pur- 
chase of  this  farm  in  Dagobert's  name. 

"Yes,  my  friend,  such  is  the  origin  of  my  fortune.     The 
farmer  to  whom  these  few  acres  formerly  belonged,  gave  us 
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the  rudiments  of  our  agricultural  education,  and  common 
sense,  and  the  study  of  a  few  good  practical  books,  com- 
pleted it.  From  an  excellent  workman,  Agricola  has  be- 
come an  equally  excellent  husbandman;  I  have  tried  to 
imitate  him,  and  have  put  my  hand  also  to  the  plough : 
there  is  no  derogation  in  it,  for  the  labor  which  provides 
food  for  man  is  thrice  hallowed,  and  it  is  truly  to  serve  and 
glorify  God,  to  cultivate  and  enrich  the  earth  He  has  created. 
Dagobert,  when  his  first  grief  was  a  little  appeased,  seemed 
to  gather  new  vigor  from  this  healthy  life  of  the  fields ; 
and,  during  his  exile  in  Siberia,  he  had  already  learned  to 
till  the  ground.  Finally,  my  dear  adopted  mother  and 
sister,  and  Agricola's  good  wife,  have  divided  between  them 
the  household  cares ;  and  God  has  blessed  this  little  colony 
of  people,  who,  alas !  have  been  sorely  tried  by  misfortune, 
and  who  now  only  ask  of  toil  and  solitude,  a  quite,  labo- 
rious, innocent  life,  and  oblivion  of  great  sorrows.  Some- 
times, in  our  winter  evenings,  you  have  been  able  to  appre- 
ciate the  delicate  and  charming  mind  of  the  gentle  'Mother 
Bunch,'  the  rare  poetical  imagination  of  Agricola,  the  ten- 
derness of  his  mother,  the  good  sense  of  his  father,  the  ex- 
quisite natural  grace  of  Angela.  Tell  me,  my  friend,  was 
it  possible  to  unite  more  elements  of  domestic  happiness? 
What  long  evenings  have  we  passed  round  the  fire  of  crack- 
ling wood,  reading,  or  commenting  on  a  few  immortal 
works,  which  always  warm  the  heart,  and  enlarge  the  soul ! 
What  sweet  talk  have  we  had,  prolonged  far  into  the  night ! 
And  then  Agricola's  pastorals,  and  the  timid  literary  con- 
fidences of  Magdalen !  And  the  fresh,  clear  voice  of  Angela, 
joined  to  the  deep  manly  tones  of  Agricola,  in  songs  of 
simple  melody !  And  the  old  stories  of  Dagobert,  so  ener- 
getic and  picturesque  in  their  warlike  spirit !  And  the 
adorable  gayety  of  the  children,  in  their  sports  with  good 
old  Spoil-sport,  who  rather  lends  himself  to  their  play  than 
takes  part  in  it — for  the  faithful,  intelligent  creature  seems 
always  to  be  looking  for  somebody,  as  Dagobert  says — and 
he  is  right.  Yes,  the  dog  also  regrets  those  two  angels,  of 
whom  he  was  the  devoted  guardian ! 

"Do  not  think,  my  friend,  that  our  happiness  makes  us 
forgetful.  No,  no;  not  a  day  passes  without  our  repeating, 
with  pious  and  tender  respect,  those  names  so  dear  to  our 
heart.  And  these  painful  memories,  hovering  forever 
about  us,  give  to  our  calm  and  happy  existence  that  shade 
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of  mild  seriousness  which  struck  you  m>  much.  No  doubt,, 
my  friend,  this  kind  of  lite,  bounded  by  the  family  circle, 
and  not  extending  beyond,  for  the  happiness  or  improve- 
ment of  our  brethren,  may  he  set  down  as  selfish;  but,  alas! 

have  not  the  means — and  though  the  poor  man  always 
finds  a  place  at  our  frugal  tahle,  and  shelter  beneath  our 
roof,  we  must  renounce  all  great  projects  of  fraternal  action. 
The  little  revenue  of  our  farm  just  suffices  to  supply  our 
wants.  Alas !  when  I  think  over  it,  notwithstanding  a 
momentary  regret,  I  cannot  hlame  my  resolution  to  keep 
faithfully  my  sacred  oath,  and  to  renounce  that  great  in- 
heritance, which,  alas !  had  hecome  immense  by  the  death 
of  my  kindred.  Yes,  I  believe  I  performed  a  duty,  when  ] 
begged  the  guardian  of  that  treasure  to  reduce  it  to  ashes- 
rather  than  let  it  fall  into  the  hands  of  people,  who  would 
have  made  an  execrahle  use  of  it,  or  to  perjure  myself  by 
disputing  a  donation  which  I  had  granted  freely,  voluntarily, 
sincerely.  And  yet,  when  I  picture  to  myself  the  realization 
of    the    magnificent    views    of    my    ancestor — an    admirable 

•])ia,  only  possible  with  immense  resources — and  which 
Mdlle.  de  Cardoville  hoped  to  carry  into  execution,  with  the 
aid  of  M.  Francois  Hardy,  of  Prince  Djalma,  of  Marshal 
Simon  and  his  daughters,  and  of  myself — when  I  think  of 
the  dazzling  focus  of  living  forces,  which  such  an  association 
would  have  been,  and  of  the  immense  influence  it  might 
have  had  on  the  happiness  of  the  whole  human  race — my 
indignation  and  horror,  as  an  honest  man  and  a  Christian. 
are  excited  against  that  abominable  Company,  whose  black 
plots  nipped  in  their  bud  all  those  great  hopes,  which 
promised  so  much  for  futurity.  What  remains  now  of  all 
these  splendid  projects?  Seven  tombs.  For  my  grave 
also  is  dug  in  that  mausoleum,  which  Samuel  has  erected 
on  the  site  of  the  house  in  the  Rue  Neuve-Saint-Franqois, 
and  of  which  he  remains  the  keeper — faithful  to  the  end! 

******  ■>. 

"I  had  written  thus  far,  my  friend,  when  I  received  your 
letter.  So,  after  bavin-  forbidden  you  to  see  me,  your  bishop 
now  orders  that  you  shall  cease  to  correspond  with  me. 
Your  touching,  painful  regrets  have  deeply  moved  me,  my 
friend.     Often  have  we  talked  together  of  a!  dis- 

cipline, and  of  the  absolute  power  of  the  bishops  over  us, 
the  poor  working  clergy,  left  to  their  mercy  without  aid  o»" 
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remedy.  It  is  painful,  but  it  is  the  law  of  the  church,  my 
friend,  and  you  have  sworn  to  observe  it.  Submit  as  I  have 
submitted.  Every  engagement  is  binding  upon  the  man  of 
honor!  My  poor,  dear  Joseph!  would  that  you  had  the 
compensations  which  remained  to  me,  after  the  rupture  of 
ties  that  I  so  much  value.  But  I  know  too  well  what  you 
must  feel — I  cannot  go  on I  find  it  impossible  to  con- 
tinue this  letter,  I  might  be  bitter  against  those  whose 
orders  we  are  bound  to  respect.  Since  it  must  be  so,  this 
letter  shall  be  my  last.  Farewell,  my  friend!  farewell  for- 
ever.   My  heart  is  almost  broken. 

"  Gabriel  de  Rennepont." 


CHAPTER  II. 

THE  REDEMPTION. 

Day  was  about  to  dawn.  A  rosy  light,  almost  impercep- 
tible, began  to  glimmer  in  the  east ;  but  the  stars  still  shone, 
sparkling  with  radiance,  upon  the  azure  of  the  zenith.  The 
birds  awoke  beneath  the  fresh  foliage  of  the  great  woods ; 
and,  with  isolated  warblings,  sang  the  prelude  of  their  morn- 
ing-concert. A  light  mist  rose  from  the  high  grass,  bathed 
in  nocturnal  dew,  while  the  calm  and  limpid  waters  of  a  vast 
lake  reflected  the  whitening  dawn  in  their  deep,  blue  mirror. 
Everything  promised  one  of  those  warm  and  joyous  days, 
that  belong  to  the  opening  of  summer. 

Half-way  up  the  slope  of  a  hill,  facing  the  east,  a  tuft  of 
old,  moss-grown  willows,  whose  rugged  bark  disappeared 
beneath  the  climbing  branches  of  wild  honeysuckle  and  hare- 
bells, formed  a  natural  harbor;  and  on  their  gnarled  and 
enormous  roots,  covered  with  thick  moss,  were  seated  a  man 
and  a  woman,  whose  white  hair,  deep  wrinkles,  and  bending 
figures,  announced  extreme  old  age.  And  yet  this  woman 
had  only  lately  been  young  and  beautiful,  with  long  black 
hair  overshadowing  her  pale  forehead.  And  yet  this  man 
had,  a  short  time  ago,  been  still  in  the  vigor  of  his  age. 
From  the  spot  where  this  man  and  woman  were  reposing, 
could  be  seen  the  valley,  the  lake,  the  woods,  and,_  soaring 
above  the  woods,  the  blue  summit  of  a  high  mountain,  from 
behind  which  the  sun  was  about  to  rise.    This  picture,  half- 
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veiled  by  the  pale  transparency  of  the  morning  twilight,  was 
pleasing,  melancholy,  and  solemn. 

"Oh,  my  -  •  r  1"  said  the  old  man  to  the  woman,  who  was 
reposing  with  him  beneath  the  rustic  arbor  formed  by  the 
tuft  of  willow-trees;  "oh,  my  sister!  how  many  times  dur- 
ing the  centuries  in  which  the  hand  of  the  Lord  carried  us 
onward,  and,  separated  from  each  other,  we  traver.-ed  the 
world  from  pole  to  pole — how  many  times  we  have  witnessed 
this  awakening  of  nature  with  a  sentiment  of  incurable  grief ! 
— Alas !  it  was  but  another  day  of  wandering — another  use- 
less day  added  to  our  life,  since  it  brought  death  no  nearer!" 

"But  now  what  happiness,  oh,  my  brother !  since  the  Lord 
has  had  mercy  on  us,  and,  with  us,  as  with  all  other  crea- 
tures, every  returning  day  is  a  step  nearer  to  the  grave. 
Glory  to  Him!  yes,  glory!" 

"Glory  to  Him,  my  sister!  for  since  yesterday,  when  we 
again  met,  I  feel  that  indescribable  languor  which  announces 
the  approach  of  death." 

"Like  you,  my  brother,  I  feel  my  strength,  already  shaken, 
passing  away  in  a  sweet  exhaustion.  Doubtless,  the  term  of 
our  life  approaches.    The  wrath  of  the  Lord  is  satisfied." 

"Alas,  my  sister !  doubtless  also,  the  last  of  my  doomed 
race,  will,  at  the  same  time,  complete  our  redemption  by  his 
death;  for  the  will  of  heaven  is  manifest,  that  I  can  only  be 
pardoned,  when  the  last  of  my  family  shall  have  disappeared 
from  the  face  of  the  earth.  To  him,  holiest  amongst  the  holi- 
est— was  reserved  the  favor  of  accomplishing  this  end — he 
who  has  done  so  much  for  the  salvation  of  his  brethren!" 

"Oh,  yes,  my  brother !  he  who  has  suffered  so  much,  and 
without  complaining,  drunk  to  the  dregs  the  bitter  cup  of 
woe — he,  the  minister  of  the  Lord,  who  has  been  his 
Master's  image  upon  earth — he  was  fitted  for  the  last  instru- 
ment of  this  redemption !" 

"Yes,  for  T  feel,  my  sister,  that,  at  this  hour,  the  last  of 
my  race,  touching  victim  of  slow  persecution,  is  on  the  point 
of  resigning  his  angelic  soul  to  God.  Thus,  even  to  the  end. 
have  I  been  fatal  to  my  doomed  family.  Lord,  if  Thy  mercy 
is  great.  Thy  anger  is  great  likewise!" 

"'  ourage  and  hope,  my  brother!  Think  how  after  the 
expiration  cometh  pardon,  and  pardon  is  followed  by  a  bless- 
ing.  The  Lord  punished,  in  you  and  your  posterity,  the  arti- 
san rendered  wicked  by  misfortune  and  injustice.  He  said 
to  you :    'Go  on  !  without  truce  or  rest — and  your  labor  shall 
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be  vain — and  every  evening,  throwing  yourself  on  the  hard 
ground,  you  shall  be  no  nearer  to  the  end  of  your  eternal 
course !' — And  so,  for  centuries,  men  without  pity  have  said 
to  the  artisan :  'Work  !  work  !  work !  without  truce  or  rest 
■ — and  your  labor  shall  be  fruitful  for  all  others,  but  fruitless 
for  yourself — and  every  evening,  throwing  yourself  on  the 
hard  ground,  you  shall  be  no  nearer  to  happiness  and  repose ; 
and  your  wages  shall  only  suffice  to  keep  you  alive  in  pain, 
privation,  and  poverty !'  " 

"Alas !  alas !  will  it  be  always  thus  ?" 

"No,  no,  my  brother !  and  instead  of  weeping  over  your 
lost  race,  rejoice  for  them — since  their  death  was  needed  for 
your  redemption,  and  in  redeeming  you,  heaven  will  redeem 
the  artisan,  cursed  and  feared  by  those  who  have  laid  on  him 
the  iron  yoke.  Yes,  my  brother !  the  time  draweth  nigh — 
heaven's  mercy  will  not  stop  with  us  alone.  Yes,  I  tell  you ; 
in  us  will  be  rescued  both  the  woman  and  the  slave  of  these 
modern  ages.  The  trial  has  been  hard,  brother ;  it  has  lasted 
throughout  eighteen  centuries ;  but  it  will  last  no  longer. 
Look,  my  brother !  see  that  rosy  light,  there  in  the  east, 
gradually  spreading  over  the  firmament !  Thus  will  rise  the 
sun  of  the  new  emancipation — peaceful,  holy,  great,  salutary, 
fruitful,  filling  the  world  with  light  and  vivifying  heat,  like 
the  day-star  that  will  soon  appear  in  heaven!" 

"Yes,  yes,  my  sister!  I  feel  it.  Your  words  are  prophetic. 
We  shall  close  our  heavy  eyes  just  as  we  see  the  aurora  of 
the  day  of  deliverance — a  fair,  a  splendid  day,  like  that  which 
is  about  to  dawn.  Henceforth  I  will  only  shed  tears  of  pride 
and  glory  for  those  of  my  race,  who  have  died  the  martyrs 
of  humanity,  sacrificed  by  humanity's  eternal  enemies — for 
the  true  ancestors  of  the  sacrilegious  wretches,  who  blas- 
pheme the  name  of  Jesus  by  giving  it  to  their  Company, 
were  the  false  Scribes  and  Pharisees,  whom  the  Saviour 
cursed ! — Yes !  glory  to  the  descendants  of  my  family,  who 
have  been  the  last  martyrs  offered  up  by  the  accomplices  of 
all  slavery  and  all  despotism,  the  pitiless  enemies  of  those 
who  wish  to  think,  and  not  to  suffer  in  silence — of  those  that 
would  fain  enjoy,  as  children  of  heaven,  the  gifts  which  the 
Creator  has  bestowed  upon  all  the  human  family.  Yes,  the 
day  approaches- — the  end  of  the  reign  of  our  modern  Phari- 
sees— the  false  priests,  who  lend  their  sacrilegious  aid  to  the 
merciless  selfishness  of  the  strong  against  the  weak,  by  dar- 
ing to  maintain  in  the  face  of  the  exhaustless  treasures  of  the 
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creation,  that  God  has  made  man  for  tears,  and  sorrow,  and 
suffering — the  false  priests,  who  are  the  agents  of  all  oppres- 
sion, and  would  how  to  the  earth,  in  brutish  and  hopeless 
humiliation,  the  hrow  of  every  creature.  No,  no!  let  man 
lift  his  head  proudly  !  God  made  him  to  he  nohle  an  1  intelli- 
gent, free  and  happy." 

"Oh,  my  brother!  your  words  also  are  prophetic.  Yes, 
yes  !  the  (lawn  of  that  bright  day  approaches,  even  as  the 
dawn  of  the  natural  day  which,  by  the  mercy  of  God,  will 
be  our  last  on  earth." 

"The  last,  my  sister ;  for  a  strange  weakness  creeps  over 
me,  all  matter  seems  dissolving  in  me,  and  my  soul  aspires 
to  mount  to  heaven." 

".Mine  eyes  are  growing  dim,  hrother ;  I  can  scarcely  see 
that  light  in  the  east,  which  lately  appeared  so  red." 

"Sister!  it  is  through  a  confused  vapor  that  I  now  see  the 
valley — the  lake — the  woods.     My  strength  fails  me." 

"Blessed  be  God,  hrother !  the  moment  of  eternal  rest  is 
at  hand." 

"Yes,  it  comes,  my  sister!  the  sweetness  of  the  everlast- 
ing sleep  takes  possession  of  my  senses." 

"'  >h,  happiness!   I  am  dying." 

"These  eyes  are  closing,  sister!' 

"We  are  then  forgiven  !" 

"Forgiven  !" 

"Oh,  my  brother !  may  this  Divine  redemption  extend  to 
all  those  who  suffer  upon  the  earth !" 

"Die  in  peace,  my  sister!  The  great  day  has  dawned — • 
the  sun  is  rising — behold!" 

"Blessed  be  God !" 

"Blessed  be  God !" 


And  at  the  moment  when  those  two  voices  ceased  forever, 
the  sun  rose  radiant  and  dazzling,  and  deluged  the  valley 
with  its  beams. 


To  M.  C- 


To  you,  my  friend,  I  dedicated  this  book.     To  inscribe  it 
.vith  your  name,  was  to  assume  an  engagement  that,  in  the 


686  THE    WANDERING   JEW 

absence  of  talent,  it  should  be  at  least  conscientious,  sincere, 
and  of  a  salutary  influence,  however  limited.  My  object  is 
attained.  Some  select  hearts,  like  yours,  my  friend,  have 
put  into  practice  the  legitimate  association  of  labor,  capital, 
and  intelligence,  and  have  already  granted  to  their  workmen 
a  proportionate  share  in  the  profits  of  their  industry.  Others 
have  laid  the  foundations  of  Common  Dwelling-houses,  and 
one  of  the  chief  capitalists  of  Hamburg  has  favored  me  with 
his  views  respecting  an  establishment  of  this  kind,  on  the 
most  gigantic  scale. 

As  for  the  dispersion  of  the  members  of  the  Company  of 
Jesus,  I  have  taken  less  part  in  it  than  other  enemies  of  the 
detestable  doctrines  of  Loyola,  whose  influence  and  authority 
were  far  greater  than  mine. 

Adieu,  my  friend.  I  could  have  wished  this  work  more 
worthy  of  you ;  but  you  are  indulgent,  and  will  at  least  give 
me  credit  for  the  intentions  which  dictated  it. 

Believe  me, 

Yours  truly, 

EUGENE    SUE. 

Paris,  25th  August,  1845. 

THE    END. 
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